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PREFACE 


Of  the  Publisher  of  the   Surreptitious 
Edition,   1735. 


prefutne  <we  want  no  apology  to  the  reader  for  ibis 
publication,  but  fame  may  be  thought  needful  to  Mr. 
Pope :  however  he  cannot  think  our  offence  fo  great  as 
theirs,  who  firjl  feparately  publijhed  what  ive  have  here 
tut  collected  in  a  better  form  and  order.  As  for  the  letters 
•we  have  procured  to  be  added,  they  ferve  but  to  compleatt 
explain,  and  fometimes  fet  in  a  true  light,  thofe  others t 
ivbich  it  ivas  not  in  the  'writer's,  or  our  po<wer  to  recall. 

This  collection  hath  been  onving  to  federal  cabinets  : 
fame  drawn  from  thence  by  accidents,  and  ethers  [even 
of  thofe  to  ladies)  voluntarily  given.  It  is  to  one  of  that 
fex  iue  are  beholden  for  the  whole  correspondence  'with 
H.  C.  Efq.  which  letters  being  lent  her  by  that  gentle- 
man, Jhe  took  the  liberty  to  print ;  as  appears  by  the  fol- 
lowing, which  <we  Jball  give  at  length,  both  as  it  is  fame- 
thing  curious,  and  as  it  may  ferve  for  an  apology  for 
ourfehes. 


VOL.  V. 


PREFACE    TO    THE 


To  HENRY   CROMWELL,  Ef<y 

June  27,  1727. 

A  FTER  fo  long  a  lilence  as  the  many  and  great 
•%*  oppreffions  I  have  fighed  under  have  occafioned, 
one  is  at  a  lofs  how  to  begin  a  letter  to  fo  kind  a  friend 
as  yourfelf.  But  as  it  was  always  my  refolution,  if  I 
muft  fink,  to  do  it  as  decently  (that  is,  as  filently)  as  I 
could  ;  fo  when  I  found  myfelf  plunged  into  unfore- 
feen,  and  unavoidable  ruin,  I  retreated  from  the  world, 
and  in  a  manner  buried  myfelf  in  a  difmal  place,  where 
I  knew  none,  and  none  knew  me.  In  this  dull  unthink- 
ing way,  I  have  protra&ed  a  lingering  death  (for  life  it 
cannot  be  called)  ever  fince  you  faw  me,  fequeftered 
from  company,  deprived  of  my  books,  and  nothing  left 
to  converfe  with,  but  the  letters  of  my  dead,  or  abfent 
friends  j  among  which  latter  I  always  placed  yours, 
and  Mr.  Pope's  in  the  firft  rank.  I  lent  fome  of  them 
indeed  to  an  ingenious  perfon,  who  was  fo  deligkted 
with  the  fpecimen,  that  he  importuned  me  for  a  fight 
of  the  reft,  which  having  obtained,  he  conveyed  them 
to  the  prefs,  I  mufl  not  fay  altogether  with  my  confent, 
nor  wholly  without  it.  I  thought  them  too  good  to  be 
loft  in  oblivion,  and  had  no  caufe  to  apprehend  the  dif- 
obliging  of  any.  The  public,  viz.  all  perfons  of  tafte 
and  judgment,  would  be  pleafed  with  fo  agreeable  an 
amufement ;  Mr  Cromwell  could  not  be  angry,  fince 
it  was  but  juftice  to  his  merit,  to  publilh  the  folemn 
and  private  profeffions  of  love,  gratitude,  and  venera- 
tion, made  him  by  fo  celebrated  an  author ;  and  fin- 
cerely  Mr.  Pope  ought  not  to  refent  the  publication, 
fince  the»early  pregnancy  of  his  genius  was  no  difho- 
r.our  to  his  character.  And  yet  had  either  of  you  been 
aiked,  common  modefty  would  have  obliged  you  to  re- 
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fufe,  what  you  would  not  be  difpleafed  with,  if  done 
without  your  knowledge.  And  beiides,  to  end  all  difpute, 
you  had  been  pleafed  to  make  me  a  free  gift  oF  them, 
to  do  what  I  pleafed  with  them  j  and  every  one  knows, 
that  the  perfon  to  whom  a  letter  is  addre/Ted,  has  the 
fame  right  to  difpofe  of  it,  as  he  has  of  goods  pur- 
chafed  with  his  money.  I  doubt  not  but  your  gene- 
rofity  and  honour  will  do  me  the  right,  of  owning  by  a 
line  that  I  came  honeftly  by  them.  I  flatter  myielf,  in 
a  few  months  I  mall  again  be  vifible  to  the  world  ; 
and  whenever  through  good  providence  that  turn  mall 
happen,  I  mall  joyfully  acquaint  you  with  it,  there  be- 
ing none  more  truly  your  obliged  fervant,  than,  Sir, 
Your  faithful,  and 

moft  humble  Servant, 

E.  THOMAS. 

P.  S.  A  Letter,  Sir,  directed  to  Mrs.  Thomas,  to  bs 
left  at  my  houfe,  will  be  fafely  tranfmitted  to  her,  by, 
Yours,  etc. 

E.  CURLL, 

To  Mr.  P  O  P  E. 

Epfom,  July  6,  1727. 

WHEN  thefe  letters  were  firft  printed,  1  wondered 
how  Curll  could  come  by  them,  and  could  not 
but  laugh  at  the  pompous  title  j  fmce  whatever  you 
wrote  to  me  was  humour,  and  familiar  raillery.  As 
foon  as  I  came  from  Epfom,  I  heard  you  had  been  to 
fee  me,  and  I  writ  you  a  fhort  letter  from  Will's, 

that  I  longed  to  fee  you.     Mr.  D s,  about  that 

time  charged  me  with  giving  them  to  a  miftreis,  which, 
1  pofitively  denied  :  not  in  the  leaft,  at  thr.t  time, 
thinking  of  it;  but  fome  time  after,  finding  in  the 
News-papers  Letters  from  Lady  Pacldngton,  Lady 
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Chudleigh,  and  Mr.  Morris,  to  the  fame  Sappho  or  E.  T. 
1  began  to  fear  that  1  was  guilty.  I  have  never  feert 
thefe  Letters  of  CurlPs,  nor  would  go  to  his  (hop  about 
ihem ;  1  have  not  feen  this  Sappho  alias  E.  T.  thefe 
feven  years. — Her  writing,  That  I  gave  her  'em,  to  do 
ivhat  Jhe  would  with  'em,  is  {training  the  point  too  far. 
I  thought  not-of  it,  nor  do  I  think  {he  did  then  ;  but 
feveve  neceffity  which  catches  hold  of  a  twig,  has  pro- 
duced all  this ;  which  has  lain  hid,  and  forgot,  by  me 
fo  many  years.  Curll  fent  me  a  letter  laft  week,  de- 
liring  a  positive  anfwer  about  this  matter,  but  finding 
I  would  give  him  none,  he  went  to  E.  T.  and  writ  a 
poftfcript  in  her  long  romantic  letter,  to  direct  ray  an- 
fwer to  his  houfe ;  but  they  not  expecting  an  anfwer, 
fent  a  young  man  to  me,  whole  name,  it  feems,  is  Pat- 
tifon  :  1  told  him  I  mould  not  write  any  thing,  but  I 
believed  it  might  be  fo  as  fhe  writ  in  her  letter.  I  am 
extremely  concerned  that  my  former  indifcretion  in 
putting  them  into  the  hands  of  this  Pretieufe,  mould 
have  given  you  fo  much  difturbance  ;  for  the  laft  thing 
I  ihould  do  would  be  to  difoblige  you,  for  whom  1  have 
ever  preferved  the  greateft  efteem,  and  (hall  ever  be,  Sir, 
Your  faithful  Friend,  and 
molt  humble  Servant, 

HENRY  CROMWELL. 
To  Mr.  P  O  P  E. 

Auguft  i,  1727. 

'TpHO'  I  writ  my  long  narrative  from  Epfom  till  I 
•*•  was  tired,  yet  was  I  not  fatisfied  ;  left  any  doubt 
mould  reft  upon  your  mind.  I  could  not  make  pro- 
teftations  of  my  innocence  of  a  grievous  crime ;  but  I 
was  impatient  till  I  came  to  town,  that  I  might  fend 
you  rhofe  Letters  as  a  clear  evidence  that  I  was  a  per- 
fect ftranger  to  all  their  proceeding.  Should  I  have 
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protefted  againft  it,  after  the  printing,  it  might  have 
been  taken  for  an  attempt  to  decry  his  purchafe ;  and 
as  the  little  exception  you  have  taken  has  ferved  him 
to  play  his  game  upon  us  for  thefe  two  years,  a  new 
incident  from  me  might  enable  him  to  p'ay  it  on  for  two 
more. — The  great  value  me  expre/Tes  for  all  you  write, 
and  her  paffion  for  having  them,  I  believe,  was  what  pre- 
vailed upon  me  to  let  her  keep  them.  By  the  interval  of 
twelve  years  at  leaft,  from  her  poneffion  to  the  time  of 
printing  them,  'tis  manifeft,  that  I  had  not  the  leaiL 
ground  to  apprehend  fuch  a  defign  :  but  as  people  in 
great  ftraits,  bring  forth  their  hoards  of  old  gold  and 
moft  valued  jewels ;  fo  Sappho  had  recourfe  to  her 
hid  treafure  of  Letters,  and  play'd  off  not  only  your's 
to  me,  but  all  thofe  to  herfelf  (as  the  lady's  laft  ftake) 
into  the  prefs. — As  for  me,  I  hope,  when  you  mall 
coolly  confider  the  many  thoufand  inftances  of  our  be- 
ing deluded  by  the  females,  fmce  that  great  Original 
of  Adam  by  Eve,  you  will  have  a  more  favourable 
thought  of  the  undeiigning  error  of 

Your  faithful  Friend, 
and  humble  Servant, 

HENRY  CROMWELL. 

Nffiv  Jhould  our  apology  for  ibis  publication  be  as  ill  re- 
ceived, ai  the  ludy" s  feems  to  have  been  by  the  gentlemen 
concerned ';  we  Jhall  at  leaft  have  Her  Comfort,  of  being 
thanked  by  the  reft  of  the  world.  Nor  has  Mr.  P.  him- 
felf  any  great  caufe  to  think  it  much  offence  to  his  modejlyy 
or  reflection  on  his  judgment ;  'when  we  take  care  to  inform 
the  public,  that  there  are  few  Letters  of  his  in  this  collec- 
tion, which  were  not  written  under  twenty  years  of  age  :  on 
the  other  hand,  we  doubt  not  the  reader  will  be  much  more 
furprtzed  to  find,  at  that  early  period,  fo  much  variety  of 
ftyle,  ajfefiing  fentitnent,  and  juftnefs  ofcriticifm,  in  pieces 
wH.b  muft  have  been  writ  in  hajle,  very  few  perhaps  ever 
reviewed,  and  none  intended  for  the  eye  of  the  public. 
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CATALOGUE 

O  F    T  H  E 

Surreptitious  and  Incorreft  Editions  of 
Mr.  P  o  P  E'S  LETTERS. 

I.  T?AMILIAR  LETTERS  to  Henry  Cromwell,  Efq; 
jP    by  Mr.  Pope,   izmo.      Printed   for   Edmund 

Curl),  1727. 

[In  this  are  Verfes,  etc.  afcribed  to  Mr.  ?„  which  were 
not  his.] 

II.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Correfpondence  for  thirty  years  * 
from  170410  1734.     Being  a  Collection  of  Letters 
which  pa/Ted  between  him  and  feveral  eminent  per- 
fons.     Printed  for  E.  Curll,  8°,  1735*  Two  editions. 

The  fame  in  duodecimo,  with  cuts.     The  third 

edition. 

[Thefe  contain  feveral  Letters  not  genuine,"] 

III.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.  II.  Print- 
ed for  the  fame,  8°,  1735.     [In  this  volume  are  no 
Letters  of  Mr.  Pope's,   but  a  few  of  thofe  to  Mr. 
Cromwell  reprinted;  nor  any  to  him,  but  one  faid  to 
be  Bilhop  Atterbury's,  and  another  in  that  Bifhop's 
name,  certainly  not  his :  One  or  two  Letters  from 
St.  Omer's,  advertifed  of  Mr.  Pope,  but  which  proved 
to  be  only  concerning  him ;  fome  fcandalous  Reflec- 
tions of  one  Le  Neve  on  the  Legiflature,  Courts  of 
Juftice,  and  Church  of  England,  pag.  116,  117.  and 
the  Divinity  of  Chrift  exprefsly  denied,  in  pag.  123, 
1 24.     With  fome  fcandaloas  Anecdotes,  and  a  Nar- 
rative.] 

•The  fame  in  duodecimo. 

IV.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.  III.  Print- 
ed^br  E.  Curll,  8°,  1735.     [In  this  is  only  one  Letter 
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by  Mr.  Pope  to  the  Duchefe  of  Buckingham,  which 
the  publifher  fome  way  procured  and  printed  againft 
her  order.  It  alfo  contains  four  Letters,  entitled,  Mr. 
Pope's  to  Mifs  Blount,  which  are  literally  taken  from 
an  old  translation  of  Voiture's  to  Mad.  Rambouillet.J 
•The  fame  in  duodecimo. 

V.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Corefpondence,  Vol.  IV.  Print- 
ed by  the  fame,  contains  not  one  Letter  of  this  Author. 
The  fame  in  duodecimo. 

VI.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.  V.  con- 
taining c«/y  swtfLetterofMr.P.  and  another  of  the  Lord 
B.  with  a  fcandalous  preface  of  Curll's,  how  he  could 
come  at  more  of  their  Letters,  8°,  printed  for  the 
fame,  1736. 

VII.  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  and  feveral  Eminent  Perfons, 
Vol  I.  from  1705  to  1711'.     Printed  and  fold^by  the 
bookfellers  of  London  and  Weftminfter,  8°,  1735. 
——The  fame,  Vol.  II.  from  1711,  etc.  Printed  and 
fold  by  the  bookfellers  of  London  and  Weftminfter, 
8°,  1735. — The  fame  in  izmo,  with  a  Narrative. 

VIIL  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  and  feveral  Eminent  Perfons. 
From  1705  to  1735.  Printed  and  fold  by  the  book- 
fellers of  London  and  Weftminfter,  I2mo,  1735. 

[This  edition  is  faid  in  the  title  to  contain  more 
Letters  than  any  oljher,  but  contains  on:y  Two,  laid  to 
be  the  Bifhop  of  Rochester's,  and  printed  before  by 
Curll.] 

IX.  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  and  feveral  Eminent  Perfons. 
From  thj  year  1705  to  1735.  Vol.  I.  an  Vol.  II. 
Printed  for  T.  Cooper,  at  the  Globe  in  Pater-nofter 
Row,  1735,  izmo. 

[In  this  was  inferted  the  Forged  Letter  from  the 
Bifhop  ofRochefter,  and  fome  other  things,  unknown 
to  Mr.  Pope.} 
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PREFACE 

Prefixed  to  the  Firft  Genuine  Edition  in 
quarto,   1737. 

TF  what  is  here  offered  the  reader,  fhould  happen  in 
any  degree  to  pleafe  him,  the  thanks  are  not  due 
to  the  author,  but  partly  to  his  friends,  and  partly  to 
his  enemies  :  it  was  wholly  owing  to  the  affeftion  of 
the  former,  that  fb  many  Letters,  of  which  he  never 
kept  copies,  were  preferv'd ;  and  to  the  malice  of  the 
latter,  that  they  were  produced  in  this  manner. 

He  had  been  very  difagreeably  ufed,  in  the  publica- 
tion of  fome  Letters  written  in  his  youth,  which  fell  into 
the  hands  of  a  woman  who  printed  them,  without  his 
or  his  correfpondent's  confent,  1727.  This  treatment, 
and  the  apprehenfion  of  more  of  the  fame  kind,  put 
him  upon  recalling  as  many  as  he  could  from  thofe  who 
he  imagined  had  kept  any.  He  was  forry  to  find  the 
ramber  fo  great,  but  immediately  leflened  it  by  burn- 
ing three  parts  in  four  of  them  :  the  reft  he  fpared, 
r.ot  in  any  preference  of  their  ftyle  or  writing,  but 
merely  as  they  preferv'd  the  memory  of  fome  friend- 
fhips  which  will  ever  be  dear  to  him,  or  fet  in  a  true 
light  ibme  matters  of  fadl,  from  which  the  fcriblers  of 
the  times  had  taken  occafion  to  afperfe  either  his  friends 
or  himfelf.  Ke  therefore  lay'd  by  the  Originals,  to- 
gether with  thofe  of  his  correipondents,  and  caufed  a 
copy  to  be  taken  to  depofite  in  the  library  of  a  noble 
friend  ;  that  in  cafe  either  of  the  revival  of  ilanders,  or 
the  publication  of  furreptitious  Letters,  during  his  life 
er  after,  a  proper  ufe  might  be  made  of  them. 
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The  next  year,  the  pofthumous  works  of  Mr.  Wy- 
cherly  were  printed,  in  a  way  difreputable  enough  t« 
his  memory.  It  was  thought  a  juftice  due  to  him,  to 
mew  the  world  his  better  judgment ;  and  that  it  was 
his  laft  refolution  to  have  fupprefled  thofe  poems.  As 
fome  of  the  Letters  which  had  pafled  between  him  and 
our  author  cleared  that  point,  they  were  publifhed  in 
1729,  with  a  few  marginal  notes  added  by  a  friend. 

If  in  thefe  Letters,  and  in  thofe  which  were  printed 
without  his  confent,  there  appear  too  much  of  a  juve- 
nile ambition  of  wir,  or  affectation  of  gaiety,  he  may 
reafonably  hope  it  will  be  confidered  to  'whom,  and  at 
'what  age,  he  was  guilty  of  it,  as  well  as  how  foon  it 
was  over.  The  reft,  every  judge  of  writing  will  fee, 
were  by  no  means  efforts  of  the  genius,  but  emanations 
of  the  heart :  and  this  alone  may  induce  any  candid: 
reader  to  believe  their  publication  an  act  of  neceffity, 
rather  than  of  vanity. 

It  is  notorious  how  many  volumes  have  been  pub- 
limed  under  the  title  of  his  correspondence,,  with  pro- 
mifes  {till  of  more,  and  open  and  repeated  offers  of  en- 
couragement to  all  perfons  who  mould  fend  any  letters 
of  his  for  the  prefs.  It  is  as  notorious  what  methods 
were  taken  to  procure  them,  even  from  the  publisher's 
own  accounts  in.  his  prefaces,  viz.  by  tranfafting  with 
people  in  neceffities,  *  or  of  abandoned  f  characters,  or 
fuch  as  dealt  without  names  in  the  J  dark.  Upon  a 
quarrel  with  one  of  thefe  laft,  he  betrayed  himfelf  fo 
far,  as  to  appeal  to  the  public  in  Narratives  and  Ad- 
vertifements  :  like  that  Irifti  highway-man  a  few  years 
before,  who  preferr'd  a  bill  againft  his  companion,  for 

*  See  the  Preface  to  vol.  i.  of  a  Book  called  Mr.  Pope's  Literary 
Correfpondence. 

f  Pofifcript  to  the  Preface  to  vol.  iv. 
t  Narrative  and  Anecdotes  before  vol.  ii, 
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not  ftiaring  equally  in  the  money,  rings  and  watches, 
they  had  traded  for  in  partnership  upon  Hounflow- 
heath. 

Several  have  been  printed  in  his  name  which  he  never 
writ,  and  addrefled  to  perfons  to  whom  they  never 
were  written  *  :  counterfeited  as  from  bimop  Atterbury 
to  him,  which  neither  that  bifhop  nor  he  ever  faw  f  ; 
and  advertifed  even  after  that  period  when  it  was  made 
felony  to  correfpond  with  him. 

I  know  not  how  it  has  been  this  author's  fate,  whom 
both  his  fituation  and  his  temper  have  all  his  life  ex- 
eluded  from  rivalling  any  man,  in  any  pretenfion,  (ex- 
cept that  of  pleafmg  by  poetry)  to  have  been  as  much 
afperfed  and  written  at,  as  any  Firft  Minifter  of  his 
time :  pamphlets  and  news-papers  have  been  full  of 
him,  nor  was  it  there  only  that  a  private  man,  who  never 
troubled  either  the  world  or  common  converfation 
with  his  opinions  of  Religion  or  Government,  has  been 
reprefented  as  a  dangerous  member  of  Society,  a  bi- 
gotted  Papilr,  and  an  enemy  to  the  Eftablimment.  The 
unwarrantable  publication  of  his  Letters  hath  at  laft 
done  him  this  fervice,  to  {hew  he  has  conftantly  enjoy- 
ed the  friend  (hip  of  worthy  men  ;  and  that  if  a  cata- 
logue were  to  be  taken  of  his  friends  and  his  enemies, 
he  needs  not  to  blulh  at  either.  Many  of  them  having 
been  written  on  the  moil  trying  occurrences,  and  all  in 
the  opennefs  of  friendlhip,  are  a  proof  what  were  his 
real  fentiments,  as  they  flowed  warm  from  the  heart, 
and  frefh  from  the  occafion ;  without  the  lealt  thought 
that  ever  the  world  mould  be  witnefs  to  them.  Had 
he  fat  down  with  a  defign  to  draw  his  own  pifture,  he 

*  In.  Vol.  iii.  Letters  from  Mr.  Pope  to  Mrs.  Blount,  etc. 

•f  Vol.  ii.  of  the  fame,  8vo.  p.  20.  and  at  the  end  of  the  Edi- 
ticn  of  his  Letters  in  lamo,  by  the  bookfellers  of  London  and  Weft- 
minferj  and  cf  the  laft  Edition  in  lamo,  printed  for  T. Cooper, 
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could  not  have  done  ft  fo  truly ;  for  whoever  fits  for  it 
(whether  to  himfelf  or  another)  will  inevitably  find  the 
features  more  compofed,  than  his  appear  in  thefe  let- 
ters. But  if  an  author's  hand,  like  a  painter's,  be 
more  diftinguifhable  in  a  flight  fltetch  than  in  a  firiifhed 
pi&ure,  this  very  careleffhefs  will  make  them  the  better 
known  from  fuch  counterfeits,  as  have  been,  and  fnay 
be  imputed  to  him,  either  through  a  mercenary  or  a 
malicious  defign. 

We  hope  it  is  needlefs  to  fay,  he  is  not  accountable 
for  feveral  pafTages  in  the  furreptitious  editions  of  thofe 
Letters,  which  are  fuch  as  no  man  of  common  fenfe 
would  have  publiihed  himfelf.  The  errors  of  the 
prefs  were  almoft  innumerable,  and  could  not  but  be 
extremely  multiplied-  in  fo  many  repeated  editions,  by 
the  avarice  and  negligence  of  piratical  printers,  to  not 
one  of  whom  he  ever  gave  the  leaft  Title,  or  any  other 
encouragement  than  that  of  not  profecuting  them. 

For  the  CbaJ'ms  in  the  correfpondence,  we  had  not 
the  means  to  fupply  them,  the  Author  having  deftroyed 
too  many  Letters  to  preierve  any  Series.  Nor  would 
he  go  about  to  amend  them,  except  by  the  omiffion  of 
fome  paflages,  improper,  or  at  leaft  impertinent,  to  be 
divulged  to  the  public  :  or  of  fuch  entire  Letters,  aa 
were  either  not  his,  or  not  approved  of  by  him. 

He  has  been  'very  fparing  of  thofe  of  his  Friends, 
and  thought  it  a  refpeft  mown  to  their  memory,  to  fup- 
prefs  in  particular  fuch  as  were  moft  in  his  favour.  As 
it  is  not  to  Vanity  but  to  Friend/hip  that  he  intends  this- 
Monument,  he  would  fave  his  enemies  the  mortificrtion 
of  mowing  any  further  how  well  their  Betters  have 
thought  of  him  :  and  at  the  fame  time  fecure  from  their 
cenfure  his  living  Friends,  who  (he  promifes  them)  (hall 
never  be  put  to  the  bluftx,  this  way  at  leaft,  for  their 
partiality  to  him. 
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But  however  this  Collection  maybe  received,  we  cannot 
but  lament  the  Cavfe,  and  the  Necefftty  of  fuch  a  publica- 
tion, and  heartily  wiih  no  honeft  man  may  be  reduced  to 
the  lame.  To  (late  the  cafe  fairly  in  the  prefent  fitu- 
ation.  A  Bookfeller  advertifes  his  intention  to  pub- 
li(h  your  Letters :  he  openly  promifes  encouragement, 
or  even  pecuniary  rewards,  to  thole  who  will  help  him 
to  any  ;  and-engages  to  infert  whatever  they  mall  fend. 
Any  fcandal  is  fure  of  a  reception,  and  any  enemy  who 
fends  it  fcreened  from  a  difcovery.  Any  domeflic  or 
fervant,  who  can  fnatch  a  letter  from  your  pocket  or 
cabinet,  is  encouraged  to  that  vile  practice.  If  the 
quantity  fells  fhort  of  a  volume,  any  thing  elfe  fhaii 
be  joined  with  it  (more  efpecially  fcandal)  which  the 
collector  can  think  for  his  intereft,  all  recommended 
tinder  your  Name :  you  have  not  only  Theft  to  fear,  but 
Forgery.  Any  Bookfeller,  tho'  confcious  in  what  man- 
ner they  were  obtained,  not  caring  what  may  be  the 
confequence  to  your  Fame  or  Quiet,  will  fell  and  dif- 
perfe  them  in  town  and  country.  The  better  your  Re- 
putation is,  the  more  your  name  will  caufe  them  to  be 
demanded,  and  confequently  the  more  you  will  be  in- 
jured. The  injury  is  of  fuch  a  nature,  as  the  Law 
(which  does  not  punifh  for  Intentions}  cannot  prevent; 
and  when  done,  may  punifh,  but  not  redrefs.  You  are 
therefore  reduced,  either  to  enter  into  a  perfonal  treaty 
with  fuch  a  man  (which  tho'  the  readieft,  is  the  meaneft 
of  all  methods)  or  to  take  fuch  other  meafures  to  fup- 
prefs  them,  as  are  contrary  to  your  Inclination,  or  to 
publilh  them,  as  are  contrary  to  your  modelty.  Other- 
wife  your  fame  and  your  property  fuffer  alike  ;  you  are 
at  once  expofed  and  plundered.  As  an  Author,  you  are 
deprived  of  that  power,  which  above  all  others  conftitutes 
a  good  one,  the  power  of  rejecting,  and  the  right  of 
judging  for  yourfelf,  what  pieces  it  may  be  moft  ufeful, 
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entertaining,  or  reputable  to  publifh,  at  the  rime  and 
in  the  manner  you  think  beft.  As  a  Man,  you  are  de- 
prived of  the  right  even  over  your  own  fentiment,  of 
the  privilege  of  every  human  creature  to  divulge  or  con- 
ceal them  ;  of  the  advantage  of  your  fecond  thoughts; 
and  of  all  the  benefit  of  your  prudence,  your  candour,  or 
your  modefty.  As  a  Member  of  Society,  you  are  yet  more 
injured  ;  your  private  conduct,  your  domeftic  concerns, 
your  family  fecrets,  your  paffions,  your  tendernefles,  your 
weakneffes,  are  expofed  to  theMifconitruclion  orRefent- 
ment  of  fome,  to  the  Cenfure  or  Impertinence  of  the 
whole  world.  The  printing  private  letters  in  fuch  a  man- 
ner, is  the  worft  fort  of  betraying  Con^uer/ation,  as  it  has 
evidently  the  moft  extenfive,  and  the  molt  lafting,  ill 
confequences.  It  is  the  higheft  offence  againft  Society,  as 
it  renders  the  moft  dear  and  intimate  intercourse  of 
friend  with  friend,  and  the  moft  neceflary  commerce  of 
man  with  man,  unfafe,  and  to  be  dreaded.  To  open 
Letters  is  efteemed  the  greateft  breach  of  honour ;  even 
to  look  into  them  already  opened  or  accidentally  dropt, 
is  held  an  ungenerous,  if  not  an  immoral  aft.  What 
then  can  be  thought  of  the  procuring  them  merely  by 
Fraud,  and  the  printing  them  merely  for  Lucre  ?  We 
cannot  but  conclude  every  honeft  man  will  vvifli,  that,  if 
the  Laws  have  as  yet  provided  no  adequate  remedy, 
one  at  leaft  may  be  found,  to  prevent  fo  great  and  grow- 
ing an  evil. 
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Several   of  his   FRIEND  s. 


Quo  Defiderio  veteres  revocamus  Amores. 
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LETTERS 

TO   AND   FROM 

Mr.  W  Y  C  H  E  R  L  E  Y*. 

From  the  Year  1704  to  1710. 

LETTER    I. 

Binneld  in  Windfor  Foreft,  Dec.  26,  1704  f. 

IT  was  certainly  a  great  fatisfa&ion  to  roe  to  fee  and 
converfe  with  a  man,  whom  in  his  writings  I  had 
fo  long  known  with  pleafure  ;  but  it  was  a  high  ad- 
dition to  it,  to  hear  you,  at  our  very  firft  meeting,  do- 
ing juftice  to  your  dead  friend  Mr.  Dryden.     I  was  not 
fo  happy  as  to  know  him  :  Virgilium  tantum  vidi.     Had 
I  been  born  early  enough,  I  muft  have  known  and  lov'd 
him  :  For  I  have  been  aflured,  not  only  by  yourfelf,  but 

*  If  one  were  to  judge  of  this  fet  of  Letters  by  the  manner  of 
thinking  and  turn  of  expreflion,  one  mould  conclude  they  had  been 
all  miftitled  ;  and  that  the  letters  give*  to  ihe  boy  of  fixteen,  were 
written  by  the  man  of  feventy,  and  fo  on  the  contrary  :  fuch  fober 
fenfe,  fuch  gravity  of  manners,  and  fo  much  judgment,  and  know- 
ledge of  compofition,  enlivened  with  the  fprightlinefs  of  manly  wit, 
diftinguifh  thofe  of  Mr.  Pope  :  while,  on  the  other  hand,  a  childi/h 
jealoufy,  a  puerile  affectation,  an  attention  and  lying  at  catch  for 
turnt  and  faints,  together  with  a  total  ignorance  and  contempt  of 
order,  of  method,  and  of  all  relation  of  the  parts  to  one  another  to 
compofe  a  reafonable  whole,  make  up  the  character  of  thofe  of 
Mr.  Wycherley. 

f  The  Author's  Age  then  fixteen,. 
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by  Mr.  Congreve  and  Sir  William  Trumbul,  that  his 
perfonal  qualities  were  as  amiable  as  his  Poetical,  not- 
withftanding  the  many  libellous  mifreprefentations  of 
them,  againil  which  the  former  of  thefe  Gentlemen  has 
told  me  he  will  one  day  vindicate  him  *.  I  fuppofe  thofe 
injuries  were  begun  by  the  violence  of  Party,  but  'tis  no 
doubt  they  were  continued  by  envy  at  his  fnccefs  and 
feme.  And  thofe  Scriblers  who  attacked  him  in  his  latter 
times,  were  only  like  gnats  in  a  fummer's  evening, 
which  are  never  very,  troublefome  but  in  the  fineft  and 
moft  glorious  feafon  ;  -for  his  fire,  like  the  fun's,  fhined 
cleareft  towards  its  fetting. 

You  muft  not  therefore  imagine,  that  when  you  told 
me  my  own  performances  were  above  thofe  Critics,  I  was 
fo  vain  as  to  believe  it  ;  and  yet  I  may  not  be  fo 
humble  as  to  think  myfelf  quite  below  their  notice. 
For  critics,  as  they  are  birds  of  prey,  have  ever  a  na- 
tural inclination  to  carrion :  and  tho'  fuch  poor  wri- 
ters as  I  are  but  beggars,  no  beggar  is  fo  poor  but 
he  can  keep  a  cur,  and  no  author  is  fo  beggarly  but 
he  can  keep  a  critic.  I  am  far  from  thinking  the 
attacks  of  fuch  people  either  any  honour  or  difhonour 
even  to  me,  much  lefs  to  Mr.  Dryden.  I  agree  with 
you,  that  whatever  lefler  Wits  have  rifen  fince  his 
death,  are  but  like  ftars  appearing  when  the  fun  is  fet, 
that  twinkle  only  in  hi&  abfer.ce,  and  with  the  rays  they 
have  borrowed  from  him.  Our  wit  (as  you  call  it)  is 
but  reflection  or  imitation,  therefore  fcarce  to  be  called 
ours.  True  Wit,  1  believe,  may  be  defined  a  juftnefe 
of  thought,  and  a  facility  of  expreffion  ;  or  (in  the  mid- 
wives  phrafe)  a  perfect  conception,  with  an  e?fy  deli- 
very.  However,  this  is  far  from  a  complete  definition  j 
pray,  help  me  to  a  better,  as,  1  doubt  not,  you  can, 

I  am,  etc. 

*  He  fince  did  fo,  in  his  dedication  to  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle, 
prefix' d  to  the  duodecimo  Edition  of  Dryden's  Plays,  1717. 


FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY.          £ 

LETTER    II. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

Jan.  25-,  1704-5. 

T  Have  been  fo  bufy  of  late  in  corre&ing  and  Iran- 
•*•  fcribing  fome  of  my  madrigals  for  a  great  man  or 
two  who  defired  to  fee  them,  that  I  have  (with  your 
pardon)  omitted  to  return  you  an  anfwer  to  your  moft 
ingenious  letter  :  fo  fcriblers  to  the  public,  like  bankers 
to  the  public,  are  profufe  in  their  voluntary  loans  to  it, 
whilft  they  forget  to  pay  their  more  private  and  parti- 
cular, as  more  juft  debts,  to  their  beft  and  neareft  friends. 
However,  I  hope,  you  who  have  as  much  good  nature 
as  good  fenfe  (fince  they  generally  are  companions)  will 
have  patience  with  a  debtor  who  has  an  inclination  to 
pay  you  his  obligations,  if  he  had  wherewithal  ready 
about  him  ;  and  in  the  mean  time  mould  confider,  when 
you  have  obliged  me  beyond  my  prefent  power  of  re- 
turning the  favour,  that  a  debtor  may  be  an  honeft  man, 
if  he  but  intends  to  be  juft  when  he  is  able,  tho'  late. 
But  1  mould  be  lefs  juft  to  you,  the  more  I  thought  I 
could  make  a  return  to  fo  much  profufenefs  of  Wit  and 
Humanity  together ;  which  tho'  they  feldom  accompany 
each  other  in  other  men,  are  in  you  fo  equally  met, 
I  know  not  in  which  you  moft  abound.  But  fo  much 
for  my  opinion  of  you,  which  is,  that  your  Wit  and 
Ingenuity  is  equalled  by  nothing  but  your  Judgment, 
or  Modefty,  which  (though  it  be  to  pleafe  myfelf)  I 
inuft  no  more  offend,  than  I  can  do  either  right. 

Therefore  I  will  fay  no  more  now  of  them,  than 
that  your  good  wit  never  forfeited  your  good  judgment, 
but  in  your  partiality  to  me  and  mine  ;  fo  that  if  it  were 
poifible  for  a  hardened  fcribler  to  be  vainer  than  he  is, 
what  you  write  of  me  would  make  me  more  conceited 
than  what  1  fcrible  myfelf:  yet,  I  muft  confefs,  I  ought 
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to  be  more  humbled  by  your  praife  than  exalted,  which 
commends  my  little  fenfe  with  fo  much  more  of  yours, 
that  I  am  diiparaged  and  difheartened  by  your  com- 
mendations ;  who  give  me  an  example  of  your  wit  in 
the  firft  part  of  your  letter,  and  a  definition  of  it  in  the 
laft  ;  to  make  writing  well  (that  is,  like  you)  more  diffi- 
cult to  me  than  ever  it  was  before.  Thus  the  more 
great  and  juft  your  example  and  definition  of  wit  are, 
the  lefs  I  am  capable  to  follow  them.  Then  the  beft 
way  of  (hewing  my  judgment,  after  having  feen  hew 
you  write,  is  to  leave  off  writing ;  and  the  beft  way  to 
Ihew  my  friendfhip  to  you,  is  to  put  an  end  to  your 
trouble,  and  to  conclude 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER    III. 

March  25,   1/05.. 

"IICT'HEN  I  write  to  you,  I  forefee  a  long  letter,  and 
*  *  ought  to  beg  your  patience  before  hand  ;  for  if 
it  proves  the  longeft,  it  will  be  of  courfe  the  woril  I 
have  troubled  you  with.  Yet  to  exprefs  my  gratitude 
at  large  for  your  obliging  letter,  is  not  more  my  duty 
than  my  intereft;  as  fome  people  will  abundantly  thank 
you  for  one  piece  of  kindnefs,  to  put  you  in  mind  of 
beftowing  another.  The  more  favourable  you  are  to 
me,  the  more  diftindlly  I  fee  my  faults :  Spots  and  ble- 
mifhes,  you  know,  are  never  fo  plainly  difcovered  as  in 
the  brighteft  funfhine.  Thus  I  am  mortified  by  thofe 
commendations  which  were  defigned  to  encourage  me : 
for  praife  to  a  young  wit,  is  like  rain  to  a  tender  flower ; 
if  it  be  moderately  beftowed,  it  chears  and  revives  ;  but 
if  too  lavilhly,  overcharges  and  deprefles  him.  Moft 
men  in  years,  a>  they  are  generally  difcouragers  of 
youth,  are  like  old  trees,  that,  being  pail  bearing  them- 


FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY.  7 

lelves,  will  fuffer  no  young  plants  to  flourifli  beneatk 
them  :  but,  as  if  it  were  not  enough  to  have  out  done 
all  your  coevals  in  wit,  you  will  excell  them  in  good- 
nature too.  As  for  *  my  green  eflays,  if  you  find  any 
pleafure  in  them,  it  muft  be  fuch  as  a  man  naturally 
takes  in  obferving  the  firft  moots  and  buddings  of  a  tree 
which  he  has  raifed  himfelf :  and  'tis  impoffible  they 
fhould  be  efteemed  any  otherwife,  than  as  we  value  fruits 
for  being  early,  which  neverthelefs  are  the  moft  infipid, 
and  the  worft  of  the  year.  IH  a  word,  I  muft  blame 
you  for  treating  me  with  fo  much  compliment,  which 
is  at  beft  but  the  fmoke  of  friendfhip.  J  neither  write, 
nor  converfe  with  you,  to  gain  your  praife,  but  your 
affeftion.  Be  fo  much  my  friend  as  to  appear  my  ene- 
my, and  tell  me  my  faults,  if  not  as  a  young  Man,  at 
leaft  as  an  unexperienced  Writer. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    IV. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

March  29,  1705. 

WO  U  R  letter  of  the  twenty-fifth  of  March  I  have 
*  received, .  which  was  more  welcome  to  me  than 
any  thing  could  be  out  of  the  country,  tho'  it  were  one's 
rent  due  that  day  ;  and  I  can  find  no  fault  with  it,  but 
that  it  charges  me  with  want  of  fincerity,  orjuflice,  for 
giving  you  your  due ;  who  fhould  not  let  your  modefty 
be  fo  unjuft  to  your  merit,  as  to  rejeft  what  is  due  to 
it,  and  call  that  compliment,  which  is  fo  Ihort  of  your 
defert,  that  it  is  rather  degrading  than  exalting  you. 
But  if  compliment  be  the  fmoke  only  of  friend Ihip  (as 
you  fay)  however,  you  mull  allow  there  is  no  fmoke- but 

*  His  Paftorals,  written  at  fixteen  years  of  age. 
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there  is  fome  fire ;  and  as  the  facrifice  of  incenfe  offered 
to  the  Gods  would  not  have  been  half  fo  fvveet  to  others, 
if  it  had  not  been  for  its  fmoke;  fo  friendfhip,  like 
love,  cannot  be  without  fome  incenfe,  to  perfume  the 
name  it  would  praife  and  immortalize.  But  fince  you 
fay  you  do  not  write  to  me  to  gain  my  praife,  but  my 
affeclion,  pray  how  is  it  poflible  to  have  the  one  with- 
out the  other  ?  we  muft  admire  before  we  love.  You 
affirm,  you  would  have  me  fo  much  your  friend  as  to 
appear  your  enemy,  and  find  out  your  faults  rather  than 
your  prefe&ions  ;  but  (my  friend)  that  would  be  fo  hard 
to  do,  that  I,  who  love  no  difficulties,  can't  be  pur- 
fuaded  to  it.  Befides,  the  vanity  of  a  fcribler  is  fuch, 
that  he  will  never  part  with  his  own  judgment  to  gra- 
tify another's ;  efpeciaily  when  he  muft  take  pains  to  do 
it :  and  though  I  am  proud  to  be  of  your  opinion,  when 
you  talk  of  any  thing  or  man  but  yourfelf,  I  cannot  fuf- 
fer  you  to  murder  your  fame  with  your  own  hand, 
without  oppofing  you ;  efpeciaily  when  you  fay  your 
laft  letter  is  the  worft  (fince  the  longeft)  you  have  fa- 
voured me  with  ;  which  I  therefore  think  the  belt,  as 
the  longeft  life  (if  a  good  one)  is  the  beft ;  as  it  yields 
the  more  variety,  and  is  the  more  exemplary;  as  a  chear- 
ful  fummer's  day,  tho'  longer  than  a  dull  one  in  the 
winter,  is  lefs  tedious  and  more  entertaining.  There- 
fore let  but  your  friendfhip  be  like  your  letter,  as  laft- 
ing  as  it  is  agreeable,  and  it  can  never  be  tedious,  but 
mere  acceptable  and  obliging  to 

Your,  etc. 


FROM  MR.WYCHERLEY, 

LETTER    V. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

April  7, 

T  Have  received  yours  of  the  fifth,  wherein  your  mo- 
•*•  defty  refufes  the  juft  praifes  I  give  you,  by  which 
you  lay  claim  to  more,  as  a  bifhop  gains  his  bimopric 
by  faying  he  will  not  epifcopate ;  but  I  muft  confefs, 
whilft  I  difpleafe  you  by  commending  you,  I  pleafe  my- 
felf :  juft  as  incenfe  is  fweeter  to  the  offerer  than  the 
deity  to  whom  'tis  offered,  by  his  being  fo  much  above 
it :  For  indeed  every  man  partakes  of  the  praife  he  gives, 
when  it  is  fo  juflly  given. 

As  to  my  enquiry  after  your  intrigues  with  the  Mufes, 
you  may  allow  me  to  make  it,  fince  no  old  man  can 
give  fo  young,  fo  great,  and  able  a  favourite  of  theirs, 
jealoufy.  I  am,  in  my  enquiry,  like  old  Sir  Bernard 
Gafcoign,  who  ufed  to  fay,  that  when  he  was  grown 
too  old  to  have  his  vifits  admitted  alone  by  the  ladies, 
he  always  took  along  with  him  a  young  man  to  enfure 
his  welcome  to  them ;  for  had  he  come  alone  he  had 
been  rejected,  only  becaufe  his  vifits  were  not  fcanda- 
lous  to  them.  So  I  am  (like  an  old  rook,  who  is  ruin- 
ed by  gaming)  forced  to  live  on  the  good  fortune  of  the 
pufhing  young  men,  whofe  fancies  are  fo  vigorous  that 
they  enfure  their  fuccefs  in  their  adventures  with  the 
Mufes,  by  their  ftrength  of  imagination. 

Your  papers  are  fafe  in  my  cuftody  (you  may  be  fure) 
from  any  one's  theft  but  my  own  ;  for  'tis  as  dangerous 
to  trufl  a  fcribler  with  your  wit,  as  a  gamefler  with  the 
cuftcdy  of  your  money. — If  you  happen  to  come  to 
town,  you  will  make  it  more  difficult  for  me  to  leave  it, 
who  am, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    VI. 

April  30,  1705. 

T  Cannot  contend  with  you :  You  muft  give  me  leave 
•••  at  once  to  wave  all  your  compliments,  and  to  col- 
left  only  this  in  general  from  them,  that  your  defign  is 
to  encourage  me.  But  I  feparate  from  all  the  reft  that 
paragraph  or  two,  in  which  you  make  me  fo  warm  an 
offer  of  your  friendfliip.  Were  I  pofTeffed  of  that,  it 
would  put  an  end  to  all  thofe  fpeeches  with  which' 
you  now  make  me  blufh ;  and  change  them  to  whole- 
fbme  advices,  and  free  fentiments,  which  might  make 
me  wifer  and  happier.  I  know  'tis  the  general  opi- 
nion, that  friendfhip  is  beft  contracted  betwixt  perfons 
of  equal  age ;  but  I  have  fo  much  intereft  to  be  of 
another  mind,  that  you  mult  pardon  me  if  I  cannot 
forbear  telling  you  a  few  notions  of  mine,  in  oppo« 
fition  to  that  opinion. 

In  the  firft  place  'tis  obfervable,  that  the  love  we 
bear  to  our  friends,  is  generally  caufed  by  our  finding 
the  fame  dilpofitibns  in  them,  which  we  feel  in  ourfelves. 
This  is  but  felf-love  at  the  bottom  :  whereas  the  af- 
fection betwixt  people  of  different  ages  cannot  well  be 
fo,  the  inclinations  of  fuch  being  commonly  various. 
The  friendfhip  of  two  young  men  is  often  occafioned 
by  love  of  pleafure  or  voluptuoufnefs,  each  being  de- 
firous  for  his  own  fake  of  one  to  aflift  or  encourage 
him  in  the  courfes  he  purfues ;  as  that  of  two  old 
men  is  frequently  on  the  fcore  of  fome  profit,  lucre, 
or  defign  upon  others.  Now,  as  a  young  man,  who 
is  lefs  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  the  world,  has  in 
all  probability  lefs  of  intereil ;  and  an  old  man,  who 
may  be  weary  of  himfelf,  has,  or  fhould  have  lefs  of 
felf  love ;  fo  the  friendfhip  between  them  is  the  more 
likely  to  be  true,  and  unmixed  with  too  much  felf-regard. 
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One  may  add  to  this,  that  fuch  a  friendlhip  is  of  greater 
ufe  and  advantage  to  both  ;  for  the  old  man  will  grow 
gay  and  agreeable  to  pleafe  the  young  one ;  and  the 
young  man  more  difcteet  and  prudent  by  the  help  ef  the 
old  one;  fo  it  may  prove  a  cure  of  thofe  epidemical  dif- 
eafes  of  age  and  youth,  fourncfs  and  madnefs.  1  hope 
you  will  not  need  many  arguments  to  convince  you  of 
the  poffibility  of  this ;  one  alone  abundantly  fatisftes 
ir.e,  and  convinces  to  the  heart ;  which  is,  that  *  young 
as  I  am,  and  old  as  you  are,  I  am  your  entirely  af- 
fectionate, &c. 


L  E  T  T  E-R    VII. 

-June  2-3,  1705. 

T  Should  believe  myfelf  happy  in  your  good  opinion, 
•*•  but  that  you  treat  me  fo  much  in  a  ftyle  of  compli- 
ment. It  hath  been  obferved  of  women,  that  they  are 
.more  fubjeft  in  their  youth  to  be  touched  with  vanity 
than  men,  on  account  of  their  being  generally  treated 
this  way ;  but  the  weakeft  women  are  net  mere  weak 
than  that  clafs  of  men,  who  .are  thought  to  pique  thejn- 
felves  upon  their  Wit.  The  world  is  never  wanting, 
when  a  coxcomb  is  accomplifhing  himfelf,  to  help  to 
give  him  the  iinifhing  ftroke. 

Every  man  is  apt  to  think  his  neighbour  overflock'd 
with  vanity,  yet,  I  cannot  but  fancy  there  are  certain 
times,  when  mod  people  are  in  a  difpofition  of  being 
informed  ;  and  'tis  incredible  what  a  vail  good  a  little 
truth  might  do,  fpoken  in  fuch  feafons.  A  frnall  alms 
will  do  a  great  kindnefs,  to  people  in  extreme  necefiity, 

*  Mr.  Wycherly  was  at  tins  time  about  feventy  years  oW,  Mr. 
Pope  under  feventeen. 

VOL,  V.  C 


iz  LETTERS   TO   AND 

I  could  name  an  acquaintance  of  your?,  who  would 
at  this  time  think  himfeif  more  obliged  to  you  for  the 
information  of  his  faults,  than  the  confirmation  of  his 
foliies.  If  you  would  make  thofe  the  fubjeft  of  a 
letter,  it  might  be  as  long  as  I  could  wifli  your  letters 
always  were. 

I  do  notAvonder  you  have  hitherto  found  fome  dif- 
ficulty (as  you  are  pieafed  to  fay)  in  writing  to  me, 
iince  you  have  always  chofen  the  tafk  of  commending 
me  :  take  but  the  other  way,  and,  I  dare  engage,  you 
will  find  none  at  all. 

As  for  my  verfes,  which  you  praife  fo  much,  I  may 
truly  fay  they  have  never  been  the  caufe  of  any  vanity 
in  me,  except  what  they  gave  me  when  they  firft  occa- 
fioned  my  acquaintance  with  you.  But  I  have  feveral 
times  fmce  been  in  danger  "of  this  vice ;  as  often,  I 
mean,  as  I  received  any  letters  from  you.  'Tis  certain, 
the  greateil  magnifying  glaflcs  in  the  world  are  a  man's 
own  eyes,  when  they  look  upon  his  own  perfon  $  yet 
even  in  thofe,  I  cannot  fancy  myfelf  fo  extremely  like 
Alexander  the  great,  as  you  would  perfuade  me.  If  I 
muft  be  like  him,  'tis  you  will  make  me  fo  by  compli- 
aienting  me  into  a  better  opinion  of  myfelf  than  I  de- 
ferve  :  They  made  him  think  he  w?.s  the  fon  of  Jupiter, 
and  you  allure  me  I  am  a  man  of  parts.  But  is  this 
all  you  can  fay  to  my  honour  ?  you  faid  ten  times  as 
much  before,  when  you  call'd  me  your  friend.  After 
having  made  me  believe  I  pofTefs'd  a  (hare  in  your  af- 
fedion,  to  treat  me  with  compliments  and  fweet  fayings, 
is  like 'the  proceeding  with  poor  Sancho  Panca :  they 
perfuaded  him  that  he  enjoy'd  a  great  dominion,  arid 
then  gave  him  nothing  to  fubfill  upon  but  wafers  and 
marmalade.  In  our  days  the  greateft  obligation  you 
can  lay  upon  a  Wit,  is  to  make  a  fool  of  him.  For  as 
when  madmen  are  found  incurable,  wife  men  give  them 

'  ;;; 
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their  way,  and  pleafe  them  as  well  as  they  can ;  fo 
when  thofe  incorrigible  things,  Poets,  are  once  irreco- 
verably be-mus'd,  the  boil  way  both  to  quiet  them,  and 
it-cure  yourfelf  from-  the  effects  of  their  frenzy,  is  to 
feed  their  vanity ;  which  indeed,  for  the  moll  part,  is 
all  that  is  fed  in  a  poet. 

You  may  believe  me,  I  could  be  heartily  glad  that  all 
you  fay  were  as  true,  applied  to  me,  as  it  would  be  to 
yourfelf,  for  feveral  weighty  reafots  ;  but  for  none  fo 
much  as  that  I  might  be  to  you  what  you  deferve ; 
whereas  I  can  now  be  no  more  than  is  confident  with 
the  fmall  tho'  utmoft  capacity  of,  &c. 


LETTER    VIII. 

oa.  26, 1705. 

I  Have  now  changed  the  fcene  from  the  town  to  the 
country  ;  from  Will's -coffee  houfe  to  Wind  for- fore  it. 
I  find  no  other  difference  than  this,  betwixt  the  com- 
mon town-wits,  and  the  downright  country  fools  ;  that 
the  firlt  are  pertly  in  the  wrong,  with  a  little  more 
flourim  and  gayety  ;  and  the  lait  neither  in  the  right 
nor  the  wrong,  but  confirm'd  in  aflupid  fettled  medium 
betwixt  both.  However,  methinks,  thefe  are  moft  in 
the  right,  who  quietly  and  ealily  refign  themfelves  over 
to  the  gentle  reign  of  dulnefs,  which  the  Wits  muft  do 
at  laft,  tho'  afcer  a  great  deal  of  noife  and  refinance. 
Ours  are  a  fort  of  modeft  inoftenfive  people,  who  nei- 
ther have  fenie,  nor  pretend  to  any,  but  enjoy  a  jovial 
fort  of  dulnefs  :  They  are  commonly  known  in  the  world 
by  the  name  of  honeft,  civil  gentlemen  :  They  live, 
much  as  they  ride,  at  random  ;  a  kind  of  hunting  life, 
purfuing  with  earneftnefs  and  hazard  fomething  not 
worth  the  catching  $  never  in  the  way,  nor  out  of  it, 
C  z 
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3  can't  but  prefer  folitude  to  the  company  of  all  thefe  ; 
for  tho'  a  man's  felf  may  poffibly  be  the  worft  fellow  to 
converfe  with  in  the  world,  yet  one  would  think  the 
company  of  a  perfon  whom  we  have  the  greateft  regard 
-to  and  affe&ion  for,  could  not  be  very  unpleafant.  As 
a  man  in  love  with  a  miftrefs,  defires  no  converfation 
but  hers,  fo  a  man  in  love  with  himfelf  (as  moft  men 
are)  may  be  beft  pleafed  with  his  own.  Befides,  if  the 
trueft  and  moft  ufeful  knowledge  be  the  knowledge  of 
ourfelves,  'folitude,  conducing  moft  to  make  us  look  in- 
to ourfelves,  mould  be  the  moft  inftrudlive  ftate  of  life. 
We  fee  nothing  more  commonly,  than  men,  who  for 
the  fake  of  the  circumftantial  part  and  mere  outfide  of 
life,  have  been  half  their  days  rambling  out  of  their 
nature,  and  ought  to  be  fent  into  folitude  to  ftudy  them- 
felves  over  again.  People  are  ufually  fpoiled,  infiead 
being  taught,  at  their  coming  into  the  world  ;  where- 
as, by  being  more  converfant  with  Obfcurity,  without 
any  pains,  they  would  naturally  follow  what  they  were 
meant  for.  In  a  word,  if  a  man  be  a  coxcomb,  Soli- 
tude is  his  beft  School ;  and  if  he  be  a  fool,  it  is  his  bell 
Sanftuary. 

Thefe  are  good  reafons  for  my  own  flay  here,  but 
I  wim  I  could  give  you  any  for  your  coming  hither, 
except  that  I  earneftly  invite  you.  And  yet  I  can't 
help  faying  I  have  fufFered  a  great  deal  of  difcontent 
that  you  do  not  come,  tho'  I  fo  little  merit  that  you 
ihould. 

I  muft  com  plain  of  the  fhortnefs  of  your  laft.  Thofe 
•who  have  moft  wit,  like  thofe  who  have  moft  money, 
;are  generally  moft  fparing  of  either. 


FROM  MR-.  WYCHERLEY.          r$. 

LETTER    IX. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

Nov.  c,  i7o>. 

VfOurs  of  the  2Oth  of  Oflober  I  have  received,  as  I 
*  have  always  done  yours,  with  no  little  fatisfadion, 
and  am  proud  to  difcovcr  by  it,  that  you  find  fault 
with  the  fliortnefs  of  mine,  which  I  think  the  beft  ex- 
cufe  for  it :  And  tho1  they  (as  you  fay)  who  have  moll 
wit  or  money  are  mott  fpaiing  of  either  ;  there  are  form; 
who  appear  poor  to  be  thought  rich,  and  are  poor,  which 
is  my  cafe.  I  cannot  but  rejoice,  that  you  have  under- 
gone fo  much  difcontent  for  want  of  my  company  ;  but 
if  you  have  a  mind  to  punilh,  me  for  my  fault  (which  [ 
could  not  help)  defer  your  coming  to  town,  and  you  will 
do  it  effectually.  But  I  know  your  charity  always  ex- 
ceeds your  revenge,  fo  that  I-  will  riot  defpair  of  feeing 
you,  and,  in  return  to  your  inviting  me  to  your  forefi, 
invite  you  to  my  for  eft,  th'e  town  ;  where  the  beails  that1 
inhabit,  tame  or  wild,  of  long  ears,  or  horns,  purfue 
one  another  either  out  of  love  or  hatred.  You  may 
have  the  pleafure  to  fee  one  pack  of  bloodhounds  pur* 
fue  another  herd  of  brutes,  to  bring  each  other  to  their 
fall,  which  is  their  whole  fport :  Or  if  you  afFeft  a  lefs 
bloody  chace,  you  may  fee  a  pack  of  fpaniels,  called 
Lovers,  in  a  hot  purfuit  of  a  two-legged  vixen,  who 
only  flies  the  whole  loud  pack  to  be  fmgled  out  by  one 
dog,  who  runs  mute  to  catch  her  up  the  fooner  from 
the  reft,  as  they  are  making  a  noife  to  the  lofs  of  their 
game.  In  fine,  this  is  the  time  for  all  forts  of  fport  in 
the  town,  when  thofe  of  the  country  ceafe ;  therefore 
leave  your  foreft  of  beafts  for  ours  of  brutes,  called  men* 
who  now  in  full  cry  (pack'd  by  the  court  or  country) 
run.  down  in  the  houfe  of  commons  a  deferted  horned' 
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beaft  of  the  Court,  to  the  fatisfa&ion  of  their  fpeftators : 
Befides  (more  for  your  diverfion)  you  may  fee  not  only 
the  two  great  play-houfes  of  the  nation,  thofe  of  the 
lords  and  commons,  in  difpute  with  one  another ;  but 
the  two  other  play-houfes  in  high  ccntefi,  becaufe  the 
members  of  one  houfe  are  remov'd  up  to  t'other,  as  it 
is  often  done  by  the  court  for  reafons  of  (late.  Info- 
jnuch  that  the  lower  houfes,  I  mean  the  play-houfes, 
are  going  to  adl  tragedies  on  one  another  without  doors, 
and  the  Sovereign  is  put  to  it  (as  it  often  happens  in 
the  other  two  houfes)  to  filence  one  or  both,  to  keep 
peace  between  them.  Now  I  have  told  you  all  the  news 
of  the  town. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    X. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLHY, 

Feb. 5, 

T  Have  rccciv'd  your  kind  Letter*  with  my  paper  *  to 
"*•  Mr.  Dryden  corrected.  I  own  you  have  made  more 
of  it  by  making  it  lefs,  as  the  Dutch  aie  faid  to  burn  ha'f 
the  fpices  they  bring  home,  to  inhance  the  price  of  the 
remainder,  fo  to  be  greater  gainers  by  their  lofs  (which 
is  indeed  my  cafe  now.)  You  have  prun'd  my  fading 
Jawrels  of  fome  fuperfluous,  faplefs,  and  dead  branches, 
to  make  the  remainder  live  the  longer  :  thus,  like  your 
matter  Apollo,  you  are  at  once  a  poet  and  a  pbvfician. 

Now,  Sir,  as  to  my  impudent  invitation  of  you  to 
the  town,  your  good  nature  was  the  firft  caufeofmy 
confident  reqaeft  ;  but  excufe  me,  I  muft  (I  fee)  fay  no 

*  The  fame  which  was  printed  In  the  year  1717,  in  a  mifcel- 
lany  of  Bern,  Lintot's,  and  in  the  Pofthunacus  Works  of  Mr.  Wy« 
eheiley. 
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more  upon  this  fubjeft,  fince  I  find  you  a  little  too  nice 
to  be  dealt  freely  with  ;  tho'  you  have  given  me  fome 
encouragement  to  hope,  our  friendftip  might  be  with- 
out fhynefi',  or  criminal  modefty  ;  for  a  friend,  like  a 
miirrefs,  tho'  he  is  not  to  be  mercenary,  to  be  true,  yet 
ought  not  to  rcfufe  a  friend's  kiadnefs  becaufe  it  is 
fa.a!l  or  trivial :  1  have  told  you  (I  think)  what  a  Spa- 
rum  lady  faid  to  her  poor  poetical  gallant,  that  a  Queen, 
if  flie  had  to  do  with  a  groom,  would  expect  a  mark  of 
his  kindnefs  from  him,  though  it  were  but  his  curry- 
comb. But  you  and  1  will  difpute  this  matter  when  I 
am  fo  happy  as  to  ice  you  here  ;  and  perhaps  'tis  the 
only  difpute  in  which  1  might  hope  to  have  the  better 
of  jou. 

Now,  Sir,  to  make  you  another  excufe  for  my  u^ia 
r.efs  in  inviting  you  to  to-.vn,  I  de/ign'd  TO  1  ave  \vuh 
you  fame  more  of  my  papers,  (fince  thtfe  return  io 
much  better  .out  of  your  handb  than  they  went  from 
mine)  for  1  intended  (as  I  told  you  formerly)  io  fnend  a 
month  or  fix  weeks,  this  fummer,  near  you  in  the  coun- 
try. You  may  be  affured  there  is  nothing  1  deiire  fo 
much,  as  an  improveir.eir  of  your  fneiidiiiip. 


LETTER     XI. 

April  io,  1706. 

T)Y  one  of  yours  of  the  laft  month,  you  defire  me  to 
-*-*  kleft,  if  poffible,  fome  things  from  the  *  firft  vo- 
lume of  your  IVIifcellanies,  which  maybe  alrer'd  fo  as 
to  appear  again.  I  doubted  your  meaning  in  this; 
whether  it  was  to  pick  out  the  belt  of  thofe  verfes  (as 
thofe  on  the  Idlenels  of  bufmefs,  on  Ignorance,  onLazi- 
nefs,  etc.)  to  make  the  method  and  numbers  exaft,  and 

*  Printed  in  fclio,.in  the  year  170+. 
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avoid  repetitions  ?  For  though  (upon  reading  'em  on  this 
occsfion)  1  believe,  they  might  receive  fuch  an  altera- 
tion with  advantage ;  yet  they  would  not  be  changed' 
fo  much,  but  any  one  would  know  'em  for  the  fame  af 
firft  fight.  Or  if  you  mean  to  improve  the  worft  pieces  ?" 
which  are  fuch,  as,  to  render  them  very  gcod,  would' 
require  great  addition,  and  almofl  the  entire  new  writing" 
of  them.  Or,  laftly,  if  you  mean  the  middle  fort,  as  the 
Songs  and  Love  verfes  T  Forthefe  will  need  only  to  be 
fhortened,  to  omit  repetition  ;  the  words  remaining  very 
liitle  different  from  what  they  were  before.  Pray  let 
me  know  your  mind  in  this,  for  I  am  utterly  at  a  lofs, 
Yet  I  have  try'd  what  I  could  do  to  fome  of  the  fong?, 
and  the  poems  on  Lazinefs  and  Ignorance,  but  can't 
(— —  ;„  my  nwn  partial  judgment)  think  my  altera- 
tions rauch  to  the  purpofe.  So  that  I  muft  needs  defire 
you  would  apply  your  care  wholly  at  prefent  to  thofe- 
which  are  yet  unpublished,  of  which  there  are  more 
than  enough  to  make  a  conficlerable  volume,  of  full  as 
good  ones,  nay,  I  believe,  of  better  than  Vol.  I.  which 
I  could  wi(h  you  would  defer,  at  leail  till  you  have 
fmifh'd  tliefe  that  are  yet  unprinted. 

I  fend  you  a  fample  of  fome  few  of  thefe  :  namely, 
the  verfes  to  Mr.  Waller  in  his>  eld  age ;  your  new 
ones  on  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  and  two  others.  I 
have  done  all  that  I  thought  could  be  of  advantage  to 
them  :  fome  1  have  contracted,  as  we  do  fun  beams,-  to 
improve  their  energy  and  force :  fome  I  have  taken 
quite  away,  as  we  take  branches  from  a  tree,  to  add 
to  the  fruit ;  others  I  have  entirely  new  exprefs'd,  and 
turn'd  more  into  poetry. .  Donne  (like  one  of  his  fuc- 
ceflbrs)  had  infinitely  more  wit  than  he  wanted  verfifi- 
cation  ;  for  the  great  dealers  of  wit,  like  thofe  in  trade, 
take  leaft  pains  to  fet  off  their  goods  j  while  the  haber- 
dafliers  of  fmall  wit,  fpare  for  no  decorations  or  orntu 
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raents.  You  have  commiffion'd  me  to  paint  your  fhop, 
and  I  have  done  my  beft  to  brufh  you  up  like  your 
neighbours*.  But  I  can  no  more  pretend  to  the  merit 
of  the  produ&ion,  than  a  midwife  to  the  virtues  and 
good  qualities  of  the  child  fhe  helps  into  the  light. 

The  few  things  I  have  entirely  added,  you  will  ex- 
cufe  ;  you  may  take  them  lawfully  for  your  own,  be- 
caufe  they  are  no  more  than  fparks  lighted  up  by  your 
fire  :  and  you  may  omit  them  at  laft,  if  you  think  them 
but  fquibs  in  your  triumphs. 

LETTER    XIL 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

Nov.  n,  1707. 

T  Received  yours  of  the  Qth  yefterday,  which  has  (like 
*•  the  reft  of  your  letters)  at  once  pleas'd  and  inftrudted 
rne  ;  fo  that,  I  afiure  you,  you  can  no  more  write  too- 
much  to  your  abfent  friends,  than  fpeak  too  much  to 
the  prefent.  This  is  a  truth  that  all  men  own  who 
have  either  feen  your  writings,  or  heard  your  difcourfe  i 
enough  to  make  others  fhow  their  judgment,  in  ceafing- 
to  write  or  talk,  especially  to  you,  or  in  your  com- 
pany. However,  I  fpeak  or  write  to  you,  not  to  pleafe 
you,  but  myfelf ;  fmce  I  provoke  your  anfwers ;  which 
whilft  they  humble  me,  give  me  vanity;  tho'  I  am  leflen'd 
by  you  even  when  you  commend  me  :  fmce  you  com- 
mend my  little  fenfe  with  fo  much  more  of 'yours,  that 
you  put  me  out  of  countenance,  whilft  you  would  keep, 
me  in  it.  So  that  you  have  found  a  way  (againft  the 

*  Several  of  Mr.  Pope's  lines,  very  eafy  to  be  diftinguifh'd,  may- 
be found  in  the  Pofthumous  Editions  of  Wycherley's  Poems :  par- 
ticularly thofe  on  Solitude,  w  tbt  Public,  and  on  (be  Mixed  life. 
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cuftom  of  great  wits)  to  (hew  even  a  great  deal  of 
good  nature  with  a  great  deal  of  good  fenfe. 

I  thank  you  for  the  book  you  promised  me,  by  which 
I  find  you  would  not  only  correct  my  lines,  but  my  life. 

As  to  the  damn'd  verfes  I  entruiled  you  with,  1  hope 
you  will  let  them  undergo  your  purgatory,  to  fave  them 
from  the  people's  damning  them  :  fince  the  crhics,  who 
are  generally  the  firlt  damn'd  in  this  life,  like  the  damn'd 
below,  never  leave  to  bring  thofe  above  them  under 
their  own  circumftances.  1  beg"  you  to  perufe*my  pa- 
pers, and  feleft  what  you  think  beft  or  moil  tolerable, 
and  look  over  them  again ;  for  I  refolve  fuddenly  to 
print  fome  of  them,  as  a  harden'd  old  gameiler  will  (in 
ipite  of  ali  former  ill  ufage  by  fortune)  pufh  on  an  ill 
hand  in  expectation  of  recovering  himfelf;  efpecially 
fiuce  1  have  fiich'a  Croupier  or  Second  to  Hand  by  me  as 
Mr.  Pope. 


LETTER    XIII. 

Nor.  20,  1707. 

"\/f  R.  Englefyld  being  upon  his  journey  to  London* 
tells  me  I  muft  write  to  you  by  him,  which  I  do> 
not  more  to  comply  with  his  defire,  than  to  gratify  my 
own  ;  tho'  I  did  it  fo  lately  by  the  mefienger  you  fer.t 
hither:  I  take  it  too  as  an  opportunity  of  fending  you 
the  fair  copy  of  the  poem  *  on  Dulnefs,  which  was  not 
then  finifli'd,  and  which  I  (hould  not  care  to  hazard  by 
the  common  pod.  Mr.  Englefyld  is  ignorant  of  the 
contents,  and  1  hope  your  prudence  will  let  him  remain 
ib,  for  my  fake  no  lefs  than  your  own  :  fince  if  you 

*  The  original  of  it  in  blots,  and  vith  figures  of  the  References 
from  copy  to  copy,  in  Mr.  Pop;'s  hand,  is  yet  extant  among  other 
fuch  Brciiiliojii  of  Mr.  Wycherley's  poems,  corrected  by  him. 
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fhould  reveal  any  thing  of  this  nature,  it  would  be  no 
wonder  reports  ihould  be  rais'd,  and  there  are  fhofe  (I 
fear)  who  would  be  ready  to  improve  them  to  my  dif- 
advantage.  J  am  forry  you  told  the  great  man,  whom 
you  met  in  the  court  of  requells,  tharyour  papers  were 
in  my  hands :  no  man  alive  (hall  ever  know  any  fuch 
thing  from  me;  and  I  give  yeu  this  warning  befijes, 
that  tho'  yourfelf  fhould  fay  I  had  any  ways  afMed  you, 
I  am  notwithstanding  refolv'd  to  deny  it. 

The  method  of  the  copy  I  fend  you  is  very  differ- 
ent from  what  it  was,  and  much  more  regular:  for  the 
better  help  of  your  memory,  I  defire  you  to  compare 
it  by  the  figures  in  the  margin,  anfwering  to  the  feme 
in  this  letter*  The  poem  is  now  divided  into  four 
partSj  mark'd  with  the  literal  figures  I.  2.  3.4-  The 
fir  ft  contains  the  Praife  of  Dulnefs,  and  (hews  how  upon: 
feveral.fuppo/itions  it  paiTes  for  i.  religion,  z.  philofo- 
phy,  3.  example.  4.  wit,  and  5.  the  caufe  of  wit,  and 
the  end  of  it.  The  fecond  part  contains  the  Advantages 
of  Dulnefs ;  ift,  in  bufinefs  ;  and  2dly,  at  Court  j 
where  the  flmilitudes  of  the  Byafs  of  a  bowl,  and  the 
Weights  of  a  clock,  a;e  direftjy  tending  fo  the  fubjecl, 
tho'  introduced  before  in  a  place  where  there  was  no- 
mention  made  of  thofe  advantages  (which  was  your 
only  objeclron  to  my  adding  them.)  The  third  con' 
tains  the  Happinefs  of  Dulnefs  in  ail  ftations,,  and  fuews- 
in  a  great  many  particulars,  that  it  is  fo  fortunate  as  to 
be  efteem'd  feme  good  quality  or  other  in  all  forts  of 
people;  that  it  is  thought  quiet,  fenfe, -caution,  policy,, 
prudence,  majeily,  vaiour,  circumfpedlion,  honefty.  etc.. 
The  fourth  part  I  have  wholly  added,  as  a  ditnax  which' 
fums  up  all  the  praife,  advantage;,  arid,  happinefs  of 
D^iloefs  in  a  few  words,  and  llrcngihens  them  by  ths, 
C  6, 
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opposition  of  the  difgrace,  difadvantage,  and  unhappi- 
nefs  of  Wit,  with  which  it  concludes  *. 

Tho'  the  whole  be  as  Jhort  again  as  at  firft,  there  is- 
not  one  thought  omitted,  but  what  is  a  repetition  of 
fomething  in  your  firft  volume,  or  in  this  very  paper: 
fome  thoughts  are  contracted,  where  they  feem'd  en-, 
compafs'd  with  too  many  words  ;  and  fome  new  ex- 
prefs'd,  or  added,  where  I  thought  there  wanted  height- 
ning  (as  you'll  fee  particularly  in  the  Simile  of  the 
clock-weights  f)  and  the  verification  throughout  is,  I 
believe,  fuch  as  no  body  can  be  fliock'd  at.  The  re- 
peated permifiions  you  give  me  of  dealing  freely  with 
you,  will  (I  hope)  excufe  what  I  have  done  :  for  if  I  have 
not  fpar'd  you  when  I  thought  feverity  would  do  you  a 
kindnefs,  1  have  not  mangled  you  where  I  thought 
there  was  no  abfolute  need  of  amputation.  As  to 
particulars,  I  can  fatisfy  you  better  when  we  meet ;  in 
the  mean  time  pray  write  to  me  when  you  can,  you 
cannot  too  often. 

*  This  is  totally  omitted  in  the  prefent  Edition :  Some  of  the 
lines  are  thefe  : 

**  Thus-Dulnefs,  the  fafe  opiate  of  the  mind, 
*'  The  Jaft  kind  refuge  weary  wit  can  find  j 
*'  Fit  for  all  Nations,  and  in  each  content, 
"  Is  fetisfy'd,  fecure,  and  innocent; 
"  No  pains  it  takes,  and  no  offence  it  gives, 
"  Unfear'd,  unhated,  undifturb'dit  lives,"  etc.  . 
It  was  originally  thus  exprefs'd  : 

"  As  Clocks  run  fafteft  when  moft  lead  is  on." 
ift  a  Letter  of  Mr.  Pope  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  dated  April  3,  1705, 
and  in  a  paper  of  verfes  of  his,  To  the  Author  of  a  poem  called  Suc- 
cefiio,  which  got  out  in  a  milcellany  in  1711,  three  years  before 
Mr.  Wycherley  died,  and  two  after  he  had  laid  afide  the  whole 
dcfign  of  publishing  any  poems. 

f  Thefe  two  fimiles  cf  the  Biafs  of  a  Bcnvl,  and  the  Plights  of 
*  Ciofk,  were  at  length  put  into  the  firft  book  of  the  Dunclad.  And 
thns  we  have  the  hiflory  of  Uieir  birth,  fortunes,  and  final  efta- 
UUbacati 
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LETTER    XIV. 

From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

Nov.  22,  1707; 

YOU  may  fee  by  my  ftyle,  I  had  the  happinefs  and 
fatisfa&ion  to  receive  yeiterday  by  the  hands  of 
Mr.  Englefyld,  your  extreme  kind  and  obliging,  letter 
of  the  zoth  of  this  month  ;  which,  like  all  the  reft  of  • 
yours,  did  at  once  mortify  me,  and  make  me  vain ; 
fince  it  tells  me  with  fo  much  more-wit,  fenfe,  and  kind- 
nefs  than  mine  can  exprefs,  that  my  letters  are  always 
welcome  to  you.  So  that  even  while  your  kindnefs  in- 
vites me  to  write  to  you,  your  wit  and  judgment  forbid 
me;  ftnce  I  may  return  you  a  letter,  but  never  an  anfwer. 

Now,  as -for  my  owning.your  affiftance  tome,  in  over- 
looking my  unmufical  numbers,  and  harfher  fenfe,  and 
corre&ing  them  both  with  your  genius,  or  judgment; 
I  muft  tell  you  I  always  own  it  (in  (pite  of  your  un- 
poetic  modelly)  who  would  do  with  your  friendfliip  as 
your  charity  ;  conceal  your  bounty  to  magnify  the  ob- 
ligation ;  and  even  whilll  you  lay  on  your  friend  the 
favour,  acquit  him  of  the  debt :  but  that  mall  not  ferve 
your  turn  ;  I  will  always  own,  'tis  my  infallible  Pope 
has,  or  would  redeem  me  from  a  poetical  damning, 
the  fecond  time ;  and  fave  my  rhimes  from  being  con- 
demn'd  to  the  critics  flames  to  all  eternity;  but  (by 
the  faith  you  profefs)  you  know  your  works  of  fupere- 
rogation,  transfer'd  upon  an  humble,  acknowledging 
finner,  may  fave  even  him  :  having  good  works  enough 
of  your  own  befides,  to  enfure  yours,  and  their  im- 
mortality. 

And  now  for  the  pains  you  have  taken  to  recom- 
mend my  Dulnefs,  by  making  it  more  methodical,  I 
give  you  a  thoufand  thanks;  fince  true  and  natural  dwl- 
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nefs  is  (hewn  more  by  its  pretence  to  form  and  method^ 
as  the  fprightlm?fs  of  wit  by  its  defpifmg  both.  I 
thank  you  a  thoufand  times  for  yoar  repeated  invita- 
tions to  come  to  Binfield  :  You  will  find,  it  will  be  as 
fcsrd  for  you  ta  get  quit  of  my  mercenary  kindnefs 
to  you,  as  it  would  for  me  to  d^lerve,  or  return  yours  ; 
however  it'fhall  be  the  endeavour  of  my  future  life, 
as  it  will  be  to  demonflrate  myfelf 

Yours,  etc. 


L  E  T  T  E  R .  XV. 

Nov.  29,  1707. 

*HpHE  compliments  you  make  me,  in  regard  of  any 
•*•  inconfiderable  fervice  1  could  do  you,  are  very  un- 
kind, and  do  but  tell  me  in  other  words,  that  my  friend 
has  ib  mean  an  opinion  of  me,  as  to  think  I  expedt  ac- 
knowledgments for  trifles:  which  upon  my  faith  J  fhall 
equally  take  amifs,  whether  made  to  myfelf,  or  to  any 
other.  For  God's  fake  (my  dear  friend)  think  better 
of  me,  and  believe  I  deiire  no  fort  of  favour  fo  much, 
as  that  of  ferving  you  more  confiderably  than  I  have 
been  yet  able  to  do. 

I  fhall  proceed  in  this  manner  with  fbme  others  of 
your  pieces ;  but  fince  you  deiire  I  would  not  deface 
your  copy  for  the  future,  and  only  mark  the  repetitions ; 
I  mull,  as  foon  as  I've  mark'd  thefe,  tranfcribe  what 
is  left  on  another  paper;  and  in  that,  blot,  alter,  and 
add  ail.  I  can  devife,  for  their  improvement.  For  you 
are  feofible,  the  omiffion  of  Repetitions  is  but  one,  and 
the  eafiett  parr,  of  yours  and  my  defign  ;  there  remain* 
jng  befides  to  retliry  the  Method,  to  conneft  the  Mat- 
ter, and  to  mend  the  ExprcfTnn  and  Verification.  L 
will  go  next  upon  the  poems  of  Solitude,  on  the  Public, 
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and  on  the  raixt  Life  ;  the  bill  of  Fare  j  the  praifes  of 
Avarice,  and  fome  others. 

J  mult  take  notice  of  what  you  &y,  of  "  my  pains 
*'  to  make  your  dulnefs  methodical;"  and  of  your  hint, 
•*  that  the  fprightlinef*  of  wit  defpifes  method."  This 
is  true  enough,  if  by  wit  you  mean  no  more  than  fancy 
or  conceit ;  but  in  the  better  notion  of  wit,  coniider'd  as 
propriety,  furely  method  is  not  only  necefTary  for  per- 
fpicuity  and  harmony  of  parts,  but  gives  beauty  even  to 
the  minute  a<id  particular  thoughts,  which  receive  an. 
additional  advantage  from  thofe  which  precede  or  follow 
in  their  due  place.  You  remember  a  fimile  Mr.  Dryden 
us'd  in  converfation,  of  feathers  in  the  crowns  of  the 
wild  Indians,  which  they  not  only  chufe  for  the  beauty 
of  their  colburs,  but  place  them  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to 
refledt  a  luffre  on  each  other.  I  will  not  difguife  any  of 
my  fentiments  from  you :  to  methodife  in  your  cafe',  is 
full  as  neceffary  as  to  ftrike  out ;  otherwife  you  had  bet- 
ter deftroy  the  whole  frame,  and  reduce  them  into  fin- 
gle  thoughts  in  profe,  like  Rochefoucaulr,  as  J  have  more 
than  once  hinted  to  you. 


LETTER    XVI. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

Feb.  28,  1707-?. 

J  Have  had  yours  of  the  23d  of  this  inftant,  for  whkh 
1  give  you  many  thanks,  fmce  I  find  by  it,  that  even 
abfence  (the  ufual  bane  of  love  or  friendihip)  cannot 
lefie.i  yours,  no  more  than  mine.  As  to  your  hearing 
ot  my  being  ill,  1  am  tlad,  and  lorry  for  the  report : 
in  tre  fiift  ph.ce,  glad  that  it  was  not  true  ;  and  in  the 
next,  furry  that  it  Ihi  u'd  give  you  any  difturbance,  or 
concern  more  than,  ordinary  for  me ;  for  which,  as  well 


i£  LETTERS    TOAND^ 

as-your  concern  for  my  future  well-being  or  life,  I  think 
jnyfelf  moft  eternally  oblig'd  to  you  :  a/Turing,  your 
concern  for  either  will  make  me  mare  careful  of  both. 
Yet  for  your  fake  I  love  this  life  fo  well,  that  I  {hall  the 
lefs  think  of  the  other ;  but 'tis  in  your  power  to  en- 
fure  my  happinefs  in  one  and  the  other,  both  by  your 
fociety,  and  good  example,  fo  not  only  contribute  to  my 
felicity  here,  but  hereafter. 

Now  as  to  your  excufe  for  the  plainnefs  of  your  ftyle, 
I  muft  needs  tell  you,  that  friend/hip  is  much  more  ac- 
ceptable to  a  true  friend  than  wit,  which  is  generally 
falfe  reafoning ;  and  a  friend's  reprimand  often  (hews 
more  friendlhip  than  his  compliment :  nay  love,  which 
is  more  than  friendfhip,  is  often  feen  by  our  friend's  cor- 
reftion  of  our  follies  or  crimes.  Upon  this  teft  of  your 
friendmip  I  intend  to  put  you  when  I  return  to  London, . 
and  thence  to  you  at  Binfield,  which,  I  hope,  will  be 
\viihin  a  month* 

Next  to  the  news  of  your  good  health,  I  am  pleas'd 
with  the  good  news  of  your  going  to  print  fome  of  your 
Poems,  and  proud  to  be  known  by  them  to  the  public 
for  your  friend ;  who  intend  (perhaps  the  fame  way)  to 
be- revenged  of  you  for  your  kindnefs ;  by  taking  your 
name  in  vain  in  fome  of  my  future  madrigals :  yet  fb  as 
to  let  the  world  know,  my  love  or  efteem  for  you  are  no 
more  poetic  than  my  talent  in  fcribling.  But  of  all  the 
arts  of  fi&ion,  I  defire  you  to  believe  I  want  that  of 
feigning,  friendlhip,  and  that  I  am  fincerely 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XVII. 
From  Mr.  W  Y  c  u  E  R  L  E  Y. 

May  13,  1708.- 

T.  Have  received  yours  of  the  firft  of  May.  Your  Paf- 
toral  mufe  outfhines  in  her  modeft  and  natural  dref» 
all  Apollo's  court-ladies,  in  their  more  artful,  labour'd, 
and  collly  finery.  Therefore  I  am  glad  to  find  by  your 
letter  you  defign  your  country-beauty  of  a  mufe  fhall  ap- 
pear at  court  and  in  public  :  to  outfhine  all  the  farded, 
le\vd,  confident,  affecled  Town-dowdies,  who  aim  at 
being  honour'd  only  to  their  fhame  :  but  her  artful  in- 
nocence (on  the  contrary)  will  gain  more  honour  as  fhe 
becomes  publick;  and,  in  fpite  of  cuftom,  will  bring 
modefty  again  into  fafliion,  or  at  leaft  make  her  filter 
rivals  of  this  age  blufh  for  fpite,,  if  not  for  fliame.  As 
for  my  ftale,  antiquated,  poetical  pufs,  whom  you  would 
keep  in  countenance  by  faying  me  has  once  been  tole- 
rable, and  wou'cl  yet  pafs  mufter  by  a  little  licking  over ; 
it  is  true  that  (like  moft  vain  antiquated  jades  which 
have  once  been  pa/Table)  (he  yet  affeds  youthfulnefs  in 
her  age,  and  wou'd  ftill  gain  a  few  admirers  (who  the 
more  fhe  feeks  or  labours  for  their  liking,  are  but  more 
her  contemners.)  Nevertheiefs  fhe  is  refolv'd  henceforth 
to  be  fo  cautious  as  to  appear  very  little  more  in  the 
world,  except  it  be  as  an  Attendant  on  your  Mufe,  or 
as  a  foil,  not  a  rival  to  her  wit,  or  fame  :  fo  that  let 
your  Country  gentlewoman  appear  when  ihe  will  in  the 
world*,  my  old  worn-out  jade  of  a  16ft  reputation  (hair 

*  This,  and  what  follows,  is  a  full' Confutation -of  John  Dennis; 
and  others,  who  affected  that  Mr.  Pope  wrote  thefe  veries  on  him- 
felf  (tho'  publifhed  by  Mr.  Wycherley  fix  years  before  his  death.). 
We  rind  here  it  was  a  voluntary  A&  of  his,  promifed  before-hand,- 
wd  written  while  Mr,  Pop?  was  abfent.  The  firft  Broaillon  «f ; 
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be  her  attendant  into  it,  to  procure  her  admirers ;  as 
an  old  whore,  who  can  get  no  more  friends  of  her  own, 
bawds  for  others,  to  make  fport  or  pUafure  yet,  one 
way  or  other,  for  mankind.  I  approve  of  your  making 
Tonfon  your  Mufe's  introduftor  into  the  world,  or 
mafter  of  the  ceremonie?,  who  has  been  fo  long  a  pimp» 
or  gentleman- uflier  to  the  Mufes. 

I  wifii  you  good  fortune;  fince  a  man  with  ftore  of 
wit,  as  frore  of  money,  without  the  help  of  good  for- 
tune, will  never  be  popular ;  but  I  wiih  you  a  great 
many  admirers,  which  will  be  fome  credit  to  my  judg- 
ment as  well  as  your  wit,  who  always  thought  you  had 
a  great  deal,  and  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVIIf. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

May  17,  1709. 

T  Mufl  thank  you  for  a  book  of  your  Mifcellanies, 
which  Tonfon  fent  me,  I  fuppofe,  by  your  order  j 
and  all  I  can  tell  you  of  it  is,  that  nothing  has  lately 
been  better  receiv'd  by  the  public,  than  your  part  of  it- 
You  have  only  difpleas'd  the  critics  by  pleating  them 
too  well ;  having  not  left  them  a  word  to  fay  for  thera- 
felves,  againft  you  and  your  performances  ;  fo  that,  now 
your  hand  is  in,  you  muft  perievere,  till  my  prophecies 
of  you  be  fulfill'd.  In  earneft,  all  the  beft  judges  of 
good  fenfe  or  poetry,  are  admirers  of  yours  ;  and  like 
your  part  of  the  book  fo  well,  that  the  reft  is  lik'd  the 

thefe  verfes,  and  the  fecond  Copy  with  corrections,  are  b^th  yet  ex- 
tant in  Mr.  Wycherley's  own  hand  :  In  another  of  his  letters  of 
May  18,  1708,  are  thefe  words  :  "  I  have  made  a  damn'd  Compli- 
"  ment  in  verie  upon  the  printing  your  Paftorals,  which  you  (hall 
"  fee  when  you  fee  me." 


FROM  MR.WYCHERLEY.      ^ 

\Yorfe.  This  is  true  upon  my  word,  without  compli- 
ment ;  fo  that  your  firlt  fuccefs  will  make  you  for  all 
your  life  a  poet,  in  fpite  of  your  wit;  for  a  poet's  fuc- 
Cefs  at  fi  ft,  like  a  gamefter's  fortune  at  firft  is  like  to 
make  him  a  lofer  at  laft,  and  to  be  undone  by  his  good 
fortune  and  merit. 

But  hitherto  your  Mifcellanies  have  fafcly  run  the 
gantlet,  through  all  the  coffee-houies ;  which  are  now 
entertain'd  with  a  whimfical  new  news-paper,  call'd  the 
TATI.ER,  which  I  fuppofe  you  have  feen.  This  is  the 
neweft  thing  1  can  tell  you  of,  except  it  be  of  the  Peace 
which  now  (moft  people  fay)  is  drawing  to  fuch  a  con- 
cluiion,  as  all  Europe  is,  or  muft  be  fatisfy'd  with ;  fo 
Poverty,  you  fee,  which  makes  peace  in  Weftminfter- 
hall,  makes  it  iikewife  in  the  camp  or  field,  throughout 
the  world.  Peace  then  be  to  you,  and  to  me,  who  ami 
now  grown  peaceful,  and  will  have  no  contort  with  any 
man,  but  him  who  fays  he  is  more  your  f/iend  or  hum- 
ble  fervant,  than 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XIX. 

May  20,  1709. 

T  Am  glad  you  receiv'd  the  *  Mifcellaoy,  if  it  were 
•*•  only  to  (how  you  that  there  are  as  bad  poets  in  this 
nation  as  your  fervant.  This  modern  cuftom  of  appear- 
ing in  mifceilanies,  is  very  ufeful  to  the  poets,  who, 
like  other  thieves,  efcape  by  getting  into  a  crowd,  and 
herd  together  like  Banditti,  fafe  only  in  their  multitude. 
Methinks  Strada  has  given  a  good  defcription  of  thefe 
kind  of  collections ;  Nullus  bodie  mortalium  aut  nafcitury 
ant  moritur,  aut  proeliatur,  aut  rujiicatur,  aut  abit  pe- 

*  Jacob  Tonfon's  fixth  Vol,  of  Mifcsllany  Poems, 
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regre,  out  redity  aut  nttbit,  aut  eft,  aut  non  eft,  (nant 
etiam  mortuis  ifli  canunt)  cut  non  ilti  extemplo  cudant  Epi~ 
cedia,  Genetbliaca,  Protreftica,  Panepyrica,  Epitbalamia, 
Vaticiniat  Propemptica,  Soterica,  Par&netica,  Natiias, 
Nugas.  As  to  the  fuccefs  which,  you  fay,  my  part  has 
diet  with,  it  is  to  be  attributed  to  what  you  was  pleas'd 
to  fay  of  me  to  the  world ;  which  you  do  well  to  calf 
your  prophecy,  fmce  whatever  is  faid  in  my  favour,  muft 
be  a  prediction  of  things  that  are  not  yet ;  you,  like  a 
true  Godfather,  engage  on  my  part  for  much  more  than 
ever  1  can  perform.  My  paftoral  Mufe,  like  other 
country  girls,  is  but  put  out  of  countenance,  by  what 
you  courtiers  fay  to  her ;  yet  1  hope  you  would  not  de- 
ceive me  too  far,  as  knowing,  that  a  young  fcribler's 
vanity  needs  no  recruits  from  abroad :  for  nature,  like 
an  indulgent  mother,  kindly  takes  care  to  fupply  her 
fons  with  as  much  of  their  own,  as  is  neceflary  for  their 
fatisfaclion.  If  my  verfes  {hould  meet* with  a  few  fly-  • 
ing  commendations,  Virgil  has  taught  me,  that  a  young 
author  has  not  too  much  reafon  to  be  pleas'd  with  them, 
when  he  confiders  that  the  natural  confequence  of  praife 
is  envy  and  calumny. 

— Si  ultra  ptacititfn  Imdarit^  laccare  frcnteta 
Cingite,  tie  vati  noceat  mala  lingua  futuro. 

When  once  a  man  has  appear'd  as  a  poet,  he  may  give 
np  his  pretenfions  to  all  the  rich  and  thriving  arts  :  thofe 
who  have  once  made  their  court  to  thofe  miftrefles  with- 
out portions,  the  Mufes,  are  never  like  to  fet  up  for  for- 
tunes. But  for  my  part,  I  fhall  be  fatisfy'd  if  I  can  lofe 
my  time  agreeably  this  way,  without  lofing  my  repu- 
tation :  as  for  gaining  any,  I  am  as  indifferent  in  the 
matter  as  Falftaffe  was,  and  may  fay  of  fame  as  he  did 
of  honour,  •«  If  it  comes,  it  comes  unlocked  for;  and 
!*•  there's  an  end  on't."  I  can  be  content  with  a  bare 
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laving  game,  without  being  thought  an  eminent  hand, 
(with  which  title  Jacob  has  gracioufly  dignify'd  his  ad- 
ventures and  voluntiers  in  poetry.)  Jacob  creates  poets, 
as  Kings  fometimes  do  knights,  not  for  their  honour, 
but  for  their  money.  Certainly  he  ought  to  be  efteem'd 
a  worker  of  miracles,  who  is  grown  rich  by  poetry. 

What  Authors  lofe,  their  BooJtfellers  have  <w<nt, 
So  Pimps  grow  rich,  'while  Gallants  are  undone. 

1  am  your,  etc. 


LETTER    XX. 

From  Mr.  WVCHERLEY. 

May  26,  1709. 

•^T^HE  laft  I  received  from  you  was  dated  the  azd  of 
May.  I  take  your  charitable  hint  to  me  very  kind- 
ly, wherein  you  do  like  a  true  friend,  and  a  true  chri£ 
tian,  and  I  ihall  .endeavour  to  follow  .your  advice,  as 
well  as  your  example. — As  for  your  wifhing  to  fee  your 
friend  an  Hermit  with  you,  I  cannot  be  faid  to  leave  the 
world,  fince  I  (hall  enjoy  in  your  converfation  all  that 
I  can  deflre  of  it;  nay,  can  learn  more  from  you  alone, 
than  from  my  long  experience  of  the  great,  or  little 
vulgar  in  it. 

As  to  the  fuccefs.of  your  poems  in  the  late  mifcellany, 
which  I  told  you  of  in  my  laft  j  upon  my  word  J  made 
you  no  compliment,  for  you  may  be  aflur'd  that  all  fort 
of  readers  like  them,  except  they  are  writers  too  j  but 
for  them  (I  mud  needs  fay)  the  more  they  like  them, 
they  ought  to  be  the  lefs  pleas'd  with  'em  :  fo  that  you 
do  not  come  off  with  a  bare  faving  game  (as  you  call 
i<)  but  have  gain'd  fo  much  credit  at  firft,  .that  you 
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muft  needs  fupport  it  to  the  laft:  fince  you  fet  up  with 
fo  great  a  ftock  of  good  fenfe,  judgment,  and  wit,  that 
your  judgment  enfures  ali  that  your  wit  ventures  at.  The 
fait  of  your  wit  has  been  enough  to  give  a  relifh  to  the 
whole  infipid  hotch-potch  it  is  mingled  with ;  and  you 
will  make  Jacob's  Ladder  raife  you  to  immortality,  by 
which  others  are  turn'd  ofF  fhamefully  to  their  damna- 
tion (for  poetic  thieves  as  they  are)  who  think  to  be  fav'd 
by  others  good  works,  how  faulty  foever  their  own  are : 
but  the  coffee-houfe  wits,  or  rather  anti-wits  the  critics, 
prove  f  heir  judgments  by  approving  your  wit;  and  even 
the  neivs  mongers  and  poets  will  own,  you  have  more 
invention  than  they ;  nay,  the  detrafters  or  the  envious, 
who  never  fpeak  well  of  any  body  (not  even  of  thofe 
they  think  well  of  in  their  abfence)  yet  will  give  you 
even  in  your  abfence  their  good  word ;  and  the  critics 
only  hate  you,  for  being  forced  to  fpeak  well  of  you  whe- 
ther they  will  or  no  :  All  this  is  true  upon  the  word  of 

Your,  etc* 


LETTER    XXI. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

Aug.  ii,  1709. 

VJ Y  letters,  fo  much  inferior  to  yours,  can  only  make 
np  their  fcarcity  of  fenfe  by  their  number  of  lines  ; 
which  is  like  the  Spaniards  paying  a  debt  of  gold  with  a 
load  of  brafs  money.  But  to  be  a  plain-dealer,  I  muft  tell 
you,  I  will  revenge  the  raillery  of  your  letters  by  printing 
them  (as  Dennis  did  mine)  without  your  knowledge  too, 
which  wou'd  be  a  revenge  upon  your  judgment  for  the 
raillery  of  your  wit;  for  fome  dull  rogues  (that  is  the  moft 
in  the  world)  might  be  fuch  fools  as  to  think  what  you 
have  faid  of  me  was  in  earneft ;  It  is  not  the  firft  W, 
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your  great  wits  have  gain'd  reputation  by  their  para- 
doxical or  ironical  praifes  ;  your  forefathers  have  done 
it,  Erafmus  and  others.  For  all  mankind  who  know 
me  muit  confefs,  he  muft  be  no  ordinary  genius,  or 
little  friend,  who  can  find  out  any  thing  to  commend 
in  me  ferioufly ;  who  have  given  no  fign  of  my  judg- 
ment but  my  opinion  of  yours,  nor  mark  of  my  wit, 
but  my  leaving  off  writing  to  the  public  now  you  are 
beginning  tolhew  the  world  what  you  can  do  by  yours  : 
whofe  wit  is  as  fpiritual  as  your  judgment  infallible;  in 
whofe  judgment  I  have  an  implicit  faich,  and  fhall  al- 
ways fubfcribe  to  ;t  to  lave  my  works,  in  this  world, 
from  the  flames  and  damnation. — Pray,  prefent  my  .moft 
humble  lervice  to  Sir  William  Trumbull;  for  whom  and 
whofe  judgment  I  have  fo  profound  a  relped,  that  his 
example  had  almoft  made  me  marry,  more  than  my 
Nephew's  ill  carriage  tome;  having  once  refolv'd  to 
have  revenged  myfelf  upon  him  by  my  marriage,  but 
now  am  refolv'd  to  iiiakc  my  revenge  greater  upon  him 
by  His  marriage. 


LETTER    XXII. 

From  Mr. 


April  i,  1710. 

¥  Have  had  yours  of  the  joth  of  the  laft  month,  which 
•^  is  kinder  than  I  defire  it  mould  be,  iince  it  tells  me 
you  could  be  better  pleas'd  to  be  fick  again  in  Town  in 
my  company,  than  to  be  well  in  the  Country  without 
it  ;  and  that  you  are  more  impatient  to  be  deprived  of 
happinefs  than  of  health.  Yet,  my  dear  friend,  fet  rail- 
lery or  compliment  afide,  I  can  bear  yourabfence  (which, 
procures  your  health  and  cafe)  better  than  I  can  your 
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company  when  you  are  in  pain :  for  I  cannot  fee  you  fo 
without  being  fo  too.  Your  love  to  the  Country  I  do 
not  doubt,  nor  do  you  (I  hope)  my  love  to  it  or  you, 
fmce  there  I  can  enjoy  your  company  without  feeing  you 
in  pain  to  give  me  fatisfaction  and  pleafure ;  there  I  can 
have  you  without  rivals  or  dilturbers ;  without  the  too  ci- 
vil, or  the  too  rude :  without  the  noife  of  the  loud,  or  the 
cenfure  of  the  filent :  and  wou'd  rather  have  you  abufe  me 
there  with  the  truth,  than  at  this  diftance  with  your  com- 
pliment: fmce  now  your  buiinefs  of  a  friend,  and  kind- 
nefs  to  a  friend,  is  by  finding  fault  with  his  fauhs,  and 
mending  them  by  your  obliging  feverity.  I  hope  (in. 
point  of  your  good-nature)  you  will  have  no  cruel  cha- 
rity for  thole  papers  of  mine,  you  are  fo  willing  to  be 
troubled  with ;  which  I  take  moll  infinitely  kind  of  you, 
and  (hall  acknowledge  with  gratitude,  as  long  as  I  live. 
No  friend  can  do  more  for  his  friend  than  preferving 
his  reputation  (nay,  not  by  .preferving  his  life)  fmce  by 
preferving  his  life  he  can  only  make  him  live  about  three- 
fcore  Or  fourfcore  years ;  but  by  preferving  his  reputation, 
he  can  make  him  live  as  long  as  the  world  lafts  ;  fo  fave 
liim  from  damning,  when  he  is  gone  to  the  devil. 
Therefore,  I  pray,  condemn  me  in  private,  as  the  thieves 
do  their  accomplices  in  Newgate,  to  fave  them-  from 
condemnation  by  the  public.  Be  mod  kindl^  unmerciful 
to  my  poetical  faults,  and  do  with  my  papers,  as  you  coun- 
try gentlemen  do  with  your  trees,  flafh,  cut,  and  lop  off 
the  excrelcenciesand  dead  parts  of  my  wuher'd  bays,  that 
the  little  remainder  may  live  the  longer,  and  increafe  the 
value  of  tiiem  by  diminifhing  the  number.  I  have  trou- 
bled you  with  my  papers  rather  to  give  yo,u  pain  than 
pleafure,  notwithftauding  your  compliment,  which  fays 
you  take  the  trouble  kindly  :  fuch  is  your  generofity  to 
your  friends,  that  you  take  it  kindly  to  be  defued  by  them 
.Jo  4o  them  a  kindaefs ;  and  you  think  it  dojie  to  you, 
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when  they  give  you  an  opportunity  to  do  it  them. 
Wherefore  you  may  be  fure  to  be  troubled  with  my  letters 
out  of  intereft,  if  not  kindnefs ;  fince  mine  to  you  will 
procure  yours  to  me :  fo  that  I  write  to  you  more  for 
my  own  fake  than  yours ;  lefs  to  make  you  think  I  write 
well,  than  to  learn  from  you  to  write  better.  Thus  you 
fee  intereft  in  my  kindnefs,  which  is  like  the  friendfhip  of 
the  world,  rather  to  make  a  friend  than  be  a  friend ;  but 
I  am  yours,  as  a  true  Plain-dealer. 


LETTER    XXIir. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

April  n,  1710. 

TF  I  can  do  part  of  my  bufinefs  at  Shrewfbury  in  a 
•*•  fortnight's  time  (which  .1  propofe  to  do)  I  will  be 
foon  after  with,  you,  and  trouble  you  whh  my  com- 
pany, for  the  remainder  of  the  fummer  :  in  the  mean 
time  I  beg  you  to  give  yourfelf  the  pains  of  altering, 
or  leaving  out  what  you  think  fuperfluous  in  my  papers, 
that  I  may  endeavour  to  print  fuch  a  number  of  them 
as  you  and  I  mall  think  fit,  about  Michaelmas  next. 
In  order  to  which  (my  dear  friend)  1  beg  you  to  be 
fo  kind  to  me,  as  to  be  fevere  to  them ;  that  the  cri- 
tics may  be  lefs  fo  ;  for  1  had  rather  be  condemn'd  by 
my  friend  in  private,  than  expos'd  to  my  foes  in  pub- 
lic, the  critics,  or  common  judges,  who  are  made  fuch 
by  having  been  old  offenders  themfelves.  Pray,  be- 
lieve I  have  as  much  faith  in  your  friendfhip  acd  fin- 
cerity,  as  I  have  deference  to  your  judgment ;  and  as 
the  beft  mark  of  a  friend  is  telling  his  friend  his  faults 
in  private,  fo  the  next  is  concealing  them  from  the 
public,  'till  they  arc  fit  to  appear.  In  the  mean  time 
I  am  not  a  little  fenfible  of  the  great  kindnefs  you  dm 
VOL.  V.  '  D 
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me,  in  the  trouble  you  take  for  me,  in  putting  my 
Rhimes  in  tune,  fince  good  founds  let  off  often  ill  fenfe, 
as  the  Italian  fbngs,  whofe  good  airs,  with  the  worft 
words  or  meaning,  make  the  beft  mufic;  fo  by  your 
tuning  my  Welch-harp,  my  rough  fenfe  may  be  the  lefs 
offenfive  to  the  nicer  ears  of  thofe  critics,  who  deal 
more  in  found  than  fenfe.  Pray  then  take  pity  at  once 
both  of  my  readers  and  me,  in  fliortning  my  barren 
abundance,  and  increasing  their  patience  by  it,  as  well 
as  the  obligations  I  have  to  you :  and  fince  no  mad- 
rigaller  can  entertain  the  head,  unlefs  he  pleafes  the 
ear  j  and  fince  the  crowded  Operas  have  left  the  beft 
Comedies  with  the  leaft  audiences,  'tis  a  fign  found 
can  prevail  over  fenfe ;  therefore  foften  my  words,  and 
ftrengthen  my  fenfe,  and 

Eris  mibi  magnus  Apollo. 


LETTER    XXIV. 

April  15,  1710. 

T  Received  your  moft  extreme  kind  letter  but  juft  now. 
•*•  It  found  me  over  thofe  papers  you  mention,  which 
have  been  my  employment  ever  fince  'Eafter-monday  : 
I  hope  before  Michaelmas  to  have  difcharg'd  my  talk; 
which,  upon  the  word  of  a  friend,  is  the  moft  pleafing 
one  I  could  be  put  upon.  Since  you  are  fo  near  going 
into  Shropshire  (whither  I  fhall  not  care  to  write  of  this 
matter  for  fear  of  the  mifcarriage  of  any  letters)  I 
muft  defire  your  leave  to  give  you  a  plain  and  fincere  ac- 
count of  what  I  have  found  from  a  more  ferious  appli- 
cation to  them.  Upon  comparifon  with  the  former 
volume,  I  find  much  more  repeated  than  I  till  now 
imagin'd,  as  well  as  in  the  prefent  volume,  which,  if 
(as  you  told  me  laft)  you  would  have  me  dam  over  with 
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a  line,  will  deface  the  whole  copy  extremely,  and  to 
a  degree  that  (I  fear)  may  difpleafe  you.  I  have  every 
where  mark'd  in  the  margins  the  page  and  line,  both 
in  this  and  the  other  part.  But  if  you  order  me  not 
to  crofs  the  lines,  or  would  any  way  elfe  limit  my  com- 
miffion,  you  will  oblige  me  by  doing  it  in  your  next 
letter  ;  for  I  am  at  once  equally  fearful  of  iparing  you, 
and  of  offending  you  by  too  impudent  a  correction, 
Hitherto  however  I  have  crofs'd  'em  fo  as  to  be  legi- 
ble, becaufe  you  bade  me.  When  I  think  all  the  re- 
petitions are  itruck  out  in  a  copy,  I  fometimes  find 
more  upon  dipping  in  the  firft  volume,  and  the  num- 
ber increafes  fo  much,  that  I  believe  more  ihortning 
will  be  requifite  than  you  may  be  willing  to  bear  with, 
unlefs  you  are  in  good  earned  refolv'd  to  have  no  thought 
repeated.  Pray,  forgive  this  freedom,  which  as  I  muft 
be  fincere  in  this  cafe,  fo  I  could  not  but  take ;  and 
let  me  know  if  I  am  to  go  on  at  this  rate,  or  if  you 
would  prefcribe  any  other  method. 

I  am  very  glad  you  continue  your  refolution  of  feeing 
me  in  my  Heritage  this  fummer ;  the  fooner  you  re- 
turn, the  fooner  I  ihall  be  happy,  which  indeed  my 
want  of  any  company  that  is  entertaining  or  elleemable, 
together  with  frequent  infirmities  and  pains,  hinder 
me  from  being  in  your  abfence.  'Tis  ([  am  fure)  a 
real  truth,  that  my  ficknefs  cannot  make  me  quite  weary 
of  myfelf  when  I  have  you  with  me ;  and  I  fhall  want 
no  company  but  yours,  when  yoa  are  here. 

You  fee  how  freely  and  with  how  little  care  I  talk  ra- 
ther than  write  to  you  :  this  is  one  of  the  many  advan- 
tages of  friendfhip,  that  one  can  fay  to  one's  friend 
the  things  that  ftand  in  need  of  pardon,  and  at  the 
fame  time  be  fure  of  it.  Indeed  I  do  not  know  whe- 
ther or  no  the  letters  of  friends  are  the  worfe  for  be- 
ing fit  for  none  elfe  to  read.  'Tis  an  argument  of  the 
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truft  repofed  in  a  friend's  good  nature,  when  one  writes 
fuch  things  to  him  as  require  a  good  portion  of  it. 
I  have  experienced  yours  fo  often  and  fo  long,  that  I 
can  now  no  more  doubt  of  the  greatnefs  of  it,  than  I 
hope  you  do  of  the  greatnefs  of  my  affeftion,  or  of  the 
Cncerity  with  which 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XXV. 
From  Mr.  W  Y  c  H  E  R  L  E  v< 

April  27,  1710, 

\/O  U  give  me  an  account  in  your  letter  of  the  trouble 
*  you  have  undergone  for  me,  in  comparing  my 
papers  you  took  down  with  you,  with  the  old  printed 
volume,  and  with  one  another,  of  that  bundle  you  have 
in  your  hands ;  amongft  which  (you  fay)  you  find  nu- 
merous Repetitions  of  the  fame  thoughts  and  fubje&s  j 
all  which,  I  muft  confefs,  my  want  of  memory  has  pre- 
vented me  from  imagining,  as  well  as  made  me  capable 
of  committing:  fmce,  of  all  figures,  that  of  Tautology 
is  the  lail  I  would  ufe,  or  leaft  forgive  myfelf  for.  But 
feeing  is  believing  ;  wherefore  I  will  take  fome  pains  to 
examine  and  compare  thofe  papers  in  your  hands  with 
one  another,  as  well  as  with  the  former  printed  copies, 
or  books  of  my  damn'd  Mifcellanies  ;  all  which  (as  bad 
a  memory  as  1  have)  with  a  little  more  pains  and  care  I 
think  I  can  remedy.  Therefore  I  would  not  have  you 
give  yourfelf  more  trouble  about  them,  which  may  pre- 
vent the  pleafure  you  have,  and  may  give  the  world  in 
writing  upon  pew  fubje&s  of  your  own,  whereby  you 
will  much  better  entertain  yourfelf  and  others.  Now 
as  to  your  remarks  upon  the  whole  volume  of  my 
papers ;  all  that  I  defire  of  you  is  to  mark  in  the  margin 
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(without  defacing  the  copy  at  all)  either  any  repetition 
of  words,  matter,  or  fenfe,  or  any  thoughts,  or  words 
too  much  repeated  ;  which  if  you  will  be  fo  kind  as  to 
do  for  me,  you  will  fupply  my  want  of  Memory  witl 
your  good  one,  and  my  deficiencies  of  fenfe  with  the 
infallibility  of  yours ;  which  if  you  do,  you  will  moft 
infinitely  oblige  me,  who  almoft  repent  the  trouble  I 
have  given  yo.i,  fince  fo  much.  Now  as  to  what  yea. 
call  freedom  with  me,  (which  you  defire  me  to  forgive) 
you  may  be  afTur'd  I  would  not  forgive  you  unlefs  you 
did  ufe  it ;  for  I  am  fo  far  from  thinking  your  plainnefs 
an  offence  to  me,  that  I  think  it  a  charity  and  an  ob- 
ligation ;  which  I  fliall  always  acknowledge,  with  all 
fort  of  gratitude  to  you  for  it  ;  who  am,  etc. 

All  the  news  I  have  to  fend  you  is,  that  poor  Mr. 
Betterton  is  going  to  make  his  Exit  from  the  ftage  of 
this  world,  the  Gout  being  gotten  up  into  his  head, 
and  (as  the  Phyficians  fay)  will  certainly  carry  him  off 
fuddenly. 


LETTER    XXVI. 

May  10,  1710. 

T  Am  forry  you  perfift  to  take  ill  my  not  accepting 
-*•  your  invitation,  and  to  find  (if  I  miitake  not)  your 
exception  not  unmixt  with  fome  fufpicion.  Be  certain 
I  (hall  moft  carefully  obferve  your  requeft,  not  to  crofs 
over,  or  deface  the  copy  of  your  papers  for  the  future, 
and  only  to  mark  in  the  margin  the  Repetitions.  But 
as  this  can  ferve  no  further  than  to  get  rid  of  thofe 
repetitions,  and  no  way  redlify  the  Method,  nor  connect 
the  Matter,  nor  improve  the  Poetry  in  cxpreflion  or 
numbers,  without  further  blotting,  adding,  and  alter- 
ing ;  fo  it  really  is  my  opinion  and  defire,  that  you 
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fhould  take  your  papers  out  of  my  hands  into  your  own, 
and  that  no  alterations  may  be  made  but  when  both 
of  us  are  prefent ;  when  you  may  be  fatisfied  with  every 
blot,  as  well  as  every  addition,  and  nothiog.be  put 
upon  the  papers  but  what  you  mail  give  your  own  fane- 
lion  and  aflein  to,  at  the  fame  time. 

Do  not  be  fo  unjuft,  as  to  imagine  from  hence  that  I 
would  decline  any  part  of  this  taik ;  on  the  contrary 
you  know,  I  have  been  at  the  pains  of  tranfcribing  fome 
pieces,  at  once  to  comply  with  your  defire  of  not  de- 
facing the  copy,  and  yet  to  lofe  no  time  in  proceeding 
upon  the  correction.  I  will  go  en  the  fame  way,  if 
you  pleafe ;  tho'  truly  it  is  (as  I  have  often  told  you) 
my  fmcere  opinion,  that  the  greater  part  would  make  a 
much  better  figure  as  Single  Maxims  and  Refieclions  in 
profe,  after  the  manner  of  your  favourite  Rochefon- 
cault,  than  in  verfe*  ;  And  this,  when  nothing  more  is 
done  but  marking  the  repetitions  in  the  margin,  will 
be  an  eafy  taflc  to  proceed  upon,  notwithftandicg  the 
bad  Memory  you  complain  of.  I  am  unfeignedly, 
dear  Sir,  Your,  etc. 

A.  P  o  P  E. 

*  Mr.  Wycherley 'lived  five  years  after,  to  December,  1715,  but 
little  prcgrefs  was  made  in  this  defign,  thro'  his  Old  age,  and  the 
incre;.fe  oi  his  infirmities.  However,  fome  of  the  verfes,  which 
had  been  touch'd  by  Mr.  P.  with  cccvlii  of  thefe  Maxims  in 
Profr,  were  found  among  his  papers,  which  having  the  misfortune 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  Mercenary,  were  pubjifhed  in  1718  in 
otfavo,  under  the  title  of  The  Pcithumous  Works  of  William 
Wycherley,  Efqj 
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LETTERS 

TO    AND   FROM 

W.    WALSH*,  E% 

From  the  Year  1705  to  1707. 

LETTER    I. 
Mr.  WALSH  to  Mr.  WVCHERLEV. 

April  20,   1705. 

I  Return  you  the  f  Papers  you  favour'd  me  with,  and 
had  fent  them  to  you  yefterday  morning,  but  that  t 
thought  to  have  brought  them  to  you  laft  night  myfe'f. 
J  have  read  them  over  feveral  times  with  great  fatisfac- 
tion.  The  Preface  is  very  judicious  and  very  learned  > 
snd  the  Verfes  very  tender  and  eafy.  1  he  Author  feems 
to  have  a  particular  genius  for  that  kind  of  poetry,  and 
a  judgment  that  much  exceeds  the  years  you  told  me  he 
was  of.  He  has  taken  very  fieely  from  the  ancients, 
but  what  he  has  mixed  of  his  own  with  theirs,  is  not 
inferior  to  what  he  has  taken  from  them.  'Tis  no  flat- 
tery at  all  to  fay,  that  Virgil  had  written  nothing  fo 

*  Of  Abbcrley  in  Worcefterftiire,  a  Gentleman  of  the  Horfe  m 
Queen  Anne's  reign,  Author  of  feveral  beautiful  pieces  in  Profe  and- 
Verfe,  and  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Dryden  (in  his  Poftfcript  to  Vir- 
gil) the  beft  Critic  cf  our  Nation  in  his  time. 

f  Mr.  Pope's  Paftorals. 
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4»ood  at  his  age  *.  I  fliall  take  it  as  a  favour  if  you 
will  bring  me  acquainted  with  him  ;  and  if  he  will  give 
himfelf  the  trouble  any  morning  to  call  at  my  houfe,  I 
ihall  be  very  glad  to  read  the  veifes  over  with  him,  and 
give  hiai  ray  opinion  of  the  particulars  more  largely 
t!un  I  can  wdl  do  in  this  letter.  1  am,  Sir,  etc. 


LETTER    II. 
Mr.  WALSH  to  Mr.  POPE. 


June  24,  1706. 

T  Recciv'd  the  favour  of  your  letter,  and  (hall  be  very 
•*  glad  of  the  continuance  of  a  correfpondence  by  which 
]  am  like  to  be  fo  great  a  gainer.  1  hope,  when  I  have 
the  happinefj  of  feeing  you  again  in  London,  not  only 
K>  read  over  the  verfes  1  have  now  of  yours,  but  more 
that  you  have  written  fince ;  for  I  make  no  doubt  but 
any  one  who  writes  fo  well,  mult  write  more.  Not  that 
I  think  the  moft  voluminous  poets  always  the  bed  :  I 
believe  the  contrary  is  rather  true.  I  mention'd  fome- 
what  to  you  in  London  of  a  Paftoral  Comedy,  which  I 
fhould  be  glad  to  hear  you  had  thought  upon  fince.  I 
find  Menage  in  his  obfervadons  upon  TalTo's  Aminta, 
reckons  up  fourfcore  paftoral  plays  in  Italian :  and  in 
looking  over  my  old  Italian  books,  I  find  a  great  many 
paftoral  and  pifcatory  plays,  which,  I  fuppofe,  Menage 
reckons  together.  I  find  alf>  by  Menage,  that  Tailb  is 
not  the  nril  that  writ  in  that  kind,  he  mentioning  ano- 
ther before  him  which,  he  himfeU  had  never  feen,  nor 
indeed  have  1.  But  as  the  Aminta,  Paflor  Hdo,  and 
Filli  di  Sciro  of  Bonarelli  are  the  three  beft,  fo,  1  think, 
there  is  no  difpute  but  Aminta  is  the  beft  of  the  three: 
aim  but  that  the  difcourfes  in  Pailor  Fido  are  more  en- 
*  Suteea. 
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tertaining  and  copious  in  feveral  people's  opinion,  tho' 
not  fo  proper  for  paftoral  :  and  the  fable  of  Bonarelli 
more  furprizing.  I  do  not  remember  many  in  other 
languages,  that  have  written  in  this  kind  with  fuccefs. 
JRacan's  Bergeries  are  much  inferior  to  his  lyrk  poems; 
and  the  Spaniards  are  all  too  full  of  conceits.  Rapia 
will  have  the  defign  of  paftoral  plays  to  be  taken  from 
the  Cyclops  of  Euripides.  I  am  fure  there  is  nothing 
of  this  kind  in  Englifh  worth  mentioning,  and  there- 
fore you  have  that  field  open  to  yourfelf.  You  fee  I 
write  to  you  without  any  fort  of  conftraint  or  method, 
as  things  come  into  my  head,  and  therefore  ufe  the  fame 
freedom  with  me,  who  am,  etc. 


LETTER    JII. 
To  Mr.  WALSH. 

Windfor  Foreft,  July  ?,  1706. 

T  Cannot  omit  the  firfl  opportunity  of  making  you  my 
•*•  acknowledgments  for  reviewing  thofe  papers  of  mine. 
You  have  no  lefs  right  to  correct  me,  than  the  fame  hand 
th"*  rais'd  a  tree  has  to  prune  it.  I  am  convinced  as 
well  as  you,  that  one  may  correct  too  much  ;  for  in 
poetry, 'as  in  painting,  a  rpan  may  lay  colours  one  upoa 
another,  till  they  ftifren  and  deaden  the  piev.e.  Befides, 
to  bellow  heightening  on  every  part  is  monitrous  :  fome 
parts  ought  to  be  lower  than  the  teit ;  and  nothing  look* 
more  ridiculous  than  a  work,  where  the  thoughts,  how-> 
et/er  different  in  tteir  own  nature,  feem  all  »n  a  level : 
'tis  like  a  meadow  newly  mown,  where  weeds,  grafs, 
and  flowers,  are  all  laid  even,  and  appear  undLftin- 
guifh'd.  1  believe  too  that  fometimes  our  full  thoughts 
are  the  teft,  as  the  firfl  fqueezing  of  the  grapes  .make* 
the  fineft  and  riclieU  wine. 
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I  have  not  attempted  any  thing  of  a  Paftoral  comedy, 
becaufe,  I  think,  the  tafte  of  our  age  will  not  relilh  a 
poem  of  that  fort.     People  feek  for  what  they  call  wit, 
on  all  fubjec~ls,  and  in  all  places ;  not  confidering  that 
nature  loves  truth  fo  well,  that  it  hardly  ever  admits  of 
flourifhing:   Conceit  is  to  nature  what  paint  is  to  beau- 
ty ;  it  is  not  only  needlefs,  but  impairs  what  it  would 
improve.    There  is  a  certain  majefty  in  fimplicity,  which 
is'far  above  all  the  quaintnefs  of  wit :  infomuch  that  the 
critics  have  excluded  wit  from  the  loftieft  poetry,  as  well 
as  the  loweft,  and  forbid  it  to  the  Epic  no  lefs  than  the 
Paftoral.     I  fhould  certainly  difpleafe  all  thofe  who  are 
charm1  d  with  Guarini  and  Bonarelli,  and  imitate  Taffo 
rot  only  in  the  fimplicity  of  his  Thoughts,  but  in  that 
of  the  Fable  too.     If  furprizing  difcoveries  fhould  have 
place  in  the  ftory  of  a  Paitoral  comedy,  I  believe  it  would 
be  more  agreeable  to  probability  to  make  them   the 
tfFe&s  of  chance  than  of  defign  ;  intrigue  not  being  very 
confiftent  with  that  innocence,  which  ought  to  conftitute 
a  ihepherd's  character.     There  is  nothing  in  all  the 
Aminta  (as  I  remember)  but  happens  by  mere  accident ; 
unlefs  it  be  the  meeting  of  Aminta  with  Sylvia  at  the 
fountain,  which  is  the  contrivance  of  Daphne;  and  ev,en 
that  is  the  moll  fimple  in  the  world :  the  contrary  is  obi 
fervable  in  Paftor  Fido,  where  Corifca  is  fo  perfect  a 
rniftrefs  of  intrigue,  that  the  plot  could  not  have  been 
brought  to  pafs  without  her.     J  am  inclined  to  think 
the  Paftoral  comedy  has  another  difadvantage,  as  to  the 
manners  :  its  general  defign  is  to  make  us  in  love  with 
the  innocence  of  a  rural  life,.fo  that  to  introduce  mep- 
herds  of  a  vicious  charader  muft  in  fome  meafure  debafe 
it;  and  hence  it  may  come  to  pafs,  that  even  the  vir- 
tuous characters  will  not  mine  fo  much,  for  want  of  be- 
ing oppos'd  to  their  contraries.      Thefe  thoughts  are 
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purely  my  own,  and  therefore  I  have  reafon  to  doubt: 
them  :  but  I  hope  your  judgment  will  fet  me  right. 

I  would  beg  your  opinion  too  as  to  another  point:  it 
is,  how  far  the  liberty  of  borrowing  may  extend  ?  1  have 
defended  it  fometimes  by  faying,  that  it  feems  not  fo 
much  the  perfection  of  fenfe  *,  to  fay  things  that  had 
never  been  faid  before,  as  to  exprefs  thcfe  beft  that 
have  been  faid  ofteneft;  and  that  writers,  in  the  cafe  of 
borrowing  from  others,  are  like  trees  which  of  them- 
felves  would  produce  only  one  fort  of  fruit,  but  by  be- 
ing grafted  upon  others  may  yield  variety.  A  mutual: 
commerce  makes  pcetry  flourifh ;  but  then  poets,  like" 
merchants,  fliould  repay  with  fotnething  of  their  own., 
what  they  take  from  others  ;  not,  like  pyrates,  make 
prize  of  all  they  meet.  I  defire  you  to  tell  me  lincerely, 
if  I  have  not  ftretch'd  this  licence  too  far  in  thefe  Paito- 
rals  ?  I  hope  to  become  a  critic  by  your  precepts,  and 
a  poet  by  your  example.  Since  I  have  feen  your  Ec- 
logues, 1  cannot  be  much  pleas'd  with  my  own  ;  how- 
ever you  have  not  taken  away  all  my  vanity,  fo  long;, 
as  you  give  me  leave  to  profefs  myfelf  Yours,  etc.. 


LETTER     IV,  ..'.jw 

From   Mr,  W  A  L  s  B, 

July  20,  1706.. 

T  Had  fooner  return'd  you  thanks  fon  the  favour  of: 
your  letter,  but  that  I  was  in  hopes  of  giving  you  an. 
account  at  the  fame  time- of  my  journey  to  Windfor ; ; 
but  1  am  row  forced  to  put  that  quite  off,  being  enga- 
ged to  go  to  rny  corporation,  of  Richmond  in  Yorkfhire.. 
1  think  you  are  perfectly  in  the  right  in  your  notions  of 

lKr  bave  faid,  the  perfe&ion  ofcovcehj.'un,,. 
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Paftoral;  but  I  am  of  opinion,  that  the  redundancy  of 
wit  you  mention,  tho'  'tis  what  pleafes  the  common  peo- 
ple, is  not  what  ever  pleafes  the  beft  judges.  Paftor  Fido 
indeed  has  had  more  admirers  than  Aminta  ;  but  1  will 
venture  to  fay,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  difference  between 
the  admirers  of  one  and  the  other.  Corifca,  which  is  a 
character  generally  admirM  by  the  ordinary  judges,  is 
intolerable  in  aPaftoral ;  and  Bonarelli's  fancy  of  making 
his  fliepherdefs  in  love  with  two  men  equally,  is  not  to  be 
defended,  whatever  pains  he  has  taken  to  do  it.  As  for 
what  you  afk  of  the  liberty  of  Borrowing ;  'tis  very  evi- 
dent the  beft  Latin  Poets  have  extended  this  very  far ; 
and  none  fo  far  as  Virgil,  who  is  the  bell  of  them.  As 
for  the  Greek  Poets,  if  we  cannot  trace  them  fo  plainly, 
'tis  perhaps  becaufe  we  have  none  before  them;  'tis 
evident  that  moft  of  them  borrowed  from  Homer,  and 
Homer  has  been  accused  of  burning  thofethat  wrote  be- 
fore him,  that  his  thefts  might  not  be  difcover'd.  The 
beft  of  the  modern  Poets  in  all  languages,  are  thofe  that 
have  the  neareft  copied  the  Ancients.  Indeed  in  all  the 
common  fabjefts  of  Poetry,  the  thoughts  are  fo  obvious 
(at  Jeaft  if  they  are  natural)  that  whoever  writes  laft 
muft  write  things  like  what  have  been  faid  before :  But 
<hey  may  as  wcM  ^applaud  the  Ancients  for  the  arts  of 
-eating  and  drinking,  and  accufe  the  moderns  of  having 
itolen  thoie  inventions  from  them  ;  it  being  evident  in. 
-allfuch  cafes,  that  whoever  liv'diuft,  mutt  firil  find  them 
-ftut.  'Tis  true,  indeed,  when 

•units  et  alttr 
Jffiitur  fannttij 

when  there  are  one  or  two  bright  thoughts  ftolen,  and 
all  <he  reft  is  quite  different  from  it,  a  poem  makes  a 
very  foohfh  figure  :  But  when  '«s  all  melted  down  to- 
letter,  and  th^Geld  of  the  Ancients  fo  mix'd  with  thai 
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of  the  Moderns,  that  none  can  diftinguilh  the  one  from 
the  other,  I  can  never  find  fault  with  it.  I  cannot  how- 
ever but  own  to  you,  that  there  are  others  of  a  different 
opinion,  and  that  I  have  fhevvn  your  verfes  to  forae  who 
have  made  that  objeftion  to  them.  I  have  fo  much 
company  round  me  while  I  write  this,  and  fuch  a  noife 
in  my  ears,  that  'tis  impoflible  I  mould  write  any  thing 
but  nonfenfe,  fo  muft  break  off  abruptly.  I  am,  Sir, 
Tour  moft  ajfeflionate, 

and  tno/i  humble  Servant. 


LETTER    V. 
From  Mr.  WALSH. 

Sept.  9,   1706. 

A  T  my  return  from  the  North  I  received  the  favour 
^*  of  your  letter,  which  had  lain  there  till  then.  Ha- 
ving been  abfent  about  fix  weeks,  I  read  over  your  Paf- 
torals  again,  with  a  great  deal  of  pleafnre,  and  to  judge 
the  better  read  Virgil's  Eclogues,  and  Spenfer's  Calen- 
dar, at  the  fame  time;  and,  1  affure  you,  I  continue  the 
fame  opinion  I  had  always  of  them.  By  the  tittle  hints 
you  take  upon  all  occafions  to  improve  them,  'tis  pro- 
bable you  will  make  them  yet  better  againft  winter; 
tho'  there  is  a  mean  to  be  kept  even  in  that  too,  and  a 
man  may  correct  his  verfes  till  he  takes  away  the  true 
fpiiit  of  them;  efpecially  if  he  fubrr.its  to  the  correction 
of  fome  who  pafs  for  great  Critics,  by  mechanical  rules, 
and  never  enter  into  the  true  defign  and  Genius  of  an 
author.  I  have  feen  fome  of  thefe,  that  would  hardly 
allow  any  one  good  Ode  in  Horace,  who  cry  Virgil 
wants  fancy,  and  that  Homer  is  very  incorrect.  While 
tliey  talk  at  this  rate,  one  would  think  them  above  the 
•common  rate  of  mortals  j  but  generally  they  are  great 
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admirers  of  Ovid  and  Lucan;  and  when  they  write 
themfelves,  we  find  out  all  the  myftery.  They  fcan 
their  verfes  upon  their  fingers ;  run  after  Conceits  and 
glaring  thoughts;  their  poems  are  all  made  up  of 
Couplets,  of  which  the  firft  may  be  laft,  or  the  laft  firft, 
without  any  fort  of  prejudice  to  their  works;  in  which 
there  is  no  defign,  or  method,  or  any  thing  natural  or 
juft.  For  you  are  certainly  in  the  right,  that  in  all 
writings  whatfoever  (not  poetry  only)  nature  is  to  be 
followed  ;  and  we  fliould  be  jealous  of  ourfelves  for  be- 
ing fond  of  Similes,  Conceits,  and  what  they  call  fay- 
ing fine  Things.  When  we  were  in  the  North,  my 
Lord  Wharton  fhew'd  me  a  letter  he  had  rcceiv'd  from 
a  certain  great  General  in  Spain  * ;  I  told  him  I  would 
by  all  means  have  that  General  recall'd,  and  fet  to 
writing  here  at  home,  for  it  was  impofiible  that  a  man 
with  fo  much  Wit  as  he  fhew'd,  could  be  fit  to  com. 
mand  an  Army,  or  do'  any  ether  bufinefs  f.  As  for 
what  you  fay  of  Expreffion :  'tis  indeed  the  fame  thing 
to  Wit,  as  Drefs  is  to  Beauty  :  1  have  feen  many  women 
over-drefs'd,  and  feveral  look  better  in  a  carelefa  night- 
gown, with  their  hair  about  their  ears,  than  Made- 
moifelle  Spanheim  drefs'd  for  a  ball;  I  do  not  defign 
to  be  in  London  till  towards  the  parliament :  then  A 
fhall  certainly  be  there ; .  and  hope  by  that  time  you  will 
have  finiih'd  your  PaftoraSs  as  you  would  have  them  ap- 
pear in  the  world,  and  particularly  the  third,  of  Au- 
tumn, which  I  have  not  yet  feen.  Your  laft  Eclogue 
being  upon  the  fame  fubjeft  as  that  of  mine  on,  Mrs, 
Tempeft's  Death,  I  fhou'd  take  it  very  kindly  in  you  to 
give  it  a  little  turn,  as  if  it  were  to  the  Memory  of  the 

*  The  Earl  of  Peterborow. 

f  Mr.  Walfli's  remark  will  be  thought  very  innocent,  when  th*, 
reader  is  informed  that  it  was  made  on  the  Earl  of  Peterbotow,  juit. 
before  the  glorious  campaigns  of  Barcelona  and  Vaientia, 
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fame  Lady,  if  they  were  not  written  for  fome  particular 
Woman  whom  you  would  make  immortal.  You  may 
take  occafion  to  mew  the  difference  between  Poets  Mif- 
trefles,  and  other  mens.  I  only  hint  this,  which  you 
may  either  do,  or  let  alone  juft  as  you  think  fit.  I  mail 
be  very  much  pleas'd  to  fee  you  again  in  Town,  and  to 
hear  from  you  in  the  mean  time.  1  am,  with  very 
»uch  efteem, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VI. 

Od.  22,    1706. 

A  FTER  the  thoughts  I  have  already,  fent  you  on  the 
•^^  fubjeft  of  Englifh  Verification,  you  defire  my  opi- 
nion as  to  fome  farther  particulars.  There  are  indeed 
certain  Niceties,  which,  tho1  not  much  obferved  even 
by  correct  verifiers,  Ixannot  but  think,  deferve  to  be 
better  regarded. 

i.  It  is  not  enough  that  nothing  offends  the  ear,  but 
a  good  Poet  will  adapt  the  very  Sounds,  as  well  as 
Words,  to  the  things  he  treats  of.  So  that  there  is  (if 
one  may  exprefs  it  fo)  a  Style  of  Sound.  As  in  del'cri- 
bing  a  gliding  ftream,  the  numbers  mould  run  esfy  and 
flowing  ;  in  defcribing  a  rough  torrent  or  deluge,  fcno- 
rous  and  fwelling  ;  and  fo  of  the  reft.  This  is  evident 
every  where  in  Homer  and  Virgil,  and  no  where  elfe, 
that  I  know  of,  to  any  obfervable  degree.  The  follow- 
ing examples  will  make  this  plain,  which  I  have  taken 
from  Vida. 

Mo/k  I'lam  tacito  lapfu  per  hniia  radit. 

Incedit  tar  do  moliminefubfedendo. 

Luftantes  <ve»tes,  tempeflatefquefonyras. 

Jmmen/o  cumpr^cifiians  ruit  Oceano  Ncx* 
1, 
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mleL'eJi/ie  iclu,  conjeclt. 
Tolle  m-irast  cape  fate  manu,  cape  robora,  Ptfo". 
Ferte  citiflammast  date  telay  repellite  fejlem. 
This,  I  think,  is  what  very  few  obferve  in  pra&ice, 
and  is  undoubtedly  of  wonderful  force  in  imprinting 
the  image  on  the  reader :  We  have  one  excellent  exam- 
ple of  it  in  our  language,  Mr.  Dryden's  Ode  on  St. 
Caecttia's  day,  entitled  Alexander  s  Feaji. 

2.  Every  nice  ear  muft  (1  believe)  have  obferv'd,  that 
in  any  fmooth  Englifh  verfe  of  ten  fyllables,  there  is 
naturally  a  Paufe  at  the  fourth,  fifth,  or  fixth  fyllable. 
It  is  upon  thefe  the  ear  refts,  and  upon  the  judicious 
change  and  management  of  which  depends  the  variety 
cf  verification.     For  example, 

At  the  fifth. 

Wkereer  thy  navy  \ft  reads  her  cani-efs  ivi  .-gs, 
At  the  fourth. 

Homage  to  thee  \  and  peace  to  all  fae  btingi. 
At  the  fixth. 

Like  tracks  of  ler~erets  \  in  morning  fno-u;. 

Now  I  fancy,  that,  to  preserve  an  e<ad  Harmony  and 
Variety,  the  Paufe  at  the  ^th  or  6th  mould  not  be  con- 
tinued above  three  lines  together,  without  the  interpofi- 
tion  of  another;  elfe  it  will  be  apt  to  weary  the  ear  wiih 
one  continued  tone,  at  leaft  it  <ices  mine  :  That  at  the 
5th  runs  quicker,  and  carries  not  quite  fo  dead  a  weight, 
&  tires  not  fo  much,  tho'  it  be  cominued  longer. 

3.  Another  nicety  is  in  relation  to  Expletives,  whe- 
ther words  or  fyllables,  which  are  made  ufe  of  purely  to 
fupply  a  vacancy:  Do  before  vet b*  plural  is  abfolutely 
fuch ;  and  it  is  not  improbable  but  future  refiners  may 
explode  did  ai;d  dots  in  the  fame  manner,  which  are  al- 
inoft  always  ufed  for  the  fake  of  rhyme.      The  fame 
caufe  has  occasioned  the  promiicaous  uie  of you  and  tbt,u 
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to  the  fame  perfon,  which  can  never  found  fo  graceful 
as  either  one  or  the  other. 

4.  I  would  alfo  object  to  the  irruption  of  Alexandrine 
verfcs,  of  twelve  fyllables,  which,  I  think,  mould  ne- 
ver be  allow'd  but  when  fome  remarkable  beauty  or  pro- 
priety in  them  atones  for  the  liberty :  Mr.  Dryden  has 
been  too  free  of  thefe,  efpecially  in  his  latter  works.     I 
am  of  the  fame  opinion  as  to  Triple  Rhimes. 

5 .  1  could  equally  obje-51  to  the  Repetition  of  the  fame 
Rhymes  within  four  or  fix  lines  of  each  other,  as  tire- 
fome  to  the  ear  thro'  their  Monotony. 

6.  Monofyllable  Lines,  unlefs  very  artfully  managed, 
are  {lifF,  or  languilhing  :  but  may  be  beautiful  to  ex- 
prefs  Melancholy,  S'ownefs,  or  Labour. 

7.  To  come  to  the  Hiatus,   or  Gap   between  two 
words,  which  is  caus'd  by  two  vowels  opening  on  each 
other  (upon  which  you  defire  me  to  be  particular)  I 
think  the  rule  in  this  cafe  is  either  to  ufe  the  Ccefura, 
or  admit  the  Hiatus,  juft  as  the  ear  is  leaft  fhock'd  by 
either  :  for  the  Casfura  fometimes  offends  the  ear  more 
than  the  Hiatus  itfelf,  and  our  language  is  naturally 
overcharg'd  with  confonants :   As  for  example  j   If  in 
this  verfe, 

The  old  have  Infrejl  e<ver  in  their  eye, 
we  mould  fay,  to  avoid  the  Hiatus, 

But  tV  old  have  int'i  eft. 

The  Hiatus  which  has  the  worlt  effedT:,  is  when  one 
word  ends  with  the  fame  vowel  that  begins  the  following; 
and  next  to  this,  thofe  vowels  whofe  founds  come  nearelt 
to  each  other,  are  moil  to  be  avoided.  O,  A,  or  U,  will 
bear  a  more  full  and  graceful  Sound  than  E,  I,  or  Y.  I 
know,  fome  people  will  think  thefe  Obfervations  trivial, 
and  therefore  I  am  glad  to  corroborate  them  by  fome 
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great  authorities,  which  I  have  met  with  in  Tully  and 
Quintilian.  In  the  fourth  book  of  Rhetoric  to  Heren- 
nius,  are  thefe  words  :  Fugiemus  erebras  vocaiium  con- 
cu'-Jtanes,  quae  i'aftam  atque  biantem  reddunt  oralivnem  ; 
nt  hoc  eji,  Ba  cae  aemae  amsenifftmae  itnfrendebaxt.  And 
Quintilian,  1.  ix.  cap.  4..  fccalium  ccncurfus  cum  accidit, 
kiat  et  interfiftit,  et  quaft  labor  at  oratio.  Pejjime  longae 
quie  eafdem  inter  fs  literal  commiitunt,  finabunt :  praeci- 
puus  tamcn  erlt  b:atus  earum  quae  ca*vt)  aut  patulo  onrrffc- 
runtur.  E  plenior  Utera  eft,  I  angufiior.  But  he  goes 
on  to  reprove  the  excefs  on  the  other  hand  of  being  too 
felicitous  in  this  matter,  and  fays  admirably,  Ne/cio  a>t 
negligtntia  in  hoc,  aut  foliriiudo  fit  fejor.  So  likevvife 
7'ully  (Orat>  ad  Brut.)  Tbecpompum  rcprekendunt,  quod 
eat  literas  tcmto  opirefugerit,  etft  idem  magijler  ejus  Soera- 
tti :  which  laft  author,  as  Turnebus  on  Qointilian  ob^ 
ferves,  has  hardly  one  Hiatus  in  all  his  works.  Quin- 
tilian tells  us,  that  Tully  and  Demofthenes  did  not  much 
obferve  this  nicety,  though  Tully  himfelf  fays  in  the 
Orator,  Crebra  ijla  •vocum  concur/to,  qftam  magna  ex  parte 
•vitio/aa,  fu^it  Demofthenes.  If  I  am  not  miftaken, 
Malherbe  of  all  the  moderns  has  been  the  moft  fcrupu- 
lous  in  this  point ;  and  I  think  Menace  in  his  obferva- 
tions  upon  him  fays,  he  has  not  one  in  his  poems.  To 
conclude,  I  believe  the  Hiatus  mould  be  avoided  with 
more  care  in  poetry  than  in  Oratory;  and  I  would  con- 
ftantly  try  to  prevent  it,  unlefs  where  the  cutting  it  off 
is  more  prejudicial  to  the  found  than  the  Hiatus  itfelf. 

I  am,  etc.  A.  POPE. 

Mr.  Walfli  died  at  forty-nine  years  old,  in  the  year  1738,  the 
year  before  the  EfTay  on  Cuticiftn  was  printed,  which  concludes 
Mfith  his  Elogy. 
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LETTERS 

TO   AND    FROM 

H.  C  R  O  M  W  E  L  L,  Efq; 

From  the  Year  1708  to  1711. 

LE  T  T^E  R    I. 

March  18,  1708. 

I  Believe  it  was  with  me  when  I  left  the  Town,  as  it 
is  with  a  great  many  men  when  they  leave  the 
world,  whofe  lofs  itfelf  they  do  not  fo  much  regret,  as 
that  of  their  friends  whom  they  leave  behind  in  it.  For 
I  do  not  know  one  thing  for  which  I  can  envy  London, 
but  for  your  continuing  there.  Yet  I  guefs  you  will 
expefl  me  to  recant  this  expreffion,  when  I  tell  you 
that  Sappho  (by  which  heathenifh  name  you  have  chrif- 
ten'd  a  very  orthodox  Lady)  did  not  accompany  me 
into  the  Country.  Well,  you  have  your  Lady  in  the 
Town  ftill,  and  I  have  my  Heart  in  the  Country  ftill, 
which  being  wholly  unemploy'd  as  yet,  has  the  more 
room  in  it  for  my  friends,  and  does  not  want  a  corner 
at  your  fervice.  You  have  extremely  obliged  me  by 
your  fianknefs  and  kindnefs ;  and  if  I  have  abus'd  it  by 
too  much  freedom  on  my  part,  I  hope  you  will  attribute 
it  to  the  natural  opennefs  of  my  temper,  which  hardly. 
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knows  how  to  mow  Refpecl,  where  it  feels  Affection.  I 
would  love  my  Friend,  as  myMiitrefs,  without  ceremony ; 
and  hope  a  little  rough  ufage  fometimes  may  not  be 
more  difpleafing  to  the  one,  than  it  is  to  the  other. 

Jf  you  have  any  ciiriofity  to  know  in  what  manner 
I  live,  or  rather  lofe  a  life,  Martial  will  inform  you  in 
one  line : 

Prandeo,  poto,  cano,  ludo,  lego,  ccenot  qui'fco. 

Everyday  with  me  is  literally  another  yefterday,  for 
it  is  exaclly  the  fame :  It  has  the  fame  bufinefs,  which 
is  Poetry  j  and  the  fame  pleafure,  which  is  Idlenefs.  A 
man  might  indeed  pafs  his  time  much  better,  but  I 
queftion  if  any  man  could  pafs  it  much  eafier.  If  you 
will  vifit  our  fhades  this  fpring,  which  I  very  much  de- 
fire,  you  may  perhaps  inftruct  me  to  manage  my  game 
more  wifely  ;  but  at  prefent  I  am  fatisfy'd  to  trifle  away 
my  time  any  way,  rather  than  let  it  itick  by  me ;  as 
fiiop-keepers  are  glad  to  be  rid  of  thofe  goods  at  any 
rate,  which  would  otherwise  always  be  lying  upon 
their  hands. 

Sir,  if  you  will  favour  me  fometimes  with  your  let- 
ters, it  will  be  a  great  farisfaftion  to  me  on  feveral  ac- 
counts ;  and  on  this  in  particular,  that  it  will  fhew  me 
(to  my  comfort)  that  even  a  wife  man  is  fometimes  very 
idle  ;  for  fo  you  needs  muft  be  when  you  can  find  lei- 
fure  to  write  to 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    II. 

April  27,  1708. 

T  Have  nothing  to  fay  to  you  in  this  letter  ;  but  I  was 

refoltr'd  to  write  to  tell  you  fo.     Why  mould  not  I 

content  myfelf  with  fo  many  great  Examples,  of  deep 
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Divine?,  profound  Cafuifts,  grave  Philofophers ;  who 
have  wriuen,  not  letters  only,  but  whole  Tomes  and 
voluminous  Treatifes  about  Nothing?  Why  fhould  a 
fellow  like  me,  who  all  his  life  does  nothing,  be  afham'd 
to  write  nothing  ?  and  that  to  one  who  has  nothing  to  do 
but  to  read  it  ?  But  perhaps  you'll  fay,  the  whole  world 
has  fomething  to  do,  fomething  to  talk  of,  fomething  to 
wifh.  for,  fomething  to  be  employ'd  about :  But  pray, 
Sir,  caft  up  the  account,  put  all  thefe  fomethings  toge- 
ther, and  what  is  the  fum  total  but  juft  nothing  ?  I  have 
no  more  to  fay,  but  to  defire  you  to  give  my  fervice 
(that  is  nothing)  to  your  friends,  and  to  believe  that  I 
am  nothing  more  than  Your,  etc. 

Ev  'nibilo  nilfi'.          L  u  C  R . 


LETTER    III. 

May  10,  170?. 

Vf  OU  talk  of  fame  and  glory,  and  of  the  great  men 
of  Antiquity  :  Pray  tell  me,  what  are  all  your  great 
dead  men,  but  fo  many  little  living  letters  ?  What  a  vaft 
reward  is  here  for  all  the  ink  wafted  by  Writers,  and  all 
the  blood  fpiit  by  Princes  ?  There  was  in  old  time  one 
Severus  a  Roman  Emperor.  I  dare  fay  you  never  called 
him  by  any  other  name  in  your  life :  and  yet  in  his 
days  he  was  flyled  Lucius,  Septimius,  Severus,  Pius, 
Pertinax,  Auguflus,  Parthicus,  Adiabenicus,  Arabicus( 
Maximus,  and  what  not  ?  What  a  prodigious  wafte  of 
letters  has  time  made  !  what  a  number  have  here  dropt 
off,  and  left  the  poor  furviving  feven  unattended  !  For 
my  own  part,  four  are  all  I  have  to  care  for ;  and  I'll 
be  judg'd  by  you  if  any  man  cou'd  live  in  lefs  cornpafs  ? 
Well,  for  the  future  I'll  drown  all  high  thoughts  in  the 
Lethe  of  cowflip-wine ;  as  for  Fame,  Renown,  Reputa- 
tion, take  'em,  Critics ! 
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Tradam  pretervii  in  Mare  Criticum 
Fentis. 

If  ever  I  feek  for  Immortality  here,  may  I  be  damn'd, 
for  there  is  not  fo  much  danger  in  a  Poet's  being  damn'd  : 
Damnation  follows  death  in  other  men, 
But  your  damrfd  Poet  lives  and  writes  agen. 


LETTER    IV. 

Nov.  i,  1708. 

T  Have  been  fo  well  fatisfy'd  with  the  Country  ever 
fince  I  faw  you,  that  I  have  not  once  thought  of  the 
Town,  nor  enquir'd  of  any  one  in  it  befides  Mr.  Wy- 
cherley  and  yourfelf.  And  from  him  I  underftand  of 
your  journey  this  fummer  into  Leicefterfhire  ;  from 
whence  I  guefs  you  are  return'd  by  this  time,  to  your 
old  apartment  in  the  widow's  corner,  to  your  old  bufi- 
nefs  of  comparing  Critics,  and  reconciling  Commen- 
tators, and  to  your  old  diverfions  of  lofing  a  game  at 
piquet  with  the  ladies,  and  half  a  play,  or  quarter  of  a 
play,  at  the  theatre  :  where  you  are  none  of  the  mali- 
cious audience,  but  the  chief  of  amorous  fpeclators  ; 
and  for  the  infirmity  of  one  *  fenfe,  which  there,  for 
the  moft  part,  could  only  ferve  to  difguft  you,  enjoy 
the  vigour  of  another,  which  raviflies  you. 

[•f-  You  knovj,  <w  hen  one  fenfe  is  fupprefid, 
It  but  retires  into  the  reft. 

according  to  the  poetical,  not  the  learned,  Dodwcll  ; 
who  has  done  one  thing  worthy  of  eternal  memory  ; 
wrote  two  lines  in  his  life  that  are  not  nonfenfe  !]  So 
you  have  the  advantage  of  being  entertain'd  with  all 

*  His  Hearing. 

f  Omitted  by  the  Author  in  his  own  eciti  n. 
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the  beauty  of  the  boxes,  without  being  troubled  with 
any  of  the  dulnefs  of  the  ftage.  You  are  fo  good  a 
critic,  that  'tis  the  greateft  happinefs  of  the  modern 
Poets  that  you  do  not  hear  their  works :  and  next,  that 
you  are  not  fo  arrant  a  critic,  as  to  damn  them  (like 
the  rell)  without  hearing.  But  now  1  talk  of  thofe 
critics,  I  have  good  news  to  tell  you  concerning  my- 
felf,  for  which  I  expect  you  fhould  congratulate  with 
me :  It  is  that,  beyond  all  my  expectations,  and  far 
above  my  demerits,  I  have  been  moft  mercifully  re- 
priev'd  by  the  fovereign  power  of  Jacob  Tonfon,  from 
being  brought  forth  to  public  puuifhment ;  and  re- 
fpited  from  time  to  time  from  the  hands  of  thofe  barba- 
rous executioners  of  the  Mufes,  whom  I  was  juft  now 
fpeaking  of.  It  ofcen  happens,  that  guilty  Poets,  like 
other  guilty  Criminals,  when  once  they  are  known  and 
proclaim'd,  deliver  themfelves  into  the  hands  of  juftice, 
only  to  prevent  others  from  doing  it  more  to  their  dif- 
advantage;  and  not  out  of  any  ambition  to  fpread  their 
fame,  by  being  executed  in  the  face  of  the  world,  which 
is  a  fame  but  of  fhort  continuance.  That  Poet  were  a 
happy  man  who  could  but  obtain  a  grant  to  preferve  his 
for  ninety-nine  years;  for  thofe  names  very  rarely  laft 
fo  many  days,  which  are  planted  either  in  Jacob  Ton- 
fon's,  or  the  Ordinary  of  Newgate's  Mifcellanies. 

1  have  an  hundred  things  to  fay  to  you,  which  mail 
be  deferr'd  till  I  have  the  happinefs  of  feeing  you  in 
town,  for  the  feafon  now  draws  on,  that  invites  every 
body  thither.  Some  of  them  I  had  communicated1  to 
you  by  letters  before  this,  if  1  had  not  been  uncertain 
where  you  pafs'd  your  time  the  laft  feafon  :  So  much 
iine  weather,  I  doubt  not,  has  given  you  all  the  pleafure 
you  could  deiire  from  the  country,  and  yourown  thoughts 
the  beft  company  in  it.  But  nothing  could  allure  Mr. 
Wycherley  to  our  foreft,  he  continued  (as  you  told  me 
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long  fmce  he  would)  an  obftinate  lover  of  the  town,  in 
fpite  of  friendfhip  and  fair  weather.  Therefore  hence- 
forward, to  all  thofe  confiderable  qualities  I  know  you 
prflefs'd  of,  I  fhall  add  that  of  Prophecy.'  But  I  ftill 
believe  Mr.  Wycherley's  intentions  were  good,  and  am 
fatisfy'd  that  he  promifes  nothing,  but  with  a  real  de- 
fign  to  perform  it :  how  much  foever  his  other  excel- 
lent qualities  are  above  my  imitation,  his  fincerity,  I 
hope,  is  not ;  and  it  is  with  the  utmoft  that  I  am, 

Sir,  etc. 


LETTER     V. 

Jan.  22,  1708-9. 

T  Had  fent  you  the  inclos'd  *  papers  before  this  time, 
but  that  I  intended  to  have  brought  them  myfelf, 
and  afterwards  could  find  no  opportunity  of  fending 
them  without  fufpicion  of  their  mifcarrying ;  not  that 
they  are  of  the  leaft  value,  but  for  fear  fomebody  might 
be  foolifh  enough  to  imagine  them  fb,  and  inquifitive 
enough  to  difcover  thofe  faults  which  I  (by  your  help) 
would  correcl.  1  therefore  beg  the  favour  of  you  to 
let  them  go  no  farther  than  your  chamber,  and  to  be 
very  free  of  your  remarks  in  the  margins,  not  only  in 
regard  to  the  accuracy,  but  to  the  fidelity  of  the  tranf- 
lation  ;  which  I  have  not  had  time  to  compare  with  its 
original.  And  I  defire  you  to  be  the  more  fevere,  as  it  is 
much  more  criminal  forme  to  make  another  fpeak  non- 
fenfe,  than  to  do  it  in  my  own  proper  perfon.  For 
your  better  help  in  comparing,  it  may  be  fit  to  tell  you, 
that  this  is  not  an  entire  verfion  of  the  firft  book.  There 

•  This  was  a  tranflation  of  the  firft  book  of  Statius,  done  when 
the  author  was  but  fourteen  years  old,  as  appears  by  an  advertife- 
znent  before  the  firft  edition  of  it  in  a  mifcellany  publifhed  by  B. 
Lintot,  Svo,  1711. 
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is  an  omiflion  from  the  i68th  line — Jam  murmura  -fer- 
punt  Phbis  Agenorea: — to  the  31 2th — Interea  patrlis  olim 
fungus  exul  ab  orh — (between  thefe  *  two  Statins  has  a 
defcription  of  the  council  of  the  Gods,  and  a  fpeech  of 
Jupiter ;  which  contain  a  peculiar  beauty  and  majefty, 
and  were  left  out  for  no  other  reafon,  but  becaufe  the 
confequence  of  this  machine  appears  not  till  the  fecond 
book.)  The  tranflation  goes  on  from  thence  to  the 
words  Hie  vero  ambobus  rabiem  fortuna  cruentam,  where 
there  is  an  odd  account  of  a  battle  at  fifty-cuffs  between 
two  Princes  on  a  very  flight  occasion,  and  at  a  time 
when,  one  would  think,  the  fatigue  of  their  journey,  in 
fo  tempeftuous  a  night,  might  have  render'd  them  very 
unfit  for  fuch  a  fcuffle.  This  I  had  actually  tranflated, 
but  was  very  ill  fatisfied  with  it,  even  in  my  own  words, 
to  which  an  author  cannot  but  be  partial  enough  of 
confcience  ;  it  was  therefore  omitted  in  this  copy,  which 
goes  on  above  eighty  lines  farther,  at  the  words — Hie 
primutn  luflrare  oculis,  etc. — to  the  end  of  the  book. 

You  will  ftnd,  I  doubt  not,  that  Statius  was  none  of 
the  difcreeteft  Poets,  tho'  he  was  the  beft  verfifier  next 
Virgil :  In  the  very  beginning  he  unluckily  betrays  his 
ignorance  in  the  rules  of  Poetry  (which  Horace  had  al- 
ready taught  the  Romans)  when  he  afks  his  Mufe  where 
to  begin  his  Thebaid,  and  feems  to  doubt  whether  it 
mould  not  be  ab  ovo  Led<so.  When  he  comes  to  the 
fcene  of  his  Poem,  and  the  prize  in  diipute  between  the 
brothers,  he  gives  us  a  very  mean  opinion  of  it— 
Pugna  eft  de  •paupere  regni. — Very  different  from  the 
conduct  of  his  mailer  Virgil,  who  at  the  entrance  of 
his  Poem  informs  his  reader  of  the  greatnefs  of  its  fub- 
jecl. — Tant<e  molls  era!  Romanam  condere  gentetn.  [SoiTu 
on  Epic  Poetry.]  There  are  innumerable  little  faults 

*  Thefe  he  fince  tranflated,  and  they  ate  extant  in  the  printed 
\eifion. 

VOL.  V.  E 
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in  him,  among  which  I  cannot  but  take  notice  of  one 
in  this  book,  where  fpeaking  of  the  implacable  hatred 
of  the  brothers,  he  fays,  T&t  whole  world  would  be  too 
fmall  a  prize  to  repay  fo  much  impiety. 

Quidfi  peteretur  crimlne  tanto 
Limes  uterque  pa/i,  quern  Sol  emiffus  Eoo 
Car  dine,  quern  porta  <vergens  profpeftat  I'oera  ? 
This  was  pretty  well,  one  would  think,  already,  but  he 
goes  on. 

Quafque  procul  terras  obliquo  fydere  tangit 
d-Tjius,  out  Boiea  gekdas,  madiaive  tepentes 
Igne  Nod  ? 

After  all  this,  what  could  a  Poet  think  of  but  Heaven 
itfelf  for  the  prize  !  but  what  follows  is  aflonifhing. 

Quidfi  Tyri<e  Phrygitsve  fub  unum 
Conveftcntur  opes  ? 

\  do  not  remember  to  have  met  with  fo  great  a  fall  in 
any  ancient  author  whatfoever.  I  mould  not  have  in- 
filled fo  much  on  the  faults  of  this  Poet,  if  I  did  not 
hope  you  would  take  the  fame  freedom  with,  and  re- 
venge it  upon  his  Tranflator.  I  (hall  be  extremely  glad 
if  the  reading  this  can  be  any  amufement  to  you,  the 
rather  becaufe  I  had  the  diflatisfa&ion  to  hear  you  have 
been  confin'd  to  your  chamber  by  an  illnefs,  which,  I 
fear,  was  as  troublefome  a  companion  as  I  have  fome- 
times  been  in  the  fame  place  ;  where,  if  ever  you  found 
any  pleafure  in  my  company,  it  muft  furely  have  been 
that,  which  moft  men  take  in  obferving  the  faults  and 
follies  of  another ;  a  pleafure,  which,  you  fee,  I  take 
care  to  give  you  even  in  my  abfence. 

If  you  will  oblige  me  at  your  leifure  with  the  confir- 
mation of  your  recovery,  under  your  own  hand,  it  will 
be  extremely  grateful  to  me,  for  next  to  the  pleafure  of 
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feeing  my  friends,  is  that  I  take  in  hearing  from  them  ; 
and  in  this  particular  I  am  beyond  all  acknowledgments 
obliged  to  our  friend  Mr.  Wycherley.  I  know  I  need 
no  apology  to  you  for  fpeaking  of  him,  whofe  example, 
as  I  am  proud  of  following  in  all  things,  fo  in  nothing 
more  than  in  profeffing  myfelf,  like  him, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VI. 

March  7,  1709. 

X7OU  had  long  before  this  time  been  troubled  with  a 
*  letter  from  me,  but  that  I  deferred  it  till  I  could  fend 
you  either  the  *Mifcellany,  or  my  continuation  of  the 
verfion  of  Statius.  The  firft  I  imagin'd  you  might  have 
had  before  now,  but  fince  the  contrary  has  happen'd, 
you  may  draw  this  moral  from  it,  That  authors  in  ge- 
neral are  more  ready  to  write  nonfenfe  than  bookfellers 
are  to  publifli  it.  I  had  1  know  not  what  extraordinary 
flux  of  rhyme  upon  me  for  three  days  together,  in 
which  time  all  the  verfes  you  fee  added,  have  been 
written  ;  which  I  tell  you,  that  you  may  more  freely  be 
fevere  upon  them.  'Tis  a  mercy  1  do  not  aflault  you 
with  a  number  of  Original  Sonnets  and  Epigrams, 
which  our  modern  bards  put  forth  in  the  fpring-time, 
in  as  great  abundance,  as  trees  do  bio/Toms,  a  very 
few  whereof  ever  come  to  be  fruit,  and  pleafe  no  longer 
than  juft  in  their  birth.  They  make  no  lefs  haite  to 
bring  their  flowers  of  wit  to  the  prefs,  than  gardeners 
to  bring  their  other  flowers  to  the  market,  which  if 
they  can't  get  off  their  hands  in  the  morning  are  fure 

*  Jacob  Tonfon's  fixth  volume  of  Poetical  Mtfceilanle?,  in  which 
Mr.  Pope's  Paftorals,  and  Ibme  veirior.s>  a  tiomer  and  Chaucer 
were  firft  printed, 
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to  die  before  night.  Thus  the  fame  reafon  that  furnifhes 
Ccvent-garden  with  thofe  nofegays  you  fo  delight  in, 
fupplies  the  Mu/es  Mercury  and  Britijb  Apollo  (not  to 
fay  Jacob's  Mifcellanies)  with  verfes.  And  it  is  the 
happinefs  of  this  age,  that  the  modern  invention  of 
printing  poems  for  pence  apiece,  has  brought  the  nofe- 
gays of  Parnaffus  to  bear  the  fame  price  ;  whereby  the 
public-fpirited  Mr.  Henry  Hills  of  Black-friars  has  been 
the  caufe  of  great  eafe  and  fmgular  comfort  to  all  the 
learned,  who  never  over-abounding  in  traniitory  coin, 
Ihould  not  be  difcontented  (methinks)  even  though 
poems  were  diilributed  gratis  about  the  ftreets,  like 
Banyan's  fermons  and  other  pious  treatifes,  ufually  pub- 
limed  in  a  like  volume  and  character. 

The  time  now  drawing  nigh,  when  you  ufe  with 
Sappho  to  crofs  the  water  in  an  evening  to  Spring- 
garden,  I  hope  you  will  have  a  fair  opportunity  of  ra- 
viihing  her : — I  mean  only  (as  Old-fox  in  the  Plain- 
dealer  fays)  through  the  ear,  with  your  well-penn'd 
verfes.  I  wifh  you  all  the  pleafures  which  the  feafon 
and  the  nymph  can  afford  ;  the  beft  company,  the  beft 
coffee,  and  the  beft  news  you  can  defire  :  and  what 
more  to  wifh  you  than  this,  I  do  not  know  ;  unlefs  it 
•be  a  great  deal  of  patience  to  read  and  examine  the 
-verfes  I  fend  you  :  I  promife  you  in  return  a  greal  deal 
•of  deference  to  your  judgment,  and  an  extraordinary 
.obedience  to  your  fentiments  for  the  future,  (to  which, 
you  know,  I  have  been  fbmetimes  a  little  refradory.) 
Jf  you  will  pleafe  to  begin  where  you  left  off  laft,  and 
mark  the  margin,  as  you  have  done  in  the  pages  im- 
mediately before  (which  you  will  find  corrected  to  your 
fenfe  fmce  your  laft  perufal)  you  will  extremely  oblige 
me,  and  improve  my^tranflation.  Befides  thofe  places 
which  may  deviate  from  the  fenfe  of  the  author,  it  would 
be  very  kind  in  you  to  obferve  any  deficiencies  in  the 
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or  numbers.  The  Hiatus  in  particular  I  would 
avoid  as  much  as  poffible,  to  which  you  are  certainly  ia 
the  right  to  be  a  profefs'd  enemy  :  tho',  I  confefs,  I 
could  not  think  it  poffible  at  all  times  to  be  avoided  hy 
any  writer,  till  1  found  by  reading  Malherbe  lately,  that 
there  is  fcarce  any  throughout  his  poems,  I  thought 
your  obfervaiion  true  enough  to  be  pafs'd  into  a  rule, 
but  not  a  rule  without  exceptions,  nor  that  it  ever  had 
been  reduced  to  practice :  But  this  example  of  one  of 
the  moft  correct  and  beft  of  their  Poets  has  undeceived 
me,  and  confirms  your  opinion  very  ftrongly,  and  much 
more  than  Mr.  Dryden's  authority,  who,  tho'  he  made 
it  a  rule,  feldora.  obferv'd  it. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VII. 

June  10,  1709? 

T  Have  received  part  of  the  vcrfion  of  Statius,  and  re- 
•*•  turn  you  my  thanks  for  your  remarks,  which  I  think 
to  be  juft,  except  where  you  cry  out  (like  one  in  Ho- 
race's art  of  Poetry)  puk/.re,  bene^  rtde !  There  I  have 
feme  fears  you  are  often,  if  not  always,  in  the  wrong* 

One  of  your  objections,  namely  on  that  pa/Tagc, 

Ibe  rejl  revolving  yean  Jhxll  ripen  into  fate, 
may  be  well  grounded,  in  relation  to  its  not  being  the 
exaft  fenfe  of  the  words — *  Certo  reliqua  ordine  ducam. 
But  the  duration  of  the  Aclion  of  Statius's  poem  may  as 
well  be  excepted  againft,  as  many  things  befides  in  him : 
(which  1  wonder  Boflu  has  not  obferv'd)  for  inftead  of 
confining  his  narration  to  one  year,  it  is  manifefdy  ex- 
ceeded in  the  very  firft  two  books  :  the  narration  begins 
with  Oedipus's  prayer  to  the  Fury  to  promote  difcord 

*  See  Che  firfl  book  of  Statius,  v.  302. 
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betwixt  bis  Tons ;  afterward  the  Poet  exprefly  defcribes 
their  entring  into  the  agreement  of  reigning  a  year  by 
turns ;  and  Polynices  takes  his  flight  from  Thebes  on 
his  brother's  refufal  to  refign  the  throne.  All  this  is  in 
the  firft  book  ;  in  the  next  Tydeus  is  fent  ambafiador  to 
Eteocles,  and  demands  his  reiignation  in  thefe  terms, 

Aflriferum  vcloxjam  tirculus  orlem 
Torfit,  et  c.mijfae  redierunt  tnoniibus  umbrae, 
Ex  quo  f rater  inept,  igncia  per  opfrida  trifes 
Exul  aglt  cefus. 

But  Boflii  himfelf  is  miftaken  in  one  particular,  relating 
to  the  commencement  of  the  aftion  ;  faying  in  book  ii. 
chap.  8.  that  Statius  opens  it  with  Europa's  rape,  where- 
as the  Poet  at  moil  only  deliberates  whether  he  fhould 
or  not. 

Undejubetis 

Ire,  Deae  ?  gemifne  canam  primordia  dlraet 
Sidonici  rapt  us  ?  etc. 

but  then  exprefly  paCes  all  this  with  a  longa  retro  feriet. 

——and  fays 

limes  mih'i  carminis  ejlo 
Qedipodae  tor.fufa  a'omus. 

Indeed  there  are  numberlefs  particulars  blame-worthy 

in  our  author,  which  I  have  try'd  to  foften  in  the  ver- 

fion : 

dubiatnque  jugo  fragor  impulit  Get  in 
In  lotus,  etgeminis  vixfaaibus  obftitit  IJlbmus, 
is  moft  extravagantly  hyperbolical :  Nor  did  I  ev 
a  gi  eater  piece  of  tautology  than 

Vacua  cum  folus  in  aula 
Re/piceresJQs  omne  tuum,  cundlofque  minores, 
Et  nv/quam  par/«r#  caput. 
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In  the  journey  of  Polynices  is    fome  geographical 

error, 

In  medih  audit  duo  li'ora  cam f  is 

could  hardly  be ;  for  the  lilhmus  of  Corinth  is  full  five 
miles  over  :  And  caligantei  airupto  fale  Mycenas,  is  not 
confjftent  with  what  he  tells  us,  in  lib.  iv.  lin.  305. 
"  that  thofe  of  Mycenae  came  not  to  the  war  at  this 
"  time,  becaufe  they  were  then  in  confufion  by  the  di- 
"  vifions  of  the  brothers,  Atreus  and  Thyeftes."  Now 
from  the  railing  the  Greek  army  againil  Thebes,  back 
to  the  time  of  this  journey  of  Polynices,  is  (according  to 
Status's  own  account)  three  years. 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER    VIII. 

July  17,  1709. 

••"pHE  morning  after  I  parted  from'  you,  I  found  my- 
•••  felf  (as  I  had  prophefied)  all  alone,  in  an  uneafy 
Stage-coach ;  a  doleful  change  from  that  agreeable  com- 
pany I  enjoy'd  the  night  before!  without  the  Jeaft  hope 
of  entertainment  but  from  my  laft  recourfe  in  fuch  cafes, 
a  book.  I  then  began  to  enter  into  acquaintance  with 
your  Moraliih,  and  had  jult  receiv'd  from  them  fome 
cold  confolation  for  the  inconveniencies  of  this  life,  and 
the  uncertainty  of  human  affairs ;  when  I  perceiv'd  my 
vehicle  to  flop,  and  heard  from  the  fide  of  it  the  dread- 
ful news  of  a  fick  woman  preparing  to  entej1  it.  'Tis 
not  eafy  to  guefs  at  my  mortification,  but  being  fo  well 
fortify'd  with  philofbphy,  1  flood  refign'd  with  a  ftoical 
conftancy  to  endure  the  worft  of  evils,  a  fick  woman. 
I  was  indeed  a  little  comforted  to  find,  by  her  voice  and 
drefs,  that  fhe  was  young  and  a  gentlewoman ;  but  no 
E4 
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fooner  was  her  hood  remov'd,  but  I  faw  one  of  the  fine  ft 
faces  I  ever  beheld,  and,  to  increafe  my  furprize,  heard 
her  faliite  me  by  my  name.     I  never  had  more  reafon 
to  accufe  nature  for  making  me  fhort-fighted  than  now, 
when  I  could  not  recollect  I  had  ever  feen  thofe  fair 
eyes  which  knew  me  fo  well,  and  was  utterly  at  a  Jofs 
how  to  addrefs  myfelf;  till  with  a  great  deal  of  fimpli- 
city  and  innocence  flie  let  me  know  (even  before  I  dif- 
covcr'd  my  ignorance)  that  me  was  the  daughter  of  one 
in  our  neighbourhood,  lately  marry'd,  who  having  been 
confuhing  her  phyficians  in  town,  was  returning  into 
the  coun;ry,  to  try  what  good  air  and  a  hufband  could 
do  to  recover  her.     My  father,  you  mud  know,  has  fome- 
times  recommended  the  ftudy  of  phyfic  to  me,  but  I  never 
had  any  ambition  to  be  a  doctor  till  this  inftant.     I  ven- 
tur'd  to  prefcribe  fome  fruit  (which  I  happen'd  to  have  in 
the  coach)  which  being  forbidden  her  by  her  doctors,  me 
had  the  more  inclination  to.  In  more,  I  tempted,  and  me 
eat ;  nor  was  I  more  like  the  Devil  than  me  like  Eve. 
Having  the  good  fuccefs  of  the  'forefaid  Tempter  before 
my  eyes,  I  put  on  the  gallantry  of  the  old  ferpent,  and  in 
fpite  of  my  evil  form  accofted  her  with  all  the  gaiety  I 
was  mailer  of;  which  had  fogood  an  effect,  that  in  lef* 
than  an  hour  fhe  grew  pleafant ;  her  colour  return'd, 
and  me  was  pleas'd  to  fay  my  prefcription  had  wrought 
an  immediate  cure  :  In  a  word,  1  had  the  pleafanteft 
journey  imaginable. 

Thus' far  (methinks)  my  letter  has  fomething  of  the 
air  of  a  romance,  tho'  it  be  true.  But  1  hope  you  will 
look  on  what  follows  as  the  greateft  of  truth?,  that  I 
think  myfelf  extremely  obliged  by  you  in  all  points ; 
efpecially  for  your  kind  and  honourable  information  and 
advice  in  a  matter  of  the  utmoft  concern  to  me,  which 
I  mail  ever  acknowledge  as  the  higheft  proof  at  once  of 
>  cur  friendfhip,  juftice  and  fincerity..  At  the  fame  time. 
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be  a/Tur'd,  that  Gentleman  we  fpoke  of,  {hall  never  by 
any  alteration  in  me  difcover  my  knowledge  of  his  mif- 
take  ;  the  hearty  forgiving  of  which  is  the  only  kind  of 
return  I  can  poffibly  make  him  for  fo  many  favours : 
And  1  may  derive  this  pleafure  at  leaft  from  it,  that 
whereas  1  muft  otherwife  have  been  a  little  uneafy  to 
know  my  incapacity  of  returning  his  obligations,  I  may 
now,  by  bearing  his  frailty,  exercife  my  gratitude  and 
friendfliip  more,  than  himfelf  either  is,  or  perhaps  ever 
will  be  fenfible  of. 

Jl'e  txeos,  pimus  qul  me  fibi  junxit,  amorei 
Abjlulit  ',  ille  habeat  fecum,  fer*ue1que  fef  ulchro  ! 
But  in  one  thing,  I  mufl  confefs  you  have  yourfelf 
obliged  me  more  than  any  man,  which' is,  that  you  have 
fhew'd  me  many  of  my  faults,  to  which  as  you  are  the 
more  an  implacable  enemy,  by  fo  much  the  more -are 
you  a  kind  friend  to  rne»  I  could  be  proud,  in  revenge, 
to  find  a  few  flips  in  your  verfes,  which  I  read  in  Lon- 
don, and  fince  in  the  country,  with  more  application 
and  pleafure :  the  thoughts  are  very  juft,  and  you  are 
fure  not  to  let  them  fuffer  by  the  verification.  If  you 
would  oblige  me  with  the  truft  of  any  thing  of  yours, 
I  mould  be  glad  to  execute  any  commiffions  you  would 
give  me  concerning  them*  1  am  here  fo  perfedly  at 
leifure,  that  nothing  would 'be  fo  agreeable  an  enter- 
tainment to  me  ;  but  if  you  will  not  afford  me  that,  do 
not  deny  me  at  leaft  the  fatisfaclion  of  your  letters  as 
long  as  we  are  abfent,  if  you  would  not  have  him  very 
unhappy,  who  is  very  fmcerely 

Your,  etc. 

Having  a  vacant  fpace  here,  I  will  fill  it  with  a  fhort 
Ode  on  Solitude,  which  I  found  yefterday  by  great  ac- 
cident, and  which  I  find  by  the  date,  was  written  when 
I  was  not  twelve  years  old  j  that  you  may  perceive  ho\v 

E  S 
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long  I  have  continued  in  my  paffion  for  a  rural  life,  and 

in  the  fame  employments  of  it. 

Happy  the  man,  \vhofe  wifh  and  care 

A  few  paternal  acres  bound, 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air 

In  his  own  ground. 

Whofe  herds  with  milk,  whofe  fields  with  bread, 

Whofe  flocks  fupply  him  with  attire, 
1     Whofe  trees  in  fummer  yield  him  fnade, 
In  winter,  fire. 

Bleft,  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 

Hours,  days,  and  years  flide  foft  away, 
In  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind, 

Quiet  by  day. 

Sound  fleep  by  night ;  (ludy  and  eafe, 
Together  mix'd ;  fweet  recreation, 
And  innocence  which  moft  does  pleafe, 
With  meditation. 

Thus,  let  me  live,  unfeen,  unknown, 

Thus,  unlamented  let  me  die, 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  ftone 

Tell  where  1  lie* 


LETTER    IX. 

Aug.  19,  1709. 

F  I  were  to  write  to  yoa  as  often  as  I  think  of  you-, 
*  my  letters  would  be  as  bad  as  a  rent-charge ;  but 
tho1  the  one  be  but  too  little  for  your  good-nature,  the 
ether  would  be  too  much  for  your  quiet,  which  is  one 
bleffing  good-nature  ftiould  indifpenfably  receive  from 
mankind,  in  return  for  thofe  many  it  gives,  I  have 
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been  inform'd  of  late,  how  much  I  am  indebted  to  that 
quality  of  yours,  in  fpeaking  well  of  me  in  my  abfence;. 
the  only  thing  by  which  you  prove  yourfelf  no  wit  nor 
critic  ;  tho'  indeed  I  have  often  thought,  that  a  friend 
will  mow  juft  as  much  indulgence  (and  no  more)  to  my 
faults  when  I  am  abfent,  as  he  does  feverity  to  'em  when 
I  am  prefent.  To  be  very  frank  with  you,  Sir,  I  muil 
own,  that  where  I  receiv'd  fo  much  civility  at  firft,  E 
could  hardly  have  expefted  fo  much  fmcerity  afterwards. 
But  now  I  have  only  to  wi/h,  that  the  laft  were  but 
equal  to  the  firft,  and  that  as  you  have  omitted  nothing 
to  oblige  me,  fo  you  would  omit  nothing  to  im- 
prove me. 

I  caus'd  an  acquaintance  of  mine  to  enquire  twice  of 
your  welfare,  by  whom  I  have  been  inform'd,  that  yoa 
have  left  your  fpeculative  angle  in  the  Widow's  CofTee- 
houfe,,  and  bidding  adieu  for  feme  time  to  all  the  Ke- 
hearfals,  Reviews,  Gazettes,  etc,  have  march'd  oft" into 
Lincolnfhire.  Thus  I  find  you  vary  your  life  in  the 
fcene  at  leaft,  tho'  not  in  the  a£lion ;  for  tho'  life  for. 
the  moft  part,  like  an  old  plav,.  be  ftili  the  fame,  yet. 
cow  and  then  a  new  fcene  may  make  it  more  cntert?in- 
ing.  As  for  rayfelf,  I  would  not  have  my  life  a  very 
regular  play,  let  it  be  *  a  good  merry  farce,  a  G-d?s 
name,  and  a  fig  for  the  critical  unities !  For  the  gene- 
rality of  men,  a  true  modern  life  is  like  a  true  modern 
play,  neither  tragedy,  comedy,  nor  farce,  nor  one,  nor 
all  of  thefe ;  every  aclor  is  much  better  known  by  his 
having  the  fame  face,  than  by  keeping  the  fame  cha- 
racter :  for  we  change  our  minds  as  often  as  they  can-, 
their  parts,,  and  he  who  was  yefterday  Caefar,  is  to-day 
Sir  John  Daw.  So  that  one  might  afk  the  fame  que- 
flion  of  a  modern  life,  that  Rich  did  of  a  modern  play  ; 

*  Tolerable  farce,  in  th&  Author's  own  Edit,  a  C7ea"s  tiamt-  omit*- 
teti  there. 
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««  Pray  do  me  the  favour,  Sir,  to  inform  me  j  Is  this 

•«  your  Tragedy  or  your  Comedy  r" 

I  have  dwelt  the  longer  upon  this,  becaufe  I  perfuade 
rayfelf  it  might  be  ufeful,  at  a  time  when  we  have  no 
theatre,  to  divert  ourfelves  at  this  great  one.  Here  is 
a  glorious  {landing  comedy  of  Fools,  at  which  every 
man  is  heartily  merry,  and  thinks  himfelf  an  uncon- 
cern'd  fpeaator.  This  (to  our  fingular  comfort)  nei- 
ther my  Lord  Chamberlain,  nor  the  Queen  herfelf  can 
ever  tout  up,  or  filence. — *  While  that  of  Drury  (alas!) 
lies  defolate,  in  the  profoundeft  peace:  and  the  melan- 
choly profped  of  the  nymphs  yet  lingering  about  its  be- 
loved avenues,  appears  no  lefs  moving  than  that  of  the 
Trojan  dames  lamenting  over  their  ruin'd  Ilium  !  What 
noV  can  they  hope,  difpoflefs'd  of  their  ancient  feats, 
but  to  ferve  as  captives  to  the  infulting  viclors  of  the 
Hay-market?  The  affli&ed  fubjefts  of  France  do  not,. 
in  our  PoftmaR,.  fo  grievoufly  deplore  the  obftinacy  of 
their  arbitrary  monarch,  as  thefe  perifhing  people  of 
Drury,  the  obdurate  heart  of  that  Pharaoh,  Rich,  who, 
like  him,  difdains  all  propofals  of  peace  and  accommo- 
dation. Several  libels  have  been  fecretly  affixed  to  the 
great  gates  of.his  imperial  palace  in  Bridges-ftreet :  and 
a  memorial,  reprefenting  the  dillrefles  of  thefe  perfons, 
has  been  accidentally  dropt  (as  we  are  credibly  inform- 
ed by  a  perfon  of  quality)  out  of  his  firft  minifler  the 
chief  box-keeper's  pocket,  at  a  late  conference  of  the 
faid  perfon  of  quality  and  others,  on  the  part  of  the 
Confederates,  and  his  Theatrical  Majefty  on  his  own 
part.  Of  this  you  may  expeft  a  copy,  as  foon  as  it 
lliall  be  tranfmiued  to  us  from  a  good  hand.  As  for 
the  late  Congrefs,  it  is  here  reported,  that  it  has  not 
been  wholly  ineffldual  -y  but  this  wants  confirmation  ; 

*  What  follows  to  the  end  of  this  Letter,  is  omitted  in  the  Au- 
thor's own  Edit, 
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yet  we  cannot  but  hope  the  concurring  prayers  and  tears 
ef  fo  many  wretched  ladies  may  induce  this  haughty 
prince  to  reafon. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    X. 

Oct.  19,  1709. 

T  May  truly  fay  I  am  more  obliged  to  you  this  fummer 
than  to  any  of  my  acquaintance,  for  had  it  not  been 
for  the  two  kind  letters  you  fent  me,  I  had  been  per- 
fedlly  oblituf-jue  txforum,  oblivifcendus  tt  illis.  The  only 
companions  1  had  were  thole  Mufes  of  whom  Tuliy 
fays,  Adokfcentiam  alunt,fsneElittern  oble£lant,fecundas  res 
or  Kant,  ad<verjis  perfugium  ac  folatium  praebent,  deleft  ant 
domiy  iicn  impediunt  foris,  fernoflant  nobifcumt  peregrincm* 
tur,  ru/tlcantur  :  which  is  indeed  as  much  as  ever  I  ex- 
pe&ed  from  them :  For  the  Mufes,  if  you  take  them  as 
companions,  are  very  pleafant  and  agreeable  ;  but  who- 
ever mould  be  forced  to  live  or  depend  upon  'em,  would 
find  himfelf  in  a  very  bad  condition.  That  Quiet,  which 
Cowley  calls  the  Companion  of  Obfc urity*  was  not  want- 
ing to  me,  unlefe  it  was  interrupted  by  thofe  fears  you 
fo  juftly  guefs  I  had  for  our  friend's  welfare.  'Tis  ex- 
tremely kind  in  you  to  tell  me  the  news  you  heard  of 
him,  and  you  have  deliver'd  me  from  more  anxiety  than 
he  imagines  me  capable  of  on  his  account,  as  I  am  convin- 
ced by  his  long  filence.  However,  the  love  of  fome  things 
rewards  itfelf,  as  of  virtue,  and  of  Mr.  Wycherley.  I  am 
furprized  at  the  danger,  you  tell  me,  he  has  been  in,  and 
muft  agree  with  you,  that  our  nation  would  have  loft  in 
him,  as  much  wit  and  probity,  as  would  have  remain'd 
(for  ought  I  know)  in  the  reft  of  it.  My  concern  for 
his  friendfnip  will  excufe  me  (fmce  I  know  yon  honour 
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him  fo  much,  and  fmce  you  know  I  love  him  above  all 
men)  if  I  vent  a  part  of  my  uneafinefs  to  you,  and  tell 
you,  that  there  has  not  been  wanting  one,  to  infinuate 
malicious  untruths  of  me  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  which,  I 
fear,  may  have  had  fome  effect  upon  him.  Jf  fo,  he 
will  have  a  greater  puniihment  for  his  credulity  tha-n  J 
could  wiih  him,  in  that  fellow's  acquaintance.  The 
lofs  of  a  faithful  creature  is  fomething,  though  of  ever 
fo  contemptible  an  one ;  and  if  I  were  to  change  my 
dog  for  fuch  a  man  as  the  aforefaid,  I  fhould  think  my 
dog  undervalued:  (who  follows  me  about  as  conflantly 
here  in  the  country,  as  I  was  ufed  to  do  Mr.  Wycherley 
in  the  town.) 

Now  I  talk  of  my  dog,  that  I  may  not  treat  of  a 
worfe  fubjeft,  which  my  fpleen  tempts  me  to,  I  will 
give  you  fome  account  of  him  ;  a  thing  not  wholly  un- 
precedented, fmce  Montaigne  (to  whom  I  am  but  a  dog 
in  comparifon)  has  done  the  fame  thing  of  his  Cat.  Die 
mihi  quid  tr.siiuf  defidiofus  agam  ?  You  are  to  know  then,, 
that  as  'tis  likeneft,  begets  affection,  fo  my  favourite  dog, 
is  a  little  one,  a  lean  one,  and  none  of  the  fineft  fliap'd. 
He  is  not  much  a  fpaniel  in  his  fawning,  but  has  (what 
might  be  worth  any  man's  while  to  imitate  him  in)  a 
dumb  furly  fort  of  kindnefs,  that  rather  fhews  itfelf  when 
he  thinks  me  ill  us'd  by  others,  than  when  we  walk 
quietly  and  peaceably  by  ouifelves.  If  it  be  the  chief 
point  of  friendfnip  to  comply  with  a  friend's  motions 
and  inclinations,  he  poffefles  this  in  an -eminent  degree;, 
he  lies  down  when  1  fit,  and  walks  when  I  walk,  which - 
is  more  than  many  good  friends  can  pretend  to,  witnefj 
our  walk  a  year  ago  in  St.  James's  Park. — Hiltories  are 
more  full  of  examples  of  the  fidelity  of  dogs  than  of 
friends,  but  I  will  not  infift  upon  many  of  them,  be- 
caufe  it  is  poffible  fome  may  be  almoft  as  fabulous  as 
thofe  of  Pylades  and  Oreftes,  etc.  I  will  only  fay  for. 
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the  honour  of  dogs,  that  the  two  moft  antient  and  e£ 
teemable  books,  facred  and  prophane,  extant  (viz.  the 
Scripture  and  Homer)  have  {hewn  a  particular  regard  to 
theie  animals.  That  of  Toby  is  the  more  remarkable, 
becaufe  there  feem'd  no  manner  of  reafon  to  take  notice 
of  the  dog,  befides  the  great  humanity  of  the  author. 
Homer's  account  of  Uly-ffes's  dog  Argus  is  the  moil  pa- 
thetic imaginable,  all  the  circumftances  confider'd,  and 
an  excellent  proof  of  the  old  bard's  good-nature. 
Ulyfles  had  left  him  at  Ithaca  when  he  embarked  for 
Troy,  and  found  him  at  his' return  after  twenty  years 
(which  by  the  way  is  not  unnatural,  as  feme  critics  have 
(aid,  fince  I  remember  the  dam  of  my  dog  was  twenty- 
two  years  old  when  me  dy'd:  May  the  omen  of  longae. 
vity  prove  fortunate  to  her  fucceflbrs.)  You  fhall  have 
it  in  verfe. 

A    R     G    U    S. 

When  wife  Ulyfles,  from  his  native  coaft 
Long  kept  by  wars,  and  long  by  tempefts  toff, 
Arriv'd  at  laft,  poor,  old,  difguis'd,  alone, 
To  all  his  friends,  and  ev'n  his  Queen  unknown  ; 
Chang'd  as  he  was,  with  age,  and  toils,  and  cares, 
Furrow'd  his  rev'rend  face,  and  white  his  hairs, 
In  his  own  palace  forc'd  to  alk  his  bread, 
Scorn' d  by  thofe  flaves  his  former  bounty  fed, 
Forgot  of  all  his  own  domeitic  crew  ; 
The  faithful  dog  alone  his  rightful  matter  knew  ! 
Unfed,  unhous'd,  negletted,  on  the  clay, 
Like  an  old  fervant  now  calhier'd,  he  lay  ; 
Touch'd  with  refentment  of  ungrateful  man, 
And  longing  to  behold  his  antient  Lord  again. 
Him  when  he  faw — he  rofe,  and  crawl'd  to  meet, 
(*Twas  all  he  cou'd)  and  fawn'd,  and  kifs'd  his  feet* 
Seiz'd  with  dumb  joy — then  falling  by  his  fide, 
Own'd  his  returning  Lord,  look'd  up,  and  died! 
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Plutarch,  relating  how  the  Athenians  were  obliged  to 
abandon  Athens  in  the  time  of  Themiftocles,  fteps  back 
again  out  of  the  way  of  his  hiftory,  purely  to  defcribe 
the  lamentable  cries  and  howlings  of  the  poor  dogs  they 
left  behind.  He  makes  mention  of  one,  that  follow'd 
his  mafter  acrofs  the  fea  to  Salamis,  where  he  dy'd,  and 
was  honoured  with  a  tomb  by  the  Athenians,  who  gave 
the  name  of  the  Dog's  Grave  to  that  part  of  the  ifland 
were  he  was  buried.  This  refpeft  to  a  dog  in  the  mod 
polite  people  of  the  world,  is  very  obfervable.  A  modern 
inftance  of  gratitude  to  a  dog  (tho*  we  have  but  few  fuch) 
is,  that  the  chief  order  of  Denmark  (now  injurioufly 
call'd  the  order  of  the  Elephant)  was  inflituted  in  memory 
of  the  fidelity  of  a  dog,  nam'd  Wild-brat,  to  one  of  their 
Kings  who  had  been  deferted  by  his  fubjefts :  he  gave 
his  Order  this  motto,  or  to  this  effeft  (which  ftill  remains) 
Wild-brat  was  faithful.  Sir  William  Trumbull  has  told 
me  a  ftory  *  which  he  heard  from  one  that  was  prefent : 
King  Charles  I.  being  with  fome  of  his  court  during  his 
troubles,  a  difcourfe  ai  ofe  what  fort  of  dogs  deferv'd  pre- 
eminence, and  it  being  on  all  hands  agreed  to  belong  ei- 
ther to  the  fpaniel  or  grey-hound,  the  King  gave  his  opi- 
nion on  the  part  of  the  grey-hound,  becaufe  (faid  he)  it 
has  all  the  Good- nature  of  the  other  without  the  Fawning. 
A  good  piece  of  fatire  upon  his  courtiers,  with  which 
I  will  conclude  my  difcourfe  of  dogs.  Call  me  a  cynic, 
or  what  you  pleafe,  in  revenge  for  all  this  impertinence, 
I  will  be  contented ;  provided  you  will  but  believe  me, 
when  I  fay  a  bold  word  for  a  Chriftian,  that,  of  all 
dogs,  you  will  find  none  more  faithful  than 

Your,  etc. 
*  Sir  Philip  Warwick  tells  this  ftory  in  his  Memoirs, 
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LETTER    XI. 

April  10,-  1710. 

T  Had  written  to  you  fooner,  but  that  1  made  fome 
fcruple  of  fending  profane  things  to  you  in  holy 
week.  Befides,  our  family  would  have  been  fcandaliz'd 
to  fee  me  write,  who  take  it  for  granted  I  write  nothing 
but  ungodly  verfes.  I  aflure  you,  I  am  look'd  upon  in 
the  neighbourhood  for  a  very  well-difpos'd  perfon  ;  no 
great  Hunter  indeed,  but  a  great  admirer  of  the  noble 
{port,  and  only  unhappy  in  my  want  of  conftitution  for 
that,  and  Drinking.  They  all  fay,  'tis  pky  I  am  fo 
fickly,  and  I  think  'tis  pity  they  are  fo  healthy.  But  I 
fay  nothing  that  may  deflroy  their  good  opinion  of  me  : 
I  have  not  quoted  one  Latin  author  fmce  I  came  down,- 
but  have  learn'd  without  book  a  fong  of  Mr.  Thomas 
Durfey's,  who  is  your  only  Poet  of  tolerable  reputa- 
tion in  this  country.  He  makes  all  the  merriment  in 
our  entertainments,  and  but  for  him,  there  would  be 
fo  miferable  a  dearth  of  catches,  that,  I  fear,  they 
would  put  either  the  Parfon  or  me  upon  making  fbme 
for  'em.  Any  man,  of  any  quality,  is  heartily  wel- 
come to  the  beft  toping-table  of  our  gentry,  who  can 
roar  out  fome  Rhapfodiea  of  his  works :  fo  that  in  the 
fame  manner  as  it  was  faid  of  Homer  to  his  detrac- 
tors ;  What !  dares  any  man  fpeak  again  ft  him  who  has 
given  fo  many  men  to  eat  ?  (meaning  the  Rhapfodiits 
who  liv'd  by  repeating  his  verfe.:)  thus  may  it  be  faid 
of  Mr.  Durfey  to  his  detractors  ;  Dares  any  one  defpife 
him,  who  has  made  fo  many  men  drink  ?  Alas,  Sir  J 
this  is  a  glory  which  neither  you  nor  I  muft  ever  pre- 
tend to.  Neither  you  with  your  Ovid,  ror  I  with  my 
Statius,  can  amufe  a  board  of  juftices  and  extraordinary, 
'fquires,  or  gain  one  hum  of  approbation,,  or  laugh  of 
admiration.  Thefe  things  (they  would  fay)  are  too 
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ftudious,  they  may  do  well  enough  with  fuch  as  love 
reading,  but  give  us  your  ancient  Poet  Mr,  Du.-fey  ! 
Tis  mortifying  enough,  it  muft  be  confefs'd  ;  but  how- 
ever let  us  proceed  in  the  way  that  nature  has  directed 
us — Multi  multafciunt,  fed  nemo  omnia,  as  it  is  faid  in 
the  almanack.  Let  us  communicate  our  works  for  our 
mutual  comfort :  fend  me  elegies,  and  you  ihall  not 
want  heroics.  At  preient,  I  have  only  thefe  arguments 
in  profe  to  the  Thebaid,  which  you  claim  by  promife,  as 
I  do  your  translation  of  Pars  me  Sulmo  tenet, — and  the 
Ring;  the  reft  I  hope  for  as  foon  as  you  can  conve- 
niently tranfcribe  them,  and  whatfoever  orders  you 
are  pleas' d  to  give  me  fliall  be  punctually  obey'd  by 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XII. 

May  10,  1710. 

T  Had  not  fo  long  omitted  to  exprefs  my  acknowledg- 
ments  to  you  for  fo  much  good-nature  and  friend- 
fhip  as  you  lately  fhow'd  me;  but  that  I  am  but  juft 
returned  to  my  own  hermitage,  from  Mr.  C*'s,  who 
has  done  me  fo  many  favours,  that  I  am  almoft  inclin'd 
to  think  my  friends  infeft  one  another,  and  that  your 
converfation  with  him  has  made  him  as  obliging  to  me 
as  yourfelf.  I  can  aflure  you,  he  has  a  fmcere  refpecl 
for  you,  and  this,  I  believe,  he  has  partly  contracted 
from  me,  who  am  too  full  of  you  not  to  overflow  upon 
thofe  I  converfe  with.  But  I  muft  now  be  contented  to 
converfc  only  with  the  dead  of  this  world,  that  is  to 
fay,  the  dull  and  obfcure,  every  way  obfcure,  in  their 
intellects  as  well  as  their  perfons  :  or  clfe  have  recourfe 
to  the  living  dead,  the  old  authors  with  whom  you  are 
fo  well  acquainted,  even  from  Virgil  down  to  Aulus 
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Gellius,  whom  I  do  not  think  a  critic  by  any  means  to 
be  compar'd  to  Mr.  Dennis :  And  I  muft  declare  pofi- 
tively  to  you,  that  I  will  perM  in  this  opinion,  till  you 
become  a  little  more  civil  to  Atticus.     Who  could  have 
imagin'd,  that  he,  who  had  efcap'd  all  the  misfortunes 
of  his  time,  unhurt  even  by  the  profcriptions  of  Antony 
and  Auguflus,  fhould  in  thefe  days  find  an  enemy  more 
fevere  and   barbarous  than  thofe    tyrants  ?    and   that 
enemy  the  gentleft  too,  the  beft-natur'd  of  mortals,  Mr. 
Cromwell,  whom  I  muft  in  this  compare  once  more  to 
Auguftus :  who  feem'd  not  more  unlike  himfelf,  in  the 
feverity  of  one  part  of  his  life  and  the  clemency  of  the 
other,  than  you.     I  leave  you  to  reflect  on  this,  and 
hope  that  time  (which  mollifies  rocks,  and  of  ftiff  things 
makes  limber)  will  turn  a  refolute  critic  to  a  gentle 
reader  ;  and  inftead  of  this  pofitive,  tremendous  ne\v- 
fafhion'd  Mr.  Cromwell,  reflore  unto  us  our  old  acquain- 
tance, the  foft,  beneficent,  and  courteous  Mr.  Cromwell. 
I  exped  much,  towards  the  civilizing  of  you  in  your 
critical  capacity,  from  the  innocent  air  and  tranquillity 
of  our  Foreft,  when  you  do  me  the  favour  to  vifit  it. 
In  the  mean  lime,  it  would  do  well  by  way  of  prepa- 
rative, if  you  would  duly  and  conftantly  every  morning 
read  over  a  paftoral  of  Theocritus' or  Virgil ;  and  let  the 
lady  Ifabella  put  your  Macrobius  and  Aulus  Gellius 
fomewhere  out  of  your  way,  for  a  month  or  fo.     Who 
knows,  but  travelling  and  long  airing  in  an  open  field, 
may  contribute  more  fuccefsfully  to  the  cooling  a  critic's 
feverity,  than  it  did  to  the  affuaging  of  Mr.  Cheek's 
anger,  of  old  ?  In  thefe  fields  you  will  be  fccure  of  find- 
ing no  enemy,  but  the  moft  faithful  and  affectionate  of 
your  friends,  etc. 


A 
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LETTER    XIII. 

May  17,   1710. 

FTER  I  had  recover'd  from  a  dangerous  illnefs 
which  was  firlt  contracted  in  town,  about  a  fort- 
night after  rny  coming  hither  I  troubled  you  with  a  let- 
ter, and  *  paper  inclos'd,  which  you  had  been  fo  oblig- 
ing as  to  defire  a  fight  of  when  laft  I  faw  you,  promif^ 
ing  me  in  return  fome  tranflations  of  yours  from  Ovid. 
Since  when,  I  have  not  had  a  fyllable  from  your  hands, 
fo  that  'tis  to  be  fearrd  that  tho'  I  have  efcap'd  death, 
I  have  not  oblivion.  1  fhould  at  leaft  have  expe&ed 
you  to  have  finifhed  that  elegy  upon  me,  which  you  told 
me,  you  was  upon  the  point  of  beginning  when  I  was 
ficlc  in  London  ;  if  you  will  but  do  fo  much  for  me 
firft,  I  will  give  you  leave  to  forget  me  afterwards  ;  and 
for  my  own  part  will  die  at  difcretion,  and  at  my  lei- 
fure.  But  1  fear  I  muft  be  forced,  like  many  learned 
authors,  to  write  my  own  epitaph,  if  J  would  be  re- 
membered at  all.  Monfieur  de  la  Fontaine's  would  fit 
me  to  a  hair  ;  but  it  is  a  kind  of  facriliege  (do  you  think 
it  is  not  ?)  to  fteal  epitaphs.  In  my  preient,  living  dc  ad 
condition,  nothing  would  be  properer  than  Qllitufyue 
meorum,  obli-vifcendus  et  i-llii,  but  that  unluckily  I  can't 
forget  my  friends,  and  the  civilities  I  received  fiom 
yourfelf,  and  fome  others.  They  fay  indeed  'tis  one 
quality  of  generous  minds  to  forget  the  obligations  they 
have  conferred,  and  perhaps  too  it  may  be  fo  to  forget 
thofe  on  whom  they  conferr'd  'em  :  Then  indeed  I 
muft  be  forgotten  to  all  intents  and  purpofes  !  I  am,  it 
mbft  be  own'd,  dead  in  a  natural  capacity,  according 
to  Mr.  Bickerftaff;  dead  in  a  poetical  capacity,  as  a 
damn'd  author  ;  and  dead  in  a  civil  capacity,  as  a  ufe- 

*  Verfes  on  Silence,  in  imitation  of  the  Earl  of  Rochester's  poem 
on  Nothing  j  done  at  fourteen  years  old, 
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lefs  member  of  the  Commonwealth.    But  reflect,  dear 
Sir,  what  melancholy  effects  may  enfue,  if  dead  men 
are  not  civil  to  one  another  !  If  he  who  has  nothing  to 
do  himfelf,  will  not  comfort  and  fupport  another  in  his 
idlenefs :  If  thofe  who  are  to  die  themfelves,  will  not 
now  and  then  pay  the  charity  of  rifiting  a  tomb  and 
a  dead  friend,  and  ftrowing  a  few  flowers  over  him  :  In 
the  ftiades  where  I  am,  the  Inhabitants  have  a  mutual 
compaflion  for  each  other ;  being  all  alike  Inanes ;  we 
faunter  to  one  another's  habitations,  and  daily  affift  each 
other  in  doing  nothing  at  all.     This  I  mention  for  your 
edification  and  example,  that  all  alive  as  you  are,  you 
may  not  fometimes  difdain — defipere  in  loco.     Tho'  you 
are  no  Papift,  and  have  not  fo  much  regard  to  the  dead 
as  to  addrefs  yourfelf  to  them  (which  I  plainly  perceive 
by  your  filence)  yet  I  hope  you  are  not  one  of  thofe 
heterodox,  who  hold  them   to   be  totally   infenfible  of 
the  good  offices  and  kind  wimes  of  their  living  friends, 
and  to  be  in  a  dull  ftate  of  fleep,  without  one  dream  of 
thofe  they  left  behind  them.     If  you  are,  let  this  letter 
convince  you  to  the  contrary,  which  afiures  you  I  ana 
Hill,  tho'  in  a  ftate  of  feparation,  Your,  etc. 

P.  S.  This  letter  of  deaths  puts  me  in  mind  of  poor 
Mr.  Betterton's ;  over  whom  I  would  have  this  fentence 
of  Tully  for  an  epitaph,  which  will  ferve  him  as  well 
in  his  Moral,  as  his  Theatrical  capacity. 

Vitts  bine  a£l&  jucundijfima  e 


LETTER    XIV. 

June  24,  1710. 

3'~|~<IS  very  natural  for  a  young  friend,  and  a  young 
•*-     lover,  to  think  the  perfons  they  love  have  no- 
thing to  do  but  to  pleafs  them ;  when  perhaps  they,  for 
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their  parts,  had  twenty  other  engagements  before.  This 
was  my  cafe,  when  I  vvonder'd  I  did  not  hear  from 
you;  but  I  no  fooner  receiv'd  your  fhort  letter,  but  I 
forgot  your  long  filence  :  and  fo  many  fine  things  as 
you  faid  of  me  could  not  but  have  wrought  a  cure  on 
my  own  ficknefs,  if  it  had  not  been  of  the  nature  of 
that,  which  is  deaf  to  the  voice  of  the  charmer.  'T\vas 
irnpoffible  you  could  have  better  tim'd  your  compli- 
ment on  my  philofophy ;  it  was  certainly  propereft  to 
commend  me  for  it  juft  when  I  moil  needed  it,  and 
when  I  could  leaft  be  proud  of  it ;  that  is,  when  I  was 
in  pain.  'Tis  not  eafy  to  exprefs  what  an  exaltation  it 
gave  to  my  fpirits,  above  all  the  cordials  of  my  doclor ; 
and  'tis  no  compliment  to  tell  you,  that  your  compli- 
ments were  fweeter  than  the  fweeteft  of  his  juleps  and 
fyrups.  But  if  you  will  not  believe  fo  much, 

Pour  le  mrim,  wire  compliment 

M 'a  /outage  aans  ff  moment  ; 

Et  des  qu'on  me  Vejl  venufaire 

J'ai  chajfe  man  apoticairet 

Et  renvoye  man  lavement. 

Neverthelefs  I  would  not  have  you  entirely  lay  afide 
the  thoughts  of  my  epitaph,  any  more  than  I  do  thofe 
of  the  probability  of  my  becoming  (ere  long)  the  fub- 
jeft  of  one.  For  death  has  of  late  been  very  familiar 
with  fome  of  my  fize ;  I  am  told  my  Lord  Lumley  and 
Mr.  Litton  are  gone  before  me ;  and  tho'  I  may  now, 
without  vanity,  efteem  myfelf  the  leaft  thing  like  a  man 
in  England,  yet  I  can't  but  be  forry,  two  heroes  of  fuch 
a  make  fliould  die  inglorious  in  their  beds ;  when  it  had 
been  a  fate  more  worthy  our  fize,  had  they  met  with 
theirs  from  an  irruption  of  Cranes,  or  other  warlike  ani- 
mals, thofe  ancient  enemies  to  our  Pygmaean  anceftors  ! 
You  of  a  fuperior  fpecies  little  regard  what  befals  us 
komuncionei  fefquipedalef ;  however,  you  have  no  reafon 
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to  be  fo  unconcern'd,  fince  all  phyficians  agree  there  is 
no  greater  fign  of  a  plague  among  men,  than  a  mor- 
tality among  frogs.  I  was  the  other  day  in  company 
with  a  lady,  who  rally 'd  my  perfon  fo  much,  as  to  caufe 
a  total  fubverfion  of  my  countenance  :  fome  days  after, 
to  be  revenged  on  her,  I  prefented  her,  among  other 
company,  the  following  Rondeau  on  thatoccafion,  which 
I  defire  you  to  (how  Sappho. 

You  knanv  where  you  did  defpife 

(T'other  day)  my  little  eyes, 

Little  legs,  and  little  thighs, 

And  fame  things  of  little  feze, 

You  knonu  where, 

Tott,  'tJs  true,  havefne  black  eyes, 
'Taper  legs,  and  tempting  thighs, 
Yet  what  more  than  all  we  prize 
It  a  thing  of  littieJJze, 

1 0:1  knoiv  where, 

This  fort  of  writing  call'd  the  Rondeau  is  what  I  ne- 
ver knew  praclis'd  in  our  nation,  and,  I  verily  believe, 
it  was  not  in  ufe  with  the  Greeks  or  Romans,  neither 
Macrobius  nor  Kyginus  taking  the  leaft  notice  of  it. 
'Tis  to  be  obierv'd,  that  the  vulgar  fpelling  and  pro- 
nouncing it  Round  O,  is  a  manifeft  corruption,  and  by 
no  means  to  be  allow'd  of  by  critics."  Some  may  mif- 
takenly  imagine  that  it  was  a  fort  of  Rondeau  which  the 
Gallick  foldiers  fung  in  Caefar's  triumph  over  Gaul — 
Gallias  Ceeftr  fubegit,  etc.  as  it  is  recorded  by  Sueto- 
nius in  Julio,  and  fo  derive  its  original  from  the  ancient 
Gauls  to  the  modern  French  :  but  this  is  erroneous  ;  the 
words  there  not  being  ranged  according  to  the  laws  of 
the  Rondeau,  as  laid  down  by  Clement  Marot.  If  you 
will  fay,  that  the  fong  of  the  foldiers  might  be  only  the 
rude  beginning  of  this  kind  of  Poem,  and  fo  confe- 
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quently  imperfect,  neither  Heinfius  nor  I  can  be  of  that 
opinion ;  and  fo  I  conclude,  that  we  know  nothing  of 
the  matter. 

But,  Sir,  I  aik  your  pardon  for  all  this  buffoonery, 
which  I  could  not  addrefs  to  any  one  fo  well  as  to  you, 
fmce  I  have  found  by  experience,  that  you  moft  eafily 
forgive  my  impertinencies.  'Tis  only  to  fhow  you  that  f 
am  mindful  of  you  at  all  times ;  that  I  write  at  all  times  • 
and  as  nothing  I  can  fay  can  be  worth  your  reading,  fo 
I  may  as  well  throw  out  what  comes  uppermoft,  as  ftudy 
to  be  dull.  I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XV. 
Prom  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

July  15,  1710. 

H  T  laft  I  have  prevaii'd  over  a  lazy  humour  to  tranf- 
•**•  cribe  this  elegy :  I  have  changed  the  fituation  of 
fome  of  the  Latin  verfes,  and  made  fome  interpolations, 
but  I  hope  they  are  not  abfurd,  and  foreign  to  my  au- 
thor's fenfe  and  manner ;  but  they  are  referr'd  to  your 
cenfure,  as  a  debt;  whom  I  efteem  no  lefs  a  critic  than 
•a  poet :  I  expeft  to  be  treated  with  the  fame  rigour  as 
I  have  pra&is'd  to  Mr.  Dryden  and  you. 

Han:  weniam  petitnvfque  damufque  I'icijfim. 
I  defire  the  favour  of  your  opinion,  why  Priam,  in 
his  fpeech  to  Pyrrhus  in  the  fecond  jEneid,  fays,  this 
to  him, 

At  non  ilk,  fatum  quo  te  mentiris,  Achilles. 

He  would  intimate  (I  fancy  by  Pyrrhus's  anfwer)  only 
his  degeneracy :  but  then  thefe  following  lines  of  the 


FROM  H.  C  R  O  M  W  E  L  L,  Es  q.      83 

verfion  (I  fuppofe  from  Homer's  hiftory)  feem  abfurd  in 
the  mouth  of  Priam,  viz. 

He  cbear'd  my  farrows,  and  far  f  urns  of  gold 
The  bloadlefi  carcafe 


lam 

Your,  etc. 

^  .     ..  _  , 

LETTER    XVI. 

T  Give  you  thanks  for  the  verfion  you  fent  me  of  Ovid's 
elegy.  It  is  very  much  an  image  of  that  author's 
writing,  who  has  an  agreeablenefs  that  charms  us  with- 
out correclnefs,  like  a  miftrefs,  vvhofe  faults  we  fee,  but 
love  her  with  them  all.  You  have  very  judicioufly  al- 
ter'd  his  method  in  fome  places,  and  I  can  find  nothing 
which  I  dare  infift  upon  as  an  error  :  what  I  have  writ- 
ten in  the  margins  being  merely  guefles  at  a  little  im- 
provement, rather  than  criticifms.  I  afTure  you  I  do 
not  expeft  you  mould  fubfcribe  to  my  private  notions 
but  when  you  /hall  judge  them  agreeable  to  reafon  and 
good  fenfe.  What  I  have  done  is  not  as  a  critic,  but  a$ 
a  friend  :  I  know  too  well  how  many  qualities  are  re- 
quifite  to  make  the  one,  and  that  I  want  almofl  all  I  can 
•reckon  up  ;  but  I  am  fure  I  do  not  want  inclination,  nor, 
J  hope,  capacity  to  be  the  other.  Nor  mail  I  take  it  at 
all  amifs,  that  another  duTents  from  my  opinion  :  'Tis 
no  more  than  I  have  often  done  from  my  own  ;  and 
indeed,  the  more  a  man  advances  in  underftanding,  he 
becomes  the  more  every  day  a  critic  upon  himfelf,  and 
finds  fbmething  or  other  Hill  to  blame  in  his  former  no- 
tions and  opinions.  I  could  be  glad  to  know  if  you 
have  tranflated  the  i  ith  elegy  of  lib.  ii.  Ad  amicam  na- 
•vigantem.  The  8th  of  book  iii,  or  the  nth  of  book 
VOL.  V.  F 
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jii,  which  are  above  all  others  my  particular  favourites, 
efpecially  the  laft  of  thefe. 

As  to  the  paflage  of  which  you  afk  my  opinion  in  the 
fecond  ^Eneid,  it  is  either  fo  plain  as  to  require  no  fo- 
lution  ;  or  elfe  (which  is  very  probable)  you  fee  farther 
into  it  than  I  can.  Priam  would  fay,  that  "  Achilles 
*'  (whom  furely  you  only  feign  to  be  your  father,  fince 
•"  your  actions  are  fo  different  from  his)  did  not  ufe  me 
"  thus  inhumanly.  He  blufh'd  at  his  murder  of  Hec- 
"  tor,  when  he  faw  my  forrows  for  him  ;  and  reftored 
*'  his  dead  body  to  me  to  be  buried."  To  this  the  an- 
fwer  of  Pyrrhus  feems  to  be  agreeable  enough,  "  G« 
"  then  to  the  lhades,  and  tell  Achilles  how  I  degene- 
"  rate  from  him  :"  granting  the  truth  of  what  Priam, 
had  faid  of  the  difference  between  them.  Indeed  Mr. 
Dryden's  mentioning  here  what  Virgil  more  judicioufly 
pafles  in  filence,  the  circumflance  of  Achilles's  felling 
for  money  the  body  of  Hector,  feems  not  fo  proper;  it 
in  fome  meafure  leflening  the  characler  of  Achilles's  ge- 
Kerofity  and  piety,  which  is  the  very  point  of  which 
Priam  endeavours  in  this  place  to  convince  his  fon,  and 
to  reproach  him  with  the  want  of.  But  the  truth  of  this 
circumftance  is  no  way  to  be  queftion'd,  being  exprefly 
taken  from  Homer,  who  reprefents  Achilles  weeping 
for  Priam,  yet  receiving  the  gold,  Iliad  xxiv.  For  when 
he  gives  the  body,  he  ufes  thefe  words,  "  O  my  friend  Pa- 
•"  troclus ;  forgive  me  that  I  quit  the  corpfe  of  him  who 
•«  kiirdthee;  1  have  great  gifts  in  ranfom  for  it,  which  I 
*'  will  beftow  upon  thy  funeral." 

Jam,  etc. 
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LETTER    XVII. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Aug.  5,  1710: 

T  OOKING  among  fome  French  rhymes,  I  was 
•^  agreeably  furpriz'd  to  find  in  the  Rondeau  of  *  Pour 
k  mains — your  Apoticaire  and  Lavement,  which  I  took 
for  your  own  ;  fo  much  is  your  Mufe  of  intelligence 
with  the  wits  of  all  languages.  You  have  refin'd  upon 
Voiture,  whofe  Ou  <vom  fa<vez  is  much  inferior  to  your 
Ton  know  ii-bere — You  do  not  only  pay  your  dob  with 
your  author  (as  our  friend  fays)  but  the  whole  reckon- 
ing ;  who  can  form  fuch  pretty  lines  from  fo  trivial  a 
hint. 

For  my  f  Elegy  ;  'tis  confefs'd,  that  the  topography 
of  Sulmo  in  Latin  makes  but  an  aukward  figure  in  the 
verfion.  Your  couplet  of  the  dog-ftar  is  very  fine,  but 
may  be  too  fublime  in  this  place.  I  laugh'd  heartily 
at  your  note  upon  Paradife;  for  to  make  Ovid  talk  of 
the  garden  of  Eden,  is  certainly  moft  abfurd  ;  but  Xe- 
nophon  in  his  Oeconomics,  fpeaking  of  a  garden  finely 
planted  and  watered  (as  is  here  defcribed)  calls  it  Para- 
difos :  'Tis  an  interpolation  indeed,  and  ferves  for  a 
gradation  to  the  celeftial  orb ;  which  expreffes  in  fome 
fort  the  Sidus  Cafloris  in  parte  cceli  —  How  trees  can 
enjoy,  let  the  naturalifts  determine ;  but  the  poets  make 
them  fenfuive,  lovers,  bachelors,  and  married.  Virgil 
in  his  Georgics,  lib.  ii.  Horace  Ode  xv.  lib.  ii.  Pfa- 
tanus  c<elebs  evincet  ulmos.  Epod  ii.  Ergo  ant  adult  a  vi- 
tium  propagine  dltas  maritat  populos.  Your  critique  is  a 
very  Dokepiccante-,  for  after  the  many  fau'ts  you  juftly 

*  In  Voiture's  Poems. 

•\  Ovid's  Amorum,  1.  ii,  el.  16.  Pars  me  Sulnao,  etc, 
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find,  you  fmooth  your  rigour :  but  an  obliging  thing  is 
owing  (you  think)  to  one  who  fo  much  efteems  and 
admires  you,  and  who  fhall  ever  be 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVIII. 

Auguft  21,  1710. 

V7"OUR  Letters  are  a  perfeft  charity  to  a  man  in  re- 
*  tirement,  utterly  forgotten  of  all  his  friends  but 
you  ;  for  fince  Mr.  Wycherley  left  London,  I  have  not 
heard  a  word  from  him  ;  though  juft  before,  and  once 
fince,  I  writ  to  him,  and  tho'  I  know  myfelf  guilty  of 
no  offence  but  of  doing  fmcerely  juft  what  he  *  bid  me 
—Hcc  mihi  libertas,  hoc  pia  lingua  dedit ! — But  the  greateft 
injury  he  does  me  is  the  keeping  me  in  ignorance  of  his 
welfare,  which  I  am  always  very  felicitous  for,  and  very 
uneafyin  the  fear  of  anyindifpofition  that  may  befalhim. 
In  what  I  fent  you  fome  time  ago,  you  have  not  verfe 
enough  to  be  fevere  upon,  in  revenge  for  my  laft  criti- 
cifm  :  In  one  point  I  muft  perfift,  that  is  to  fay,  my 
diflike  of  your  Paradife,  in  which  I  take  no  pleafure  ;  I 
know  very  well  that  in  Greek  'tis  not  only  us'd  by  Xe- 
nophon,  but  is  a  common  word  for  any  garden  ;  but  in 
Englifh  it  bears  the  fignification  and  conveys  the  Idea  of 
Eden,  which  alone  is  (I  think)  a  reafon  againft  making 
Ovid  ufe  it ;  who  will  be  thought  to  talk  too  much  like 
a  Chriftian  in  your  verlion  at  leaft,  whatever  it  might 
have  been  in  Latin  or  Greek.  As  for  all  the  reft  of  my 
remarks,  fince  you  do  not  laugh  at  them  as  at  this,  I 
can  be  fo  civil  as  not  to  lay  any  ftrefs  upon  them  (as,  I 
think,  I  told  you  before)  and  in  particular  in  the  point 

*  Correfling  his  verfes.    See  the  letters  in  1706,  and  the  fellow- 
ing  years,  of  Mr,  Wycherley  and  Mr;  Pope, 
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of  trees  enjoying,  you  have,  I  muft  own,  fully  fatisfied 
me  that  the  expreilion  is  not  only  defenfible,  but  beau- 
tiful. I  mall  be  very  glad  to  fee  your  tranflation  of  the 
elegy,  Ad  amicam  nawigantem,  as  foon  as  you  can ;  for 
(without  a  compliment  to  you)  every  thing  you  write, 
either  in  verfe  or  profe,  is  welcome  to  me;  and  you  may 
be  confident,  (if  my  opinion  can  be  of  any  fort  of  con- 
fequence  in  any  thing)  that  I  will  never  be  unfincerer 
tho'  I  may  be  often  miilaken.  To  ufe  fmcerity  with 
you  is  but  paying  you  in  your  own  coin,  from  whom  I 
have  experienced  fo  much  of  it ;  and  I  need  not  tell 
you,  how  much  I  really  efteern  you,  when  1  efteem  no- 
thing in  the  v/orld  fo  much  as  that  quality.  I  know, 
you  fornetimes  fay  civil  things  to  me  in  your  epiftolary 
ftyle,  but  thofe  I  am  to  make  allowance  for,  as,particu- 
larly  when  you  talk  of  admiring  ;  'tis  a  word  you  are  fo 
ns'd  to  in  converfation  of  Ladies,  that  it  will  creep  into 
your  difcourfe,  in  fpite  of  you,  even  Jo  your  friends. 
But  as  women,  when  they  think  themfelves  fecure  of 
admiration,  commit  a  thoufand  negligences,  which  mow 
them  fo  much  at  difadvantage  and  off  their  guard,  as  to 
lofe  the  little  real  Jove  they  had  before  :  fo  when  men 
imagine  others  enteitain  fome  efteem  for  their  abilities, 
they  often  expofe  all  their  imperfections  and  foolifli 
works,  to  the  difparagement  of  the  little  wit  they  were 
thought  mafters  cf.  I  am  going  to  exemplify  this  to 
you,  in  putting  into  your  hands  (being  encouraged  by 
fo  much  indulgence)  fome  verfes  of  my  youth,  or  rather 
childhood  ;  which  (as  I  was  a  great  admirer  of  Waller) 
were  intended  in  imitation  of  his  manner*;  and  are, 
perhaps,  fuch  imitations,  as  thofe  you  fee  in  aukward 
country  dames,  of  the  fine  and  well-bred  ladies  of  the 
court.  If  you  will  take  them  with  you  into  Lincoln- 

*  One  or  two  of  thefe  were  fince  printed  among  o;her  Imita- 
tions done  in  his  youth, 
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mire,  they  may  fave  you  one  hour  from  the  converfation 
of  the  country  gentlemen  and  their  tenants  (who  differ 
but  in  drefs  and  name)  which,  if  it  be  there  as  bad  as 
here,  is  even  worfe  than  my  poetry.  I  hope  your  ftay- 
there  will  be  no  longer  than  (as  Mr.  Wycherley  calls  it) 
to  rob  the  -country,  and  run  away  to  London  with 
your  money.  In  the  mean  time  I  beg  the  favour  of  a 
line  from  you,  and  am  (as  I  will  never  ceafe  to  be) 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XIX. 

oa.  i2,  1710. 

T  Deferred  anfwering  your  laft,  upon  the  advice  I  re- 
•*•  ceiv'd,  that  you  were  leaving  the  town  for  fome  time, 
and  expected  your  return  with  impatience,  having 
then  a  defign  of  feeing  my  friends  there,  among  the 
firft  of  which  I  have  reafon  to  account  yourfelf.  But 
my  almoft  continual  iilneffes  prevent  that,  as  well  as 
inoft  other  fatisfadioiis  of  my  life  :  However,  I  may 
fay  one  good  thing  of  ficknefs,  that  it  is  the  beft  cure 
in  nature  for  ambition,  and  defigns  upon  the  world  or 
fortune :  It  makes  a  man  pretty  indifferent  for  the  fu- 
ture, provided  he  can  but  be  eafy,  by  intervals,  for  the 
prefent.  He  will  be  content  to  compound  for  his  quiet 
only,  and  leave  all  the  ciicumilantial  part  and  pomp  of 
life  to  thoie,  who  have  a  health  vigorous  enough  to  en- 
joy all  the  miftiefTes  of  their  defires.  I  thank  God, 
there  is  nothing  out  of  myielf  which  I  would  be  at  the 
trouble  of  feeking,  except  a  friend  ;  a  happinefs  I  once 
hop'd  to  have  poflefs'd  1:0,  Mr.  Wycherley  ;  but — Quan- 
tum mutatus  ab  illo  ! — I  have  for  fome  years  been  em- 
ploy'd  much  like  children  that  build  houfes  with  cards, 
endeavouring  very  fcufily  and  eagerly  to  raife  a  friend- 
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feip,  which  the  firft  breath  of  any  ill  -natur'd  by-ftander 
could  puff  away. — But  I  will  trouble  you  no  farther 
with  writing,  nor  myfelf  with  thinking,  of  this  fubjeft. 
I  was  mightily  pleafed  to  perceive  by  your  quotation 
from  Voiture,  that  you  had  track'd  me  fo  far  as  France. 
You  fee  'tis  with  weak  heads  as  with  weak  ftomachs* 
they  immediately  throw  out  what  they  received  laft  ; 
and  what  chey  read,  Meats  upon  the  furface  of  the 
mind,  like  oil  upon  water,  without  incorporating.  This, 
I  think,  however,  can't  be  faid  of  the  love-verfes  I  laff 
troubled  you  with,  where  all  (I  am  afraid)  is  fo  pue- 
rile and  fo  like  the  author,  that  no  body  will  fufpecY 
any  thing  to  be  borrow'd.  Yet  you  (as  a  friend,  en- 
tertaining a  better  opinion  of  them)  it  feems,  fearch'd 
In  Waller,  but  fearch'd  in  vain.  Your  judgment  o 
them  is  (I  think)  very  right, — for  it  was  my  own' 
opinion  before,  if  you  think  'em  not  worth  the  trou- 
ble of  correcting,  pray  tell  me  fo  freely,  and  it  will  fave 
me  a  labour;  if  you  think  the  contrary,  you  would  par- 
ticularly oblige  me  by  your  remarks  on  the  feveral 
thoughts  as  they  occur.  I  long  to  be  nibbling  at  your  ver- 
fes,  and  have  not  forgot  who  prorxm'd  me  Ovid's  elegy 
Ad  dmicatn  na<vigantem.  Had  Ovid  been  as  long  compo- 
iing  it,  as  you  in  fending  it,  the  lady  might  have  iail'd  to 
Gades,and  receiv'd  it  at  her  return.  I  have  really  a  great 
itch  of  critkifm  upon  me,  but  want  matter  here  in  the 
country ;  which  I  defire  yau  to  furniih  me  with,  as  I 
do  y0u  in. the  town, 

Sic  fer<uat ftudii  foedera  quifquefui. 

1  am  obliged  to  Mr.  Caryl  (whom,  you  tell  me,  y>ir 
met  at  Epfom)  for  telling  you  truth,  as  a  m?n  is  in  the  s 
days  to  any  one  that  will  tell  truth  to  his  ac  antrrge  ; 
and  1  think  none  is  more  to  mine,  than  what  ue  u/li 
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you,  and  I  ftiould  be  glad  to  tell  all  the  world,  that  I 

have  an  extreme  affedion  and  efteem  for  you. 

Ttcum  eter.im  lortgos  memini  confumere  files, 

Et  tecum  primas  epulis.decerpere  nodes ; 

Unum  of  us  et  requiem  paritir  difponimus  (imbo, 

Jltque  verecunda  laxamus  ftria  men/a. 

By  thefe  Epul*,  as  I  take  it,  Perfiu?  meant  the  Por- 
tugal Snuff  and  burnt  Claret,  which  he  took  with  his 
matter  Cornutus ;  and  the  <verecunda  men/a  was,  without 
difpute,  fome  coffee-houfe  table  of  the  ancients. — I  will 
only  obferve,  that  thefe  four  lines  are  as  elegant  and 
mufical  as  any  in  Perfius,  not  excepting  thofe  fix  or 
feven  which  Mr.  Dryden  quotes  as  the  only  fuch  in  all 
that  author. — I  could  be  heartily  glad  to  repeat  the  fa- 
tisfafticn  defcrib'd  in  them,  being  truly 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XX. 

October  28,  1710. 

T  Am  glad  to  find  by  your  laft  letter  that  you  write  to 
•*•  me  with  the  freedom  of  a  friend,  fetting  down  your 
thoughts,  as  they  occur,  and  dealing  plainly  with  me 
in  the  matter  of  my  own  trifles,  which,  I  aflure  you,  I 
never  valued  half  fo  much  as  I  do  that  fincerity  in  you 
which  they  were  the  occafion  of  difcovering  to  me;  and 
which  while  I  am  happy  in,  I  may  be  trufted  with  that 
dangerous  weapon,  Poetry,  fince  I  {hall  do  nothing  with 
it  but  after  afking  and  following  your  advice.  I  value 
fincerity  the  more,  as  I  find  by  fad  experience,  the  prac- 
tice of  it  is  more  dangerous  ;  writers  rarely  pardoning 
the  executioners  of  their  verfes,  even  tho'  themfelves 
pronounce  fentence  upon  them. — As  to  Mr.  Philips's 
Paftorals,  I  take  the  firft  to  be  infinitely  the  beft,  and 
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the  fecond  the  worft  ;  the  third  is  for  the  greateft  part- 
a  tranflation  from  Virgil's  Daphnis.  I  will  not  foreftal 
your  judgment  of  the  reft,  only  obferve  in  that  of  the 
Nightingale  thefe  lines  (fpeaking  of  the  mufician's  play- 
ing on  the  harp) 

Now  lightly  Jkimming  o'er  the  firings  they  pafs, 
Lt&e  wings  that  gently  bru/h  the  plying  grafs, 
And  melting  airs  arife  at  their  command ; 
And  now,  laborious,  with  a  weighty  handt 
He  Jinks  into  the  cords,  <ujithfdemn  pace, 
And  gi*ves  the  Dwelling  tones  a  manly  grace. 

To  which  nothing  can  be  objected,  but  that  they  are 
too  lofty  for  paftoral,  efpecially  being  put  into  the  mouth 
of  a  fhepherd,  as  they  are  here  ;  in  the  poet's  own  per- 
fon  they  had  been  (I  believe)  more  proper.  They  are 
more  after  Virgil's  manner  than  that  of  Theocritus, 
whom  yet  in  the  character  of  paitoral  he  rather  feems 
to  imitate.  In  the  whole,  I  agree  with  the  Tatler, 
that  we  have  no  better  Eclogues  in  our  language.  There 
is  a  fmall  copy  of  the  fame  author  publifh'd  in  the  Tatler 
N°.  12.  on  the  Daniih  winter :  'Tis  poetical  painting, 
and  I  recommend  it  to  your  perufal. 

Dr.  Garth's  poem  I  have  not  feen,  but  believe  I  fhall 
be  of  that  critic's  opinion  you  mention  at  Will's,  who 
fwore  it  was  good  :  for,  tho'  I  am  very  cautious  of 
fwearing  after  critics,  yet  I  think  one  may  do  it  more 
fafely  when  they  commend,  than  when  they  blame. 

I  agree  with  you  in  your  cenfure  of  the  ufe  of  fea- 
terms  in  Mr.  Dryden's  Virgil ;  not  only  becaufe  Hele- 
nus  was  no  great  prophet  in  thofe  matters,  but  becaufe 
no  terms  of  Art  or  cant  words  fuit  with  the  majefty 
and  dignity  of  ftile  which  epic  poetry  requires — Cut 
tnens  diiiinior  atque  os  magna  Jonaturum.—  The  Tarpaw- 
lin  phrafe  can  pleafe  none  but  fuch  qui  aurum  habtnt 
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Batavam  ',  they  muft  not  expe<El  auriSus  Attlch  pro£ari\ 
I  find  by  you.  (I  think  I  have  brought  in  two  phrales 
of  Martial  here  very  dextroufly.) 

Tho'  you  fay  you  did  not  rightly  take  my  meaning 
in  the  verfe  1  quoted  from  Juvenal,  yet  I  will  not  ex- 
plain it ;  becaufe,  though  it  feems  you  are  refolv'd  te 
take  me  for  a  critic,  I  would  by  no  means  be  thought  a 
commentator. — And  for  another  realbn  too,  becaufe  I 
have  quite  forgot  both  the  verfe  and  the  application. 

I  hope  it  will  be  na  offence  to  give  my  molt  hearty 
fervice  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  tho'  I  perceive  by  his  laft  to 
i»e,  I  am  not  to  trouble  him  with  my  letters,  fince 
he  there  told  me  he  was  going  inftantly  out  of  town, 
and  till  his  return  was  my  fervant*  etc.  I  guefs  by. 
yours  he  is  yet  with  you,  and  beg  you  to  do  what 
you  may  with  all  truth  and  honour,  that  is,  aflure  hinv 
J  have  ever  borne  all  the  refpecl  and  kindnefs  imagi- 
nable, to  him.  J  do  not  know  to  this  hour  what  it  is. 
that  has  eftranged  him.  from  me ;  but  this  I  know,  that, 
he  may  for  the  future  be  more  fafely  my  friend,  fince 
no  invitation  of  his  mail  ever  more  make  me  fo  free, 
with  him.  1  could  not  have  thought  any  man  fo  very. 
cautious  and  fufpicious,  as  not  to  credit,  his  own  expe- 
rience of  a  friend.  ,  Indeed  to  believe  no  body,  may: 
be  a  maxim  of  fafety,  but  not  fo  much  of  honefty. 
There  is  but  one  way  I  know  of  converfing  fafely,  with 
all  men,  that  is,  not  by  concealing  what  we  fay  or  do,, 
tut  by  faying  or  doing  nothing  that  deferves  to  be  con- 
ceal'd,  and  I  can  truly  boaft  this  comfort  in  my  affairs 
v.-uh  Mr.  Wycherley.  But  I  pardon  his  Jealoufy,  which, 
is  become  his  nature,  and  fhall  never  be  his  enemy  . 
whaifcever  he  fays  of  me. 

Your,  etc* 
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LETTER    XXI. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Nov.  5,  i;icv 

T  Find  I  am  obliged  to  the  fight  of  your  love-verfesj 
•*•  for  your  opinion  of  my  iincerity  ;  which  had  never 
been  call'd  in  queilion,  if  you  had  not  forced  me,  upon 
fo  many  other  occafions,  to  exprefs  my  efteem. 

I  have  juftread  and  compar'd  *  Mr.  Rowe's,  verfion  of 
the  ixth  of  Lucan,  with  very  great  pleafure,  where  I  find> 
none-  of  thofe  abfurdities  fo  frequent  in  that  of  Virgil, 
except  in  two  places,  for  the  fake  of  laming  the  priefts ; 
one  where  Cato  fays — Sortihgii  egeant  dubii — and  one- 
in  the  fimile  of  the  Hasmorrhois— -fatidid  Sabeei — He 
is  fo  errant,  a  whig,  that  he  (trains  even  beyond  his  au- 
thor, ini  paffion  for  liberty,  and  averfion  to  tyranny  ; 
and  errs  only  in  amplification.  Lucan  ix.  in  initiot  de» 
fcribing  the  feat  of  the  Scmidei  manes,  fays, 

QuoJque  patet  terras  inter  lunteque  me  at  us  y 

Semidei.  manes  habitant. 
Mr.  Rowe  has  this  line, 

Thfu  locking  down  on  tbe  Sun's  feeble  Ray. 
Pray  your  opinion,  if  there  be  an  Eiror-Sphsricus  ia- 
this  or  no  ?. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXII. 

Nov.  ii,  1710, 

•\7"OU  miftake  me  very  much  in  thinking  the  free^- 
dom  you  kindly  us'd  with   my  love-verfes,  gave 
me  the  firft  opinion  of  your  fmcerity  :  I  affure  you  ifi- 
*  Pieces  printed  iothe  6th  vol.  of  Tonfon's  Mifcellaniej. 
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only  did  what  every  good-natur'd  aftion  of  yours  has 
done  fmce,  confirm'd  me  more  in  that  opinion.  The 
fable  of  the  nightingale  in  Philips's  paftoral,  is  taken 
from  Famianus  Strada's  Latin  poem  on  the  fame  fub- 
jeft,  in  his  Prtlujianes  Academic* ;  only  the  tomb  he 
ereds  at  the  end,  is  added  from  Virgil's  conclufion  of 
the  Culex.  I  can't  forbear  giving  you  a  paflage  out  of 
the  Latin  poem  I  mention,  by  which  you  will  find  the 
Englifh  poet  is  indebted  to  it. 

Alttrnat  mira  arte  fides :  dum  torquet  acutas, 
Jnciditque,  graves  cpercfo  --verbere  fidfat. 
Jamque  manu  per  fia  <volat ;  ftmul  hos,jimul  illot 
Explorat  numeros,  chordaque  labor  at  in  omr.i. — 
Moxjilet.     Ilia  modis  tot  idem  ref pandit,  et  art  em 
Arte  refert.     Nunc  ceu  rudis,  aut  incerta  canendit 
Prtfbet  iter  liquidem  la  bent  i  e  pe£lore  <voci, 
Nunc  ceefem  variat,  mcdulifque  canora  minutis 
Delibrat  wcem,  tremuloque  reciprocal  ore. 
This  poem  was  many  years  fmce  imitated  by  Crafhaw, 
eut  of  whofe  verfes  the  following  are  very  remarkable. 
Frcm  this  to  that,  from  that  to  thisbefies. 
Feels  mufic's  pulfe  in  all  its  arteries  ; 
Caught  in  a  ret  ivhich  there  Apollo  fpreads> 
His  fingers  ftruggle  nvith  the  i>oca/  threads. 
I  have  (as  I  think  I  formerly  told  you)  a  very  good 
opinion  of  Mr.  Rovve's  ixth  book  of  Lucan  :  Indeed 
he  amplifies  too  much,  as  well  as  Brebosuf,  the  famous 
French  imitator.     If  1  remember  right,  he  fometimes 
takes  the  whole  comment  into  the  text  of  the  verfion, 
as  particularly  in  lin.  8c8.  Utque  folet  pafiter  totis  fe 
efi'undere  Jignis  Coryni  preffura  croci. — And  in  the  place 
you  quote,  he  makes  of  thofe  two  lines  in  the  Latin, 

Vidit  quanta  fub  nocle  jaceret 
Noftra  dies,  rijitquefui  ludibria  trunci, 
no  lefs  than  eight  in  Engliflx. 
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What  you  obferve,  fure,  cannot  be  an  Error-Spha?- 
ricus,  ftriclly  fpeaking,  either  according  to  the  Ptole- 
maic, or  our  Copernican  fyftem  ;  Tycho  Brahe  himfelf 
will  be  on  the  tranflator's  fide.  For  Mr.  Rowe  here 
fays  no  more,  than  that  he  look'd  down  on  the  rays 
of  the  fun,  which  Pompey  might  do,  even  tho'  the 
body  of  the  fun  were  above  him. 

You  can't  but  have  remarked  what  a  journey  Lucan 
here  makes  Cato  take  for  the  fake  of  his  fine  defcrip- 
tions.  From  Cyrene  he  travels  by  land,  for  no  better 
reafon  than  this  j 

Heec  eadem  fuadelat  hiems,  quee  dattferat  aquor. 
The  winter's  efFedls  on  the  fea,  it  feems,  were  more  to 
be  dreaded  than  all  the  ferpents,  whirlwinds,  fands,  etc. 
by  land,  which  immediately  after  he  paints  out  in  his 
fpeech  to  the  foldiers :  Then  he  fetches  a  compafs  a 
vaft  way  round  about,  to  the  Nafamones  and  Jupiter 
Ammon's  temple,  purely  to  ridicule  the  oracles :  and 
Labienus  muft  pardon  me,  if  I  do  not  believe  him 
when  he  fzys—fon  obtulit,  et  fortuna  <vi<e — either  La- 
bienus, or  the  map,  is  very  much  miftaken  here.  Thence 
he  returns  back  to  the  Syrtes  (which  he  might  have 
taken  firft  in  his  way  to  Utica)  and  fo  to  Leptis  Minor, 
where  our  author  leaves  him ;  who  feems  to  have  made 
Cato  fpeak  his  own  mind,  when  he  tells  his  army — Ire 
fat  eft — no  matter  whither.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 

LETTER    XXIII. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Nov.  20,  1710. 

*T<HE  fyftem  of  Tycho  Brahe  (were  it  true,  as  it  is 
•••  novel)  could  have  no  room  here :  Lucan,  with  the 
reft  of  the  Latin  poets,  feems  to  follow  Plato,  whofe 
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Order  of  the  fpheres  is  clear  in  Cicero  De  natura  Uetr- 
rum,  De  fomnio  Scifionis,  and  in  Macrobius.  The  fear 
of  the  Semidei  manes  is  Platonic  too,  for  Apuleius  D<? 
deo  Socratis  afligns  the  fame  to  the  Genii,  viz.  the  re- 
gion of  the  Air  for  their  intercourfe  with  gods  and  men ; 
fb  that,  I  fancy,  Rowe  miftook  the  frtuation,  and  I 
can't  be  reconcil'd  to,  Look  down  on  the  fun's  rays.  I 
am  glad' you  agree  with  me  about  the  latitude  he  takes ; 
and  wifti  you  had  told  me,  if  the  fort 'ilegi;  zndfaliJid, 
could  licenfe  his  inveftive  againft  prierts ;  but,  I  fup- 
pofe,  you  think  them  (with  Helena)  undeferving  of  your 
protection.  I  agree  with  you  in  Lucan's  errors,  and 
the  caufe  of  them,  his  poetic  defcriptions :  For  the  Ro- 
mans then  knew  the  coaft  of  Africa  from  Cyrene  (to 
the  fouth  eaft  of  which  lies  Ammon  toward  Egypt)  to 
Leptis  and  Utica  :  but,  pray,  remember  how  your  Ho- 
mer nodded  while  Ulyffes  flept,  and  waking  knew  not 
where  he  was,  in  the  ihort  paflage  from '  Corcyra  to 
Ithaca.  I  like  Trapp's  verfions  for  their  juftnefs ;  his 
Plalm  is  excellent,  the  prodigies  in  the  firft  Georgic 
judicious  (whence  I  conclude  that  'tis  eafier  to  turn-Vir- 
gil juftly  into  blank  verfe,  than  rhyme.)  The  eclogue 
of  Gallus,  and  fable  of  Phaeton  pretty  well ;  but  he 
is  vary  faulty  in  his  numbers ;  the  fate  of  Phaeton 
might  run  thus. 

The  blajled  Phaeton  ivitk  blazing  hair,  Y 

Shot  gliding  thro'  the  <vajt  abyfs  of  air,  £ 

And  tumbled  headlong,  like  a  falling  far.  «* 

£  am»  Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XXIV. 

Nov.  24, 

''TpO  make  ufe  of  that  freedom  and  familiarity  of  ftyle,. 
•••  which  we  have  taken  up  in  our  correfpondence, 
and  which  is  more  properly  talking  upon  paper,  than 
writing ;  I  will  tell  you  without  any  preface,  that  I 
never  took  Tycho  Brahe  for  one  of  the  ancients,  or  m 
the  leaft  an  acquaintance  of  Lucan's :  nay,  'tis  a  mercy 
on  this  occafion,  that  I  do  not  give  you  an  account  of 
his  life  and  converfation  ;  as  how  he  liv'd  fome  years 
like  an  inch  anted  knight  in  a  certain  iiland,  with  a  tale 
of  a  King  of  Denmark's  miftrefs  that  mail  be  name- 
lefs — But  I  have  companion  on  you,  and  would  not  for 
the  world  you  mould  flay  any  longer  among  the  Genii 
and  Semidei  Manes,  you  know  where  ;  for  if  once  you 
get  fo  near  the  moon,  Sappho  will  want  your  prefence 
in  the  clouds  and  inferior  regions;  not  to  mention  the 

great-  lofs  Drury-lane  will  fuftaini  when  Mr.-C is- 

in  the  milky  way.  Thefe  celeftial  thoughts  put  me  in 
mind  of  the  prieits  you  mention,  who  are  a  fort  of  Sor- 
tilegi  in  one  fenfe,  becaufe  in  their  lottery  there  are 
more  blanks  than  prizes ;  the  adventurers  being  at  bell 
in  an  uncertainty,  whereas  the  fetters  up  are  fure  of 
fomething.  Priefts  indeed  in  their  character,  as  they 
reprefent  God,  are  facred ;  and  fo  are  conltahJes  as  they, 
reprefent  the  king  ;  but  you  will  own  a  great  many  of 
them  are  very  odd  fellows,  and  the  devil  of  any  like- 
nefs  in  them.  Yet  I  can  aflure  you,  I  honour  the  good 
as  much  as  I  deleft  the  bad,  and  1  think,  that  in  con- 
demning thefe,  we  praife  thofe.  The  translations  fronv 
Ovid  I  have  not  fo  good  an  opinion  of  as  you ;  be- 
caufe I  think  they  have  little  of  the  main  characlerifric. 
of  this  author,  a  graceful  eafinefs.  For  let  the  fenfe  be 
ever  fo  exaftly  render'd,  unlefs  an  author  looks  like 
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himfelf,  in  his  air,  habit  and  manner,  'tis  a  difguife, 
and  not  a  tranflation.  But  as  to  the  Pfalm,  I  think 
David  is  much  more  beholden  to  the  tranflator  than 
Ovid  j  and  as  he  treated  the  Roman  like  a  Jew,  fo  he 
has  made  the  Jew  fpeak  like  a  Roman. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXV. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Dec.  5,  1710. 

'TpHE  fame  judgment  we  made  on  Rowe's  ixth  of 
•*•    Lucan  will  ferve  for  his  part  of  the  vith,  where  I 
find  this  memorable  line, 

Parque  no<vum  Fortuna  videt  concurrtre,  bellum 

Atque  fvirum. 
For  this  he  employs  fix  verfes,  among  which  is  this, 

As  if  on  Knightly  terms  in  lifts  they  ran. 
Pray  can  you  trace  chivalry  up  higher  than  Pharamond  ? 
will  you  allow  it  an  anachronifm  ?— Tickel  in  his  ver- 
iion  of  the  Phoenix  from  Claudian, 


When  nature  ceafes,  thou  jkait  Jlill 


remain. 


Norfecond  Chaos  bound  thy  endleft  reign. 
Cluadian  thus, 

Et  clades  te  nulla  rapit,  folufque  Juperjies, 

Edomita  teilure,  manes. 

which  plainly  refers  to  the  deluge  of  Deucalion  and  the 
conflagration  of  Phaetou ;  not  to  the  final  difiblution. 
Your  thought  of  the  priefts  lottery  is  very  fine  :  you 
play  the  wit,  and  not  the  critic,  upon  the  errors  of 
your  brother. 


FROM  H.CROMWELL,  ESQ.,      99 

Your  obfervations  are  all  very  juft  :  Virgil  is  eminent 
for  adjufting  his  diclion  to  his  fentiments  ;  and,  among 
the  moderns,  I  find  you  pra&ife  the  Profodia  of  your 
rules.  Your  *poem  mews  you  to  be,  what  you  fay 
of  Voiture — with  books  well  bred :  the  ftate  of  the  fair, 
tho'  fatirical,  is  touch'd  with  that  delicacy,  and  gallan- 
try, that  not  the  court  of  Auguftus,  not — But  hold,  I 
fhall  lofe  what  I  lately  recovered,  your  opinion  of  my 
fmcerity :  yet  I  muft  fay,  'tis  as  faultlefs  as  the  fair  to 
whom  'tis  addrefs'd,  be  ihe  never  fo  perfeft.  The 
M.  G.  (who,  it  feems,  had  no  right  notion  of  you,  as 
you  of  him)  tranfcrib'd  it  by  lucubration  :  From  fome 
difcourfe  of  yours,  he  thought  your  inclination  led  you 
to  (what  the  men  of  fafhion  call  learning)  pedantry ; 
but  now,  he  fays,  he  has  no  lefs,  I  affure  you,  than  a 
veneration  for  you. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXVI. 

Dec.  17,  1710. 

TT  feems  that  my  late  mention  of  Crafhaw,  and  my 
•*•  quotation  from  him,  has  mov'd  your  curiofity.  I 
therefore  fend  you  the  whole  Author,  who  has  held  a 
place  among  my  other  books  of  this  nature  for  fome 
years ;  in  which  time  having  read  him  twice  or  thrice, 
I  find  him  one  of  thofe  whofe  works  may  juftdeferve 
reading.  I  take  this  poet  to  have  writ  like  a  gentle- 
man, that  is,  at  leifure  hours,  and  more  to  keep  out 
of  idlenefs,  than  to  eftablifh  a  reputation  :  fo  that  no- 
thing regular  or  juil  can  be  expeded  from  him.  All 
that  regards  defign,  form,  fable  (which  is  the  foul  of 
poetry)  all  that  concerns  exadnefs,  or  confent  of  parts 

*  To  a  Lady,  with  the  Works  of  Voiture. 
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(which  is  the  body)  will  probably  be  wanting ;  only 
pretty  conceptions,  fine  metaphors,  glittering  expref- 
lions,  and  fomething  of  a  neat  caft  of  verfe  (which  are 
properly  the  drefs,  gems,  or  loofe  ornaments  of  poetry) 
may  be  found  in  thefe  verfes.  This  is  indeed  the  cafe 
of  mod  other  poetical  writers  of  miscellanies ;  nor  can 
it  well;  be  otherwife,  fince  no  man  can  be  a  true  poet, 
who  writes  for  diversion  only.  Thefe  authors  mould 
be  confider'd  as  verfifiers  and  witty  men,  rather  than  as 
poets ;  and  under  this  head  will  only  fall  the  thoughts, 
the  expreffion,  and  the  numbers.  Thefe  are  only  the 
pleafing  part  of  poetry,  which  may  be  judged  of  at  a 
view,  and  comprehended  all  at  once.  And  (to  exprete 
myfelf  like  a  painter)  their  colouring  entertains  the 
fight,  but  the  lines  and  life  of  the  picture  are  not  to  be 
infpefted  too  narrowly. 

This  author  form'd  himfelf  upon  Petrarch,  or  rather 
upon  Marino.  His  thoughts,  one  may  obferve,  in  the 
main,  are  pretty ;  but  oftentimes  far  fetch'd,  and  too 
often  ftrain'd  and  ftiffen'd  to  make  them  appear  the 
greater.  For  men  are  never  fo  apt  to  think  a  thing 
great,  as  when  it  is  odd  or  wonderful ;  and  inconfide- 
rate  authors  would  rather  be  admir'd  than  underftood, 
This  ambition  of  furprizing  a  reader,  is  the  true  natu- 
ral caufe  of  all  fuitian,  or  bombafl  in  poetry.  To  con- 
firm what  1  have  faid,  you  need  but  look  into  his  firft 
Poem  of  the  Weeper,  where  the  zd,  4th,  6th,  i^th. 
2ilt  ftanza's  are  as  fublimely  dull,  as  the  yth,  8th,  Qth, 
i6th,  lyth,  20th  and  23d  ftanza's  of  the  fame  copyr 
are  fofi  and  pleafing  :  and  if  thefe  laft  want  any  thing,, 
it  is  an  eafier  and  more  unaffedted  expreffion.  The  re- 
maining thoughts  in  that  poem  might  have  been  fpared, 
being  either  but  repetitions,  or  very  trivial  and  mean. 
And  by  this  example  in  the  firlt,  one  may  guefs  at  all 
the  reft  ;  to  be  like  this,  a  mixture  of  tender  gentle. 
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thoaghts  and  fuitable  expreffions,  of  forced  and  in- 
extricable conceits,  and  of  needlefs  fillers  up  to  the  red. 
From  all  which  it  is  plain,  this  Author  writ  faft,  and 
fet  down  what  came  uppermoft.  A  reader  may  {kim 
off  the  froth,  and  ufe  the  clear  underneath;  but  if  he 
goes  too  deep  will  meet  with  a  mouthful  of  dregs  ;  ei- 
ther the  top  or  bottom  of  him  are  good  for  little,  but 
what  he  did  in  his  own,  natural,  middle-way,  is  beft. 

To  fpeak  of  his  numbers,  is  a  little  difficult,  they  are 
fo  various  and  irregular,  and  moftly  Pindaric ;  'tis  evi- 
dent his  heroic  verfe  (the  beft  example  of  which  is  his 
Mufic's  Duel)  is  carelefly  made  up;  but  one  may  ima- 
gine from  what  it  now  is^that,  had  he  taken  more  care, 
it  had  been  muiical  and  pleafing  enough,  not  extremely 
majeftic,  but  fweet :  and,  the  time  confider'd  of  his 
writing,  he  was  (even  as  uncorreft  as  he  is)  none  of  the 
worft  verfificators. 

I  will  juft  obferve,  that  the  beft  pieces  of  this  author 
are,  a  Parapluafe  on  Pfal.  xxiii.  On  Leffius,  Epitaph 
on  Mr.  Afhton,  Wilhes  to  his  fuppos'd  miftrefs,  and  the 
Dies  Ires. 


LETTER    XXVII. 

Dec.  30,  1710. 

T  Refume  my  old  liberty  of  throwing  out  myfelf  upon 
paper  to  you,  and  making  what  thoughts  float  up- 
permoft in  my  head,  the  fubjecl:  of  a  letter.  They  are 
at  prefent  upon  laughter,  which  (for  ought  I  know) 
may  be  the  caufe  you  might  fometimes  think  me  too 
rcmifs  a  friend,  when  I  was  molt  entirely  fo :  for  I  am 
never  fo  inclin'd  to  mirth  as  when  I  am  molt  pleas'd 
and  moft  eafy,  \\hich  is  in  the  ccmpany  of  a  friend 

like  yourfelf. 

.     .      .     .    .-••   -;    •-:-     ,-. 
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As  the  fooling  and  toying  with  a  miftrefs  is  a  proof 
of  fondnefs,  not  difrefpeft,  fo  is  raillery  with  a  friend. 
I  know  there  are  prudes  in  friendship,  who  expeft  dif- 
tance,  awe,  and  adoration,  but  I  know  you  are  not  of 
them;  and  I  for  my  part  am  no  Idol-worfhiper,  tho*  a 
Papift.     If  I  were  to  addrefs  Jupiter  himfelf  in  a  hea- 
then way,  I  fancy  I  mould  be  apt  to  take  hold  of  his 
knee,  in  a  familiar  manner,  if  not  of  his   beard  like 
Dionyfius  j  1  was  juft  going  to  fay,  of  his  buttons ;  but 
I  think  Jupiter  wore  none  (however  I  won't  be  pofi- 
tive  to  fo  nice  a  critic  as  you,  but  his  robe  might  be 
fubne&ed  with  a  Fibula.)     I  know  fome  philofophers 
define  laughter,  A  recommending  our/efyft  to  our  own  fa- 
vour, by  com^arifon  with  the  ixeaknefs  of  another:  but  1  ant 
fure  I  very  rarely  laugh  with  that  view,  nor  do  I  believe 
children  have  any  fuch   confideration  in   their  heads, 
when  they  exprefs  their  pleafure  this  way  :  I  laugh  full 
as  innocently  as  they,  for  the  mcft  part,  and  as  fillily. 
There  is  a  difference  too  betwixt  laughing  about  a  thing 
and  laughing  at  a  thing:  one  may  find  the  inferior 
man   (to  make  a  kind   of  cafuiflical  diftindlion)  pro- 
voked  to  folly  at   the  fight  or   obfervation  of  fome 
circumjlance  of  a  thing,  when  the  thing  itfelf  appears  fo- 
lemn  and  auguft  to  the  fuperior  man,  that  is,  our  judg- 
ment and  reafon.     Let  an  ambaflador  fpeak  the  bcft 
fenfe  in  the  world,  and  deport  himfelf  in  the  moft  grace- 
ful manner  before  a  Prince,  yet  if  the  tail  of  his  fhirt 
happen  (as  I  have  known  it  happen  to  a  very  wife  man) 
to  hang  out  behind,  more  people  will  laugh   at  that 
than  attend  to  the  other ;  till  they  recollect  themfelves, 
and  then  they  will  not  have  a  jot  the  lefs  refpedl  for  the 
minifter.     I  muft  confefs   the  iniquity  of  my  counte- 
nance before  you ;  feveral  mufcles  of  my  face  fome- 
times  take  an  impertinent  liberty  with   my  judgment, 
but  then  my  judgment  foon  rifes,  and  fets  all  right 
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again  about  my  mouth :  and  I  find  I  value  no  man  fo 
much,  as  him  in  whofe  fight  I  have  been  playing  the 
fool.  I  cannot  be  fub  pcrfona  before  a  man  I  love  . 
and  not  to  laugh  with  honelty,  when  nature  prompts, 
or  folly  (which  is  more  a  fecond  nature  than  any 
thing  I  know)  is  but  a  knavifh  hypocritical  way  of 
making  a  maflc  of  one's  own  face. — To  conclude,  thofe 
that  are  my  friends  I  laugh  with,  and  thofe  that  are 
not  I  laugh  at ;  fo  am  merry  in  company,  and  if  ever 
I  am  wife,  it  is  all  by  myfelf.  You  take  juft  another 
courfe,  and  to  thofe  that  are  not  your  friends,  are  very 
civil ;  and  to  thofe  that  are,  very  endearing  and  com- 
plaifant ;  thus  when  you  and  I  meet,  there  will  be  the 
Rifus  et  Blanditiee  united  together  in  converfation,  as 
they  commonly  are  in  a  verfe.  But  without  laughter 
on  the  one  fide,  or  compliment  on  the  other,  I  affure 
you  I  am,  with  real  efteem, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXVIII.       ^ 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Oft.  26,  1711. 

TV  f  R.  Wycherley  vifited  me  at  Bath  in  my  ficknefs, 
^ •*•  and  exprefs'd  much  affection  to  me  :  hearing  from 
me  how  welcome  his  letters  would  be,  he  prefently  writ 
to  you ;  in  which  I  inferted  my  fcrawl,  and  after,  a  fe- 
cond. He  went  to  Gloucefter  in  his  way  to  Salop,  but 
was  difappointed  of  a  boat,  and  fb  return'd  to  the  Bath  ; 
then  he  (hewed  me  your  anfwer  to  his  letters,  in  which 
you  fpeak  of  my  good-nature,  but,  I  fear,  you  found 
me  very  froward  at  Reading ;  yet  you  allow  for  my  ill- 
nefs.  I  could  not  poffibly  be  in  the  fame  houfe  with 
Mr.  Wycherley,  tho'  I  fought  it  earneftly ;  nor  come 
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up  to  town  with  him,  4ie  being  engaged  with  others ; 
but,  whenever  we  met,  he  talk'd  of  you.  He  praifes 
your  *  Poem,  and  even  outvies  me  in  kind  expreffions 
of  you.  As  if  he  had  not  wrote  two  letters  to  you,  he 
was  for  writing  every  port  ;  I  put  him  in  mind  he  had 
already.  Forgive  me  this  wrong ;  I  know  not  whether 
my  talking  fo  much  of  your  great  humanity  and  ten- 
dernefs  to  me,  and  love  to  him  ;  or  whether  the  return 
of  his  natural  difpofition  to  you,  was  the  caufe ;  but 
certainly  you  are  now  highly  in  his  favour  :  now  he  will 
come  this  winter  to  your  houfe,  and  I  muft  go  with  him  ; 
tut  firft  he  will  invite  you  fpeedily  to  town. — I  arrived 
on  Saturday  laft  much  wearied,  yet  had  wrote  fooner, 
'but  was  told  by  Mr.  Gay  (who  has  writ  a  pretty  poem 
to  Lintot,  and  who  gives  you  his  fervice)  that  you  was 
^one  from  home.  Lewis  fhew'd  me  your  Letter,  which 
let  me  right,  and  your  next  Letter  is  impatiently  ex- 
pected from  me.  Mr.  Wycherley  came  to  town  on 
Sunday  laft,  and  kindly  furprized  me  with  a  vifit  on 
Monday  morning.  We  dined  and  drank  together ;  and 
I  faying,  To  our  Loves,  he  reply'd,  'Tis  Mr.  Pope's 
health :  He  faid  he  would  go  to  Mr.  Thorold's  and  leave 
a  letter  for  you.  Tho'  I  cannot  anfwer  for  the  event  of 
all  this,  in  refpeft  to  him ;  yet  I  can  affure  you,  that, 
when  you  pleafe  to  come,  you  will  be  moft  defirable  to 
me,  as  always  by  inclination,  fo  now  by  duty,  who  mail 
•ver  be 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXIX. 

Nov.  12,  1711. 

T  Received  the  entertainment  of  your  letter  the  day  af- 
•*"  ter  I  had  fent  you  one  of  mine,  and  I  am  but  this 

*  Eflajr  on  Criticifin, 
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morning  returned  hither.  The  news  you  tell  me  of  the 
many  difficulties  you  found  in  your  return  from  Bath, 
gives  me  fuch  a  kind  pleafure  as  we  ufually  take  in  ac- 
companying our  friends  in  their  mix'd  adventures ;  for, 
methinks,  I  fee  you  labouring  thro'  all  your  inconve- 
niencies  of  the  rough  roads,  the  hard  faddle,  the  trot- 
-ting  horfe,  and  what  not  ?  What  an  agreeable  furprize 
would  it  have  been  to  me,  to  have  met  you  by  pure  ac- 
cident (which  I  was  within  an  ace  of  doing)  and  to  have 
carried  you  off  triumphantly,  fet  you  on  an  eafier  pad, 
and  relieved  the  wandring  knight  with  a  night's  lodging 
and  jrural  repair.,  at  our  caftle  on  the  foreft  ?  But  thefe 
are  only  the  pleafing  imaginations  of  a  difappointed 
lover,  who  muft  fuffer  in  a  melancholy  abfence  yet  thefe 
two  months.  In  the  mean  time,  1  take  up  with  the 
Mules  for  want  of  your  better  company;  the  Mufes, 
gu<enobifcumpernofia?it,'(>eregrinantur)  rufticantur.  Thofe 
aerial  ladies  juft  difcover  enough  to  me  of  their  beauties 
to  urge  my  purfuit,  and  draw  me  on  in  a  wandering 
maze  of  thought,  ftill  in  hopes  (and  only  in  hopes)  of 
attaining  thofe  favours  from  them,  which  they  confer  on. 
their  more  happy  admirers.  We  grafp  fome  more  beau- 
tiful idea  in  our  own  brain,  than  our  endeavours  to  ex- 
prefs  it  can  fet  to  the  view  of  others ;  and  Hill  do  but 
labour  to  fall  fhort  of  our  firit  imagination.  The  gay 
colouring  which  fancy  gave  at  the  firft  tranfient  glance 
we  had  of  it,  goes  off  in  the  execution  :  like  thofe  vari- 
ous figures  in  the  gilded  clouds,  which  while  we  gaze 
long  upon,  to  feparate  the  parts  of  each  imaginary 
image,  the  whole  faints  before^the  eye,  and  decays  into 
confufion. 

]  am  highly  pleafed  with  the  knowledge  you  give  me 
of  Mr.  Wycherley's  prefent  temper,  which  feems  fo  fa- 
vourable  to  me.  I  (hall  ever  have  fuch  a  fund  of  affec- 
tion for  him  as  to  be  agreeable  to  myfelf  when  I  am  fo 
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to  him,  and  cannot  but  be  gay  when  he  is  in  good  hu- 
mour, as  the  furface  of  the  earth  (if  you  will  pardon  a 
poetical  fimilitude)  is  clearer  or  gloomier,  juft  as  the  fun 
is  brighter  or  more  over-caft — I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee 
the  verfes  to  Lintot  which  you  mention,  for,  methinks, 
fomething  oddly  agreeable  may  be  produced  from  that 
fubjeft — For  what  remains,  I  am  fo  well,  that  nothing 
but  the  aflurance  of  your  being  fo,  can  make  me  better ; 
and  if  you  would  have  me  live  with  any  fatisfaftion  thefe 
dark  days  in  which  I  cannot  fee  you,  it  muft  be  by  your 
writing  fometimes  to 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXX. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Dec.  7,  1711. 

"V/TR-  Wycherley  has,  I  believe,  fent  you  two  or  three 
-^'•^  letters  of  invitation ;  but  you,  like  the  fair,  will 
be  long  folicited  before  you  yield,  to  make  the  favour 
the  more  acceptable  to  the  lover.  He  is  much  yours 
by  his  talk;  for  that  unbounded  genius  which  has 
rang'd  at  large  like  a  libertine,  now  feems  confined  to 
you;  and  I  Ihould  take  him  for  your  miftrefs  too  by  your 
iimile  of  the  fun  and  earth  :  'Tis  very  fine,  but  inverted 
by  the  application ;  for  the  gaiety  of  your  fancy,  and 
the  drooping  of  his  by  the  withdrawing  of  your  luftre, 
perfuades  me  it  would  be  jufter  by  the  reverfe.  Oh 
happy  favourite  of  the  Mufes  !  how  pernoflare,  all  night 
long  with  them  ?  but  alas !  you  do  but  toy,  but  fkirmifh 
with  them,  and  decline  a  clofe  engagement.  Leave 
Elegy  and  Tranflation  to  the  inferior  clafs,  on  whom  the 
Mufes  only  glance  now  and  then  like  our  winter-fun, 
and  then  leave  them  in  the  dark.  Think  on  the  digni- 
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ty  of  Tragedy,  which  is  of  the  greater  poetry,  as  Den" 
nis  fays,  and  foil  him  at  his  other  weapon,  as  you  have 
<3one  in  Criticifm.  Every  one  wonders  that  a  genius 
like  yours  will  not  fupport  the  finking  Drama :  and 
Mr.  Wilks  (tho',  I  flunk,  his  talent  is  Comedy)  has 
exprefs'd  a  furious  ambition  to  fwell  in  your  bufkins. 
We  have  had  a  poor  Comedy  of  Johnfon's  (not  Ben1) 
which  held  feven  night=,  and  has  got  him  three  hundred 
pounds,  for  the  town  is  (harp  fet  on  new  plays.  Jn  vain 
would  I  fire  you  by  intereft  or  ambition,  when  your  mind 
is  not  fufceptible  of  either ;  tho'  your  authority  (arifing 
from  the  general  efteem,  like  that  of  Pompey)  muft  in- 
fallibly allure  you  of  fuccefs;  for  which  in  all  your 
wiihes  you  will  be  attended  with  thofe  of 

Your,  etc. 
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Dec.  2.1,  1711, 

TF  I  have  not  writ  to  you  fo  foon  as  I  ought,  let  my 
*  writing  now  atone  for  the  delay;  as  it  will  infallibly 
do,  when  you  know  what  a  facrifice  I  make  you  at  this 
time,  and  that  every  moment  my  eyes  are  employ \i  upoa 
this  paper,  they  are  taken  off  from  two  of  the  fineft 
faces  in  the  univerie.  But  indeed  'tis  fome  confolau'oa 
to  me  to  refleft,  that  while  I  but  wrjte  this  period,  I 
efcape  fome  hundred  fatal  darts  from  thofe  unerring 
eyes,  and  about  a  thoufand  deaths  or  better.  Now  you, 
that  delight  in  dying,  would  not  once  have  dreamt  of 
an  abfent  friend  in  thefe  circumftances ;  you  that  are  fo 
nice  an  admirer  of  beauty,  or  (as  a  Critic  would  fay  after 
Terence)  fo  elegant  afpeflator  of  forms ;  you  muft  have  a 
fober  dim  of  coffee,  and  a  folitary  candle  at  your  fide,  to 
VOL.  V.  G 
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write  an  epiftle  lucubratory  to  your  friend;  whereas  I 
can  do  it  as  well  with  two  pair  of  radiant  lights,  that 
outfhine  the  golden  god  of  day  and  filver  goddefs  of 
night,  and  all  the  refulgent  eyes  of  the  firmament. — You 
fancy  now  that  Sappho's  eyes  are  two  of  thefe  my  ta- 
pers, but  it  is  no  fuch  matter;  thefe  are  eyes  that  have 
more  perfuafion  in  one  glance  than  all  Sappho's  oratory 
and  gefture  together,  let  her  put  her  body  into  what  mov- 
ing poftures  fhe  pleafes.  Indeed,  indeed,  my  friend,  you 
could  never  have  found  fo  improper  a  time  to  tempt  me 
with  intereft  or  ambition  :  let  me  but  have  the  reputa- 
tion of  thefe  in  my  keeping,  and  as  for  my  own,  let  the 
devil,  or  let  Dennis,  take  it  for  ever.  How  gladly  would 
I  give  all  I  am  worth,  that  is  to  fay,  my  Paftorals,  for 
one  of  them,  and  my  Eflay  for  the  other  ?  I  would  lay 
out  all  my  Poetry  in  Love ;  an  Original  for  a  Lady, 
and  a  Tranflation  for  a  Waiting-maid !  Alas  !  what 
have  I  to  do  with  Jane  Gray,  as  long  as  Mifs  Molly, 
Mifs  Betty,  or  Mifs  Patty  are  in  this  world  ?  Shall  I 
write  of  beauties  murdered  long  ago,  when  there  are 
thofe  at  this  inftant  that  murder  me  ?  I'll  e'en  com- 
pofe  my  own  Tragedy,  and  the  poet  mall  appear  in 
his  own  perfon  to  move  companion  :  'Twill  be  far 
more  effectual  than  Bays's  entring  with  a  rope  about 
his  neck,  and  the  world  will  own,  there  never  was  a 
more  miferable  object  brought  upon  the  ftage. 

Now  you  that  are  a  critic,  pray  inform  me,  in  what 
manner  I  may  connecl  the  foregoing  part  of  this  letter 
with  that  which  is  to  follow,  according  to  the  rules  ?  I 
would  willingly  return  Mr.  Gay  my  thanks  for  the  fa- 
vour of  his  poem,  and  in  particular  for  his  kind  men- 
tion of  me ;  I  hoped,  when  I  heard  a  new  Comedy  had 
met  with  fuccefs  upon  the  itage,  that  it  had  been  his,  to 
which  I  really  wiih  no  left ;  and  (had  it  been  any  way 
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in  my  power)  mould  have  been  very  glad  to  have  con- 
tributed to  its  introdu&ion  into  the  world.  His  verfes 
to  *  Lintot  have  put  a  whim  into  my  head,  which  you 
are  like  to  be  troubled  with  in  the  oppofue  page  :  take 
it  as  you  find  it,  the  production  of  half  an  hour  t'other 
morning.  I  defign  very  foon  to  put  a  talk  of  a  more  fe- 
nous  nature  upon  you,  in  reviewing  a  piece  of  mine  that 
may  better  deferve  criticifm  ;  and  by  that  time  you  have 
done  with  it,  I  hope  to  tell  you  in  perfon  with  how , 
much  fidelity  I  am 

Your,  etc. 

*  Thefe  verfes  are  printed  in  Dr,  Swift's,  and  our  Authcr's 
MUcellanici. 
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SEVERAL    LADIES*. 

LETTER    I. 

MADAM,  March  i,  1705. 

I  Send  you  the  book  of  rudiments  of  Drawing,  which 
you  were  pleas'd  to  command,  and  think  myfelf  ob- 
liged to  inform  you  at  the  fame  time  of  one  of  the  many 
excellencies  you  poflefs  without  knowing  of  them.  You 
are  but  too  good  a  Painter  already  ;  and  no  pifture  of 
Raphael's  was  ever  fo  beautiful,  as  that  which  you  have 
form'd  in  a  certain  heart  of  my  acquaintance.  Indeed 
it  was  but  juft  that  the  fineft  lines  in  nature  mould  be 
drawn  upon  the  mod  durable  ground,  and  none  conld 
ever  be  met  with,  that  would  fo  readily  receive,  or  fo 
faithfully  retain  them,  as  this  Heart.  I  may  boldly  fay 
of  it,  that  you  will  not  find  its  fellow  in  all  the  parts  of 
the  body  in  this  book.  But  I  muft  complain  to  you  of 
my  hand,  which  is  an  arrant  traitor  to  my  heart ;  for 

*  Moft  of  thefe  were  printed  without  the  Author's  confent,  and 
no  doubt  are  the  fame  upon  which  the  cenfure  is  parted  in  the  Pre- 
face. "  That  they  have  too  much  of  a  juvenile  ambition  of  Wit, 
"  and  affectation  of  Gaiety."  And  it  is  pleaded  in  Excufe,  "  tint 
"  they  were  written  very  young,  and  the  folly  was  foon  over." 
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having  been  copying  your  pidlure  from  thence  antl  front 
Kneller  thefe  three  days,  it  has  done  all  poffible  injury 
to  the  fineft  face  that  ever  was  made,  and  to  the  live- 
lieft  image  that  ever  was  drawn.  I  have  imagination 
enough  in  your  abfence  to  trace  fome  refemblance  of 
you  ;  but  I  have  been  fo  long  us'd  to  lofe  my  Judgment 
at  the  fight  of  you,  that  'tis  part  my  power  to  corredl  it 
by  the  life.  Your  pidlure  feems  leail  like  when  placed 
before  your  eyes  ^  and,  contrary  to  all  other  pictures, 
receives  a  manifeft  difadvantage  by  being  fet  in  the 
faireft  light  in  the  world.  The  Painters  are  a  very  vaia 
generation,  and  have  a  long  time  pretended  to  rival  na- 
ture ;  but  to  own  the  truth  to  you,  {he  made  fuch  a 
finifh'd  piece  about  three  and  twenty  years  ago  (I  beg 
your  pardon,  Madam;  I  proteft,  I  mean't  but  two  and 
twenty)  that  'tis  in  vain  for  them  any  longer  to  contend 
with  her.  I  know  you  indeed  made  one  fomething  like 
it,  betwixt  five  and  fix  years  paft  :  'Twas  a  little  girl, 
done  with  abundance  of  fpirit  and  life,  and  wants  no- 
thing but  time  to  be  an  admirable  piece  :  but,  not  to 
flatter  your  work,  I  don't  think  'twill  ever  come  up  to 
what  your  father  made.  However,  I  would  not  difcour- 
age  you ;  'tis  certain  you  have  a  ftrange  happinefi,  in 
making  fine  things  of  a  fudden  and  at  a  ftroke,  with 
incredible  eafe  and  pleafure. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    II. 

TT  is  too  much  a  rule  in  this  town,  that  when  a  lady 
•*•  has  once  done  a  man  a  favour,  he  is  to  be  rude  to 
her  ever  after.  It  becomes  our  fex  to  take  upon  us  twice 
as  much  as  yours  allow  us ;  by  this  method  I  may  write  to 
you  moft  impudently,  becaufe  you  once  anfwer'd  me  mo- 
G3 
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deftly ;  and  if  you  mould  never  do  me  that  honour  for  the 
future,  I  am  to  think  (like  a  true  coxcomb)  that  your 
filence  gives  confent.  Perhaps  you  wonder  why  this  is 

addrefs'd  to  you  rather  than  to  Mr?.  M ,  with  whom 

I  have  the  right  of  an  old  acquaintance,  whereas  you  are 
a  fine  lady,  have  bright  eyes,  etc.     Firft,  Madam,  I  make 
choice  of  you  rather  than  of  your  mother,  becaufe  you 
are  younger  than  your  mother.     Secondly,   becaufe  I 
fancy  you  fpell  better,   as  having  been  at  fchool  later. 
Thirdly,  becaufe  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  write 
if  you  pleafe,  and  pofiibly  it  may  keep  you  from  em- 
ploying yoatfelf  worfe  :  it  may  fave  fome  hor.eft  neigh- 
bouring gentleman  from  three  or  four  of  your  peflilent 
glances.     Cad  your  eyes  upon  paper,  Madam,  there  you 
may  look  innocently  :  men  are  feducing,  books  are  dan- 
gerous, the  amorous  ones  icften  you,  and  the  godly  ones 
give  you  the  fpleen  :  If  you  look  upon  trees,  they  clafp 
in  embraces  ;  birds  and  beafts  make  love  ;  the  fun  is  too 
warm  for  your  blood  5  the  moon  melts  you  into  yielding 
and  melancholy.     Therefore  I  fay  once  more,  caft  your 
eyes  upon  paper,  and  read  only  fuch  letters  f.s  I  write* 
which  convey  no  darts,  no  flames,  but  proceed   from 
innocence  of  foul,  and  fimplicity  of  heart.     Thank  God 
1  am  an  hundred  miles  off  from  thofe  eyes  !  I  would 
fooner  truft  your  hand  than  them  for  doing  me  mifchief  ; 
and  tho'  I  doubt  not  fome  part  of  the  rancour  and  ini- 
quity of  your  heart  will  drop  into  your  pen,  yet  fince  it 
will  not  attack  me  on  a  fudden  and  unprepared,  fince  I 
may  have  time  whi'e  I  break  open  your  letter  to  crofs 
myfelf  and  fay  a  Pater-nofter,  I  hope  Providence  will 
protect  me  from  all  you  can  attempt  at  this  diftance.     I 
am  told  you  are  at  this  hour  as  handfome  as  an  angel  ; 
for  my  part  I  have  forgot  your  face  fince  two  winters. 
You  may  be  grown  to  a  giantefs  for  all  I  know.     I 
can't  tell  in  any  refpeft  what  fort  of  creature  you  are> 
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only  that  you  are  a  very  mifchievous  one,  whom  I  mall 
ever  pray  to  be  defended  from.  But  when  yourMinifter 
fends  me  word  you  have  the  fmall  pox,  a  good  many 
freckles,  or  are  very  pale,  I  will  defire  him  to  give 
thanks  for  it  in  your  parifh  church  ;  which  as  foon  as 
he  mall  inform  me  he  has  done,  I  will  make  you  a  vifit 
without  armour :  I  will  eat  any  thing  you  give  me  with- 
out ftifpicion  of  poifon,  take  you  by  the  hand  without 
gloves,  nay  venture  to  follow  you  into  an  arbour  with- 
out calling  the  company.  This,  Madam,  is  the  top  of 
my  wifhes,  but  how  differently  are  our  defires  inclined  ! 
You  figh  out,  in  the  ardour  of  your  heart,  Oh  play. 
houfes,  parks,  operas,  affemblies,  London !  1  cry  with 
rapture,  Oh  woods,  gardens,  rookeries,  fim-ponds,  ar- 
bours 1  Mrs.  M . 


LETTER    III. 
To  a  L  A  D  y. 

Written  on  one  column  of  a  Letter,  while  Lady  M.  wrote  to  the 
Lady's  Huiband  on  the  other. 

fT'HE  wits  would  fay,  that  this  mult  needs  be  a  dull 
•^  letter,  becaufe  it  is  a  married  one.  I  am  afraid  in- 
deed you  will  find,  what  fpirit  there  is,  muft  be  on  the 
fide  of  the  wife,  and  the  hufban.d's  part,  as  ufual,  will 
prove  the  dulleft.  What  an  unequal  pair  are  put  to- 
gether in  this  fheet  ?  in  which,  though  we  fin,  it  is  you 
muft  do  penance.  When  you  look  on  both  fides  of  this 
paper,  you  may  fancy  that  our  words  (according  to  a 
Scripture  expreffion)  are  as  a  two-edg'd  {word,  whereof 
lady  M.  is  the  mining  blade,  and  I  only  the  handle. 
But  I  can't  proceed  without  fo  far  mortifying  Sir  Robert 
as  to  tell  him,  that  fhe  writes  this  purely  in  obedience 
G4 
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to  me,  and  that  it  is  but  one  of  thofe  honours  a  hufband 
receives  for  the  fake  of  his  wife. 

It  is  making  court  but  ill  to  one  fine  woman  to  fhew 
her  the  regard  we  have  for  another ;  and  yet  I  mull 
own  there  is  not  a  period  of  this  epiitle  but  fquints  to- 
wards another  over-againft  it.  It  will  be  in  vain  to  dif- 
femble :  your  penetrating  eyes  cannot  but  difcover,  how 
all  the  letters  that  compofe  thefe  words  lean  forward  af- 
ter lady  M's  letters,  that  feem  to  bend  as  much  from 
mine,  and  fly  from  them  as  fail  as  they  are  able.  Un- 
grateful letters  that  they  are  !  which  give  themfelves  to 
another  man,  in  the  very  prefence  of  him  who  will  yield 
to  no  mortal  in  knowing  how  to  value  them. 

You  will  think  I  forget  myfelf,  and  am  not  writing 
to  you  ;  but,  let  me  tell  you,  'tis  you  forget  yourfelf  in 
that  thought,  for  you  are  almoft  the  only  woman  to 
whom  one  can  fafely  addrefs  the  praifes  of  another. 
Befides,  can  you  imagine  a  man  of  my  importance  fo 
flupid,  as  to  fay  fine  things  to  you  before  your  hufband  ? 
Let  us  fee  how  far  Lady  M.  herfelf  dares  do  any  thing 
like  it,  with  all  the  wit  and  addrefs  Ihe  is  miftrefs  of. 
It  Sir  Robert  can  be  fo  ignorant  (now  he  is  left  to  him- 
felf  in  the  country)  to  imagine  any  fucii  matter,  let  him 
know  from  me,  that  here  in  town  every  thing  that  lady 
fays,  is  taken  for  fatire.  For  my  part,  every  body  knows 
it  is  my  conftant  practice  to  fpeak  truth,  and  I  never  do 
it  more  than  when  I  call  myfelf 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IV. 

"yOU  have  put  me  into  fo  much  gayety  of  temper, 

that  there  will  not  be  a  ferious  word  in  this  day's 

letter.     No  more,  you'll  fay,  there  would,  if  I  told  you 

the  whole  ferious  bufinefs  of  the  town.    All  laft  night 
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I  continued  with  you,  tho'  your  unreafonable  regularity 
drove  me  out  of  your  doors  at  three  o'clock.  I  dreamed 
all  over  the  evening's  converfation,  and  favv  the  little  bed 
in  fpite  of  you.  In  the  morning  I  waked,  very  angry 
at  your  phantom  for  leaving  me  fo  abruptly. — Iknow  you 
delight  in  my  mortification.  I  dined  with  an  old  Beauty ; 
fhe  appear'd  at  the  table  like  a  Death's  head  enamell'd. 
The  Egyptians,  you  know,  had  fuch  things  at  their  enter- 
tainments; but  do  you  think  they  painted  and  patched 
them  ?  However,  the  laft  of  thefe  objections  was  foon  re- 
mov'd  ;  for  the  lady  had  fo  violent  an  appetite  for  a  fal- 
mon,  that  Ihe  quickly  eat  all  the  patches  off  her  face.  She 
divided  the  fifa  into  three  parts ;  not  equal,  God  knows  ; 
for  fhe  helped  Gay  to  the  head,  me  to  the  middle,  and 
making  the  reft  much  the  largeft  part,  took  it  herfelf,  and 
cried  very  naively,  I'll  be  content  with  my  own  tail. 

My  fupper  was  as  Angular  as  my  dinner.  It  was  with 
a  great  Poet  and  Ode-maker  (that  is,  a  great  poet  out  of 
his  wits,  oroutof  his  way.)  Hecarne  to  me  very  hungry; 
not  for  want  of  a  dinner  (for  that  I  ihould  make  no  jeft  of) 
but,  having  forgot  to  dine.  He  fell  mofl  furioufly  on  the 
broil'd  relics  of  a  fhoulder  of  mutton,  commonly  call'd  a 
blade-bone :  he  profefled  he  never  tailed  fo  exquifite  a 
thing  !  begged  me  to  tell  him  what- joint  it  was,  won- 
dered he  had  never  heard  the  name  pf  this  joint,  or  feen 
it  at  other  tables ;  and  defir'd  to  know  how  he  might 
direct  his  butcher  to  cut  out  the  fame  for  the  future  ? 
And  yet  this  man,  fo  ignorant  in  modern  butchery,  has 
cut  up  half  an  hundred  heroes,  and  quartered  five  or  fix 
miferable  lovers  in  every  tragedy  he  has  written.  I 
have  nothing  more  to  tell  you  to-day. 


n6  LETTERSTO 

LETTER    V. 
The  Anfwer. 

\7  O  U  mould  have  my  Day  too,  Sir,  but  indeed  I  flept 
*  it  out,  and  fo  I'll  give  you  all  that  was  left,  my 
lail  Night's  entertainment.  You  know  the  company. 
I  went  in  late  in  order  to  be  better  receiv'd ;  but  un- 
luckily came  in,  as  Deuce-ace  was  flinging  (Lord  H. 
would  fay  I  came  in  the  Nick.)  The  Lady  colour'd, 
and  the  men  took  the  name  of  the  Lord  in  vain  :  No 
body  fpoke  to  me,  and  I  fat  down.difappointed;  then 
affefting  a  carelefs  air,  gap'd,  and  cried  feven  or  eight 
times,  D'ye  win  or  kfe  ?  I  could  fafely  fay  at  that  mo- 
ment I  had  no  temptation  to  any  one  of  the  feven,  live- 
ly fins ;  and  in  the  innocent  way  I  was,  happy  had  it 
been  for  me  if  I  had  died  !  Moralizing  fat  1  by  the 
hazard-table-;  I  looked  upon  the  uncertainty  of  riches, 
the  decay  of  beauty,  and  the  cram  of  worlds  with  as 
much  contempt  as  ever  Plato  did.  But  ah!  the  frailty 
of  human  nature  ,'^fome  ridiculous  thought  came  in'o 
my  head,  wakened  my  pr.ffions,  which  burft  forth  into 
a  violent  laughter :  I  rofe  from  my  feat,  and  not  con- 
fidering  the  jutt  reientmerits  of  the  lofmg  gamefters, 
hurl'd  a  ball  of  paper  crofs  ihe  table,  which  flop'd  the 
dice,  and  turn'd  up  feven  intiead  of  five.  Curs'd  on  all 
fides,  and  not  knowing  where  to  fly,  I  threw  niyfelf  into 
a  chair,  which  I  demoliih'd,  and  never  fpoke  a  word 
after.  We  went  to  fupper,  and  a  lady  faid,  Mifs  G. 
looks  proaiginujly  like  a  Tree.  Every  body  agreed  to 
it,  and  I  had  not  curiofuy  to  aflc  the  meaning  of  that 
fprigluly  fancy :  Find  it  out,  and  let  me  know. 
Adieu,  'tis  time  to  diefs,  and  begin  the  bufinefs  of 
the  day. 
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LETTER    VI. 
In  the  Style  of  a  Lady. 

T)R  A  Y  what  is  your  opinion  of  Fate  ?  for  I  muft  con- 
fT  fefs  I  am  one  of  thofe  that  believe  in  Fate  and 
Predeftination. — No,  I  can't  go  ib  far  as  that,  but  I 
own  I  am  of  opinion  one's  liars  may  incline,  tho'  not 
compel  one  ;  and  that  is  a  fort  of  free  will ;  for  we 
may  be  able  to  refift  inclination,  but  not  compulsion. 

Don't  you  think  they  have  got  in  the  moft  pre- 
pofterous  fafiiion  this  winter  that  ever  was,  of  floun- 
cing the  petticoat  fo  very  deep,  that  it  looks  like  an 
entire  coat  of  luteftring  ? 

It  is  a  little  cool  indeed  for  this  time  of  year,  but 
then,  my  dear,  you'll  allow  it  has  an  extreme  clean 
pretty  look. 

Ay,  fo  has  my  muflin  apron  ;  but  I  would  not  chufe 
to  make  it  a  winter  fuit  of  cloaths. 

Well  now  Til  fwear,  child,  you  have  put  me  in  mind 
of  a  very  pretty  drefs ;  let  me  die  if  I  don't  think  a 
muflin  flounce,  made  very  full,  would  give  one  a  very 
agreeable  Flirtation-air. 

Well,  I  fwear  it  would  be  charming !  and  I  mould 
like  it  of  all  things — Do  you  think  there  are  any  fuch 
things  as  Spiriti  ? 

Do  you  believe  there  is  any  fuch  place  as  the  Elyfian 
Fields  ?  O  Gad,  that  would  be  charming  !  I  wifh  I  were 
to  go  to  the  Elyfian  Fields  when  I  die !  and  then  I 
fhould  not  care  if  I  were  to  leave  the  world  to-morrow  : 
But  is  one  to  meet  there  with  what  one  has  lov'd  moft 
in  this  world  ? 

Now  you  muft  tell  me  this  pofitively.    To  be  fure 
you  can,  or  what  do  1  correfpond  with  you  for,  if  you 
won't  tell  me  all  ?  You  know  I  abominate  Referve, 
G  6 
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LETTER    VII. 

Bath,  1714* 

YOU  are  to  underftand,  Madam,  that  my  paffion  for 
your  fair  felf  and  your  filler,  has  been  divided  with 
the  moft  wonderful  regularity  in  the  world.  Even  from 
my  infancy  I  have  been  in  love  with  one  after  the  other 
of  you,  week  by  week,  and  my  journey  to  Bath  fell  out 
in  the  three  hundred  feventy-fixth  week  of  the  reign  of 
my  fovereign  lady  Sylvia.  At  the  prefent  writing  here- 
of it  is  the  three  hundred  eighty-ninth  week  of  the 
reign  of  your  moft  ferene  majefty,  in  whofe  fervice  I  was 
lifted  fome  weeks  before  1  beheld  your  fifter.  This  in. 
formation  will  account  for  my  writing  to  either  of  you 
hereafter,  as  either  (hall  happen  to  be  Queen  regent  at 
that  time. 

Pray  tell  your  fifter,  all  the  good  qualities  and  virtu- 
eus  inclinations  me  has,  never  gave  me  fo  much  plea- 
fure  in  her  converfation,  as  that  one  vice  of  her  obffi- 
nacy  will  give  we  mortification  this  month.  Ratcliffe 
commands  her  to  Bath,  and  fhe  refufes !  indeed  if  I  were 
in  Berkfhire  I  mould  honour  her  for  this  obftinacy,  and 
magnify  her  no  lefs  for  difobedience  than  we  do  the 
Barcelonians.  But  people  change  with  the  change  of 
places  (as  we  fee  of  late)  and  virtues  become  vices  when 
they  ceafe  to  be  for  one's  intereft,  with  me  as  with 
others. 

Yet  let  me  tell  her,  (he  will  never  look  fo  finely  while 
fhe  is  upon  earth,  as  (he  would  here  in  the  water.  It 
is  not  here  as  in  moft  other  inftances,  for  thofe  ladies 
that  would  pleafe  extremely,  muft  go  out  of  their  own 
element.  She  does  not  make  half  fo  good  a  figure  on 
horfeback  as  Chriftina  Queen  of  Sweden  ;  but  were  fhe 
once  feen  in  the  Bath,  no  man  would  part  with  her  for 
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the  beft  mermaid  in  Chriftendom.  You  know  I  have 
feen  you  often,  I  perfectly  know  how  you  look  in  black 
and  in  white,  I  have  experienced  the  utmoft  you  can  do 
in  colours ;  but  all  your  movements,  all  your  graceful 
fteps,  deferve  not  half  the  glory  you  might  here  attain 
of  a  moving  and  eafy  behaviour  in  buckram  :  Something 
between  fwimming  and  walking,  free  enough,  and  more 
modeftly-half-naked  than  you  can  appear  any  where  elfe. 
You  have  conquer'd  enough  already  by  land  5  mow  your 
ambition,  and  vanquifh  alfo  by  water.  The  buckram 
I  mention  is  a  drefs  particularly  ufeful  at  this  time,  when, 
we  are  told,  they  are  bringing  over  the  fafhion  of 
German  ruffs :  You  ought  to  ufe  yourfelves  to  fome 
degrees  of  ftiffhefs  beforehand  ;  and  when  our  ladies 
chins  have  been  tickled  a-while  with  ftarched  muilin 
and  wire,  they  may  poffibly  bear  the  brufh  of  a  German 
beard  and  whilker. 

I  could  tell  you  a  delightful  ftory  of  Doftor  P.  but 
want  room  to  difplay  it  in  all  its  mining  circumftance* 
He  had  heard  it  was  an  excellent  cure  for  love,  to  kifs 
the  Aunt  of  the  perfon  beloved,  who  is  generally  of 
years  and  experience  enough  to  damp  the  fierceft  flame : 
he  try'd  this  courfe  in  his  paffion,  and  kitted  Mrs.  E 

at  Mr.  D 's  ;  but  he  fays  it  will  not  do,  and  that 

he  loves  you  as  much  as  ever. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VIII. 
To  the  fame. 

"I  F  you  aflc  how  the  waters  agree  with  me,  I  mult  tell 
-*•  you  fo  very  well,  that  I  queition  how  you  and  I 
mould  agree  if  we  were  in  a  room  by  ourfelves.  Mrs. 
— — —  has  honeftly  affured  me,  that  but  for  fome  whims 
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which  fhe  can't  entirely  conquer,  fhe  would  go  and  fee 
the  world  with  me  in  man's  cloaths.  Even  you,  Ma- 
dam, I  fancy  (if  you  would  not  partake  in  our  adven- 
tures) would  wait  our  coming  in  at  the  evening  with 
fome  impatience,  and  be  well  enough  pleas'd  to  hear 
them  by  the  fire -fide.  That  would  be  better  than  read- 
ing romances,  unlefs  lady  M.  would  be  our  hiftorian. 
What  raifes  thefe  defires  in  me,  is  an  acquaintance  I  am 
beginning  with  my  lady  Sandwich,  who  has  all  the  fpi- 
rit  of  the  laft  age,  and  all  the  gay  experience  of  a  plea- 
furable  life.  It  were  as  fcandalous  an  omiffion  to  come 
to  the  Bath  and  not  to  fee  my  lady  Sandwich,  as  it  had 
formerly  been  to  have  travelled  to  Rome  without  vifiting 
the  Queen  of  Sweden.  She  is,  in  a  word,  the  belt  thing 
this  country  has  to  boaft  of;  and  as  (he  has  been  all  that 
a  woman  of  fpirit  could  be,  fo  me  ftill  continues  that 
eafy  and  independent  creature  that  a  fenfible  woman  al- 
ways will  be. 

I  muft  tell  you  a  truth,  which  is  not,  however, 
much  to  my  credit.  I  never  thought  fo  much  of  your- 
felf  and  your  fifter,  as  fince  I  have  been  fourfcore  miles 
diftance  from  you.  In  the  Foreft  I  look'd  upon  you  as 
good  neighbours,  at  London  as  pretty  kind  of  women, 
but  here  as  divinities,  angels,  goddefTes,  or  what  you 
will.  In  the  fame  manner,  I  never  knew  at  what  rate 
I  valued  your  life,  till  you  were  upon  the  point  of  dying. 
If  Mrs.  — —  and  you  will  but  fall  very  fick  every  fea- 
fon,  1  mall  certainly  die  for  you.  Serioufly,  I  value  you 
both  fo  much,  that  I  efteem  others  much  the  lefs  fcr 
your  fakes ;  you  have  robb'd  me  of  the  pleafure  of 
elteeming  a  thoufand  pretty  qualities  in  them,  by  fiiow- 
ing  me  fo  many  finer  in  yourfelves.  There  are  but  two 
things  in  the  world  which  could  make  you  indifferent 
to  me,  which,  I  believe,  you  are  not  capable  of,  1  mean 
ill- nature  and  malice.  I  have  feen  enough  of  you,  not 
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to  overlook  any  frailty  you  could  have,  and  nothing  left 
than  a  vice  can  make  me  like  you  lefs.  J  expect  you 
mould  difcover  by  my  conduct  towards  you  both,  that 
this  is  true,  and  that  therefore  you  mould  pardon  a  thou- 
fand  things  in  me  for  that  one  difpofition.  Expect  no- 
thing from  me  but  truth  and  freedom,  and  1  mall  always 
be  thought  by  you  what  I  always  am, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IX. 
To  the  fame. 

1714. 

T  Return'd  home  as  flow  and  as  contemplative  after  I 
•^  had  parted  from  you,  as  my  Lord  *  retired  from  the 
Court  and  glory  to  his  Country-feat  and  wife,  a  week 
ago.  1  found  here  a  difmal  defponding  letter  from  the 
fon  of  another  great  courtier  who  expects  the  fame  fate, 
and  who  tells  me  the  great  ones  of  the  earth  will  now 
take  it  very  kindly  of  the  mean  ones,  if  they  will  favour 
them  with  a  vilit  by  day-light.  With  what  joy  would 
they  lay  down  all  their  fchem.es  of  glory,  did  they  but 
know  you  have  the  generofity  to  drink  their  healths 
once  a  day,  as  foon  as  they  are  fallen  ?  Thus  the  un- 
happy, by  the  fole  merit  of  their  misfortunes,  become 
the  care  of  Heaven  and  you.  I  intended  to  have  put 
this  laft  into  verfe,  but  in  this  age  of  ingratitude  my  beft 
friends  fcrfake  me,  I  mean  my  rhymes. 

I  defire  Mrs.  P to  flay  her  itomach  with  thefe 

half  hundred  Plays,  till  I  can  procure  her  a  Romance 
big  enough  to  fatisfy  her  great  foul  with  adventures.  As 
for  Novels,  I  fear  (lie  can  depend  upon  none  from  me 
but  that  of  my  Life,  which  I  am  ftiil,  as  I  have  been, 
contriving  all  poffible  methods  to  iLorten,  for  the  grea- 
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ter  eafe  both  of  the  hiftorian  and  the  reader.  May  {he 
believe  all  the  paffion  and  tendernefs  exprefs'd  in  thefe 
romances  to  be  but  a  faint  image  of  what  I  bear  her,  and 
may  you  (who  read  nothing)  take  the  fame  truth  upon 
hearing  it  from  me.  You  will  both  injure  me  very 
much,  if  you  don't  think  me  a  truer  friend,  than  ever 
any  romantic  lover,  or  any  imitator  of  their  ftyle  could 
be. 

The  days  of  beauty  are  as  the  days  of  greatnefs,  and 
fo  long  all  the  world  are  your  adorers.  I  am  one  of 
thofe  unambitious  people,  who  will  love  you  forty  years 
hence  when  your  eyes  begin  to  twinkle  in  a  retirement, 
and  without  the  vanity  which  every  one  now  will  take 
to  be  thought 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    X. 

*TpH  E  more  I  examine  my  own  mind,  the  more  ro- 
•^  mantic  I  find  myfelf.  Methinks  it  is  a  noble  fpi- 
rit  of  contradiction  to  Fate  and  Fortune,  not  to  give  up 
thofe  that  are  fnatched  from  us  ;  but  to  follow  them  the 
more,  the  farther  they  are  remov'd  from  the  fenfe  of 
it.  Sure,  Flattery  never  travelled  fo  far  as  three  thou- 
fand  miles  ;  it  is  now  only  for  Truth,  which  overtakes 
all  things,  to  reach  you  at  this  diftance.  'Tis  a  gene- 
rous piece  of  Popery,  that  purfues  even  thofe  who  are 
to  be  eternally  abfent  into  another  world  ;  whether  you 
think  it  right  or  wrong,  you'll  own  the  very  extrava- 
gance a  fort  of  piety.  I  can't  be  fatisfied  with  ftrow- 
ing  flowers  over  you,  and  barely  honouring  you  as  a 
thing  loft  :  but  rnuil  confider  you  as  a  glorious  tho'  re- 
mote being,  and  be  fending  addreffes  after  you.  You 
have  carried  away  fo  much  of  me,  that  what  remains 
is  daily  lacguiming  and  dying  over  my  acquaintance 
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here,  and,  I  believe,  in  three  or  four  months  more  I 
fhall  think  Aurat  Bazar  as  good  a  place  as  Covent- 
Garden.  You  may  imagine  this  is  raillery,  but  I  am 
really  fo  far  gone  as  to  take  pleafure  in  reveries  of  this 
kind.  Let  them  fay  I  am  romantic  ;  fo  is  every  one 
faid  to  be,  that  either  admires  a  fine  thing  or  does  one. 
On  my  confcience,  as  the  world  goes,  'tis  hardly  worth 
any  body's  while  to  do  one  for  the  honour  of  it :  Glory, 
the  only  pay  of  generous  actions,  is  now  as  ill  paid  as 
other  juft  debts ;  and  neither  Mrs.  Macfarland  for  Im- 
molating her  lover,  nor  you,  for  conftancy  to  your 
lord,  muft  ever  hope  to  be  compared  to  Lucretia  or 
Portia. 

I  write  this  in  fome  anger;  for  having,  fince  you 
went,  frequented  thofe  people  molt,  who  feemed  moft 
in  your  favour,  I  heard  nothing  that  concerned  you 
talk'd  of  fo  often,  as  that  you  went  away  in  a  black 
full-bottom'd  wig ;  which  I  did  but  aflert  to  be  a  bob, 
-and  was  anfwered,  Lo<ve  is  blind.  I  am  perfuaded  your 
wig  had  never  fuffered  this  criticifin,  but  on  the  fcore 
of  your  head,  and  the  two  eyes  that  are  in  it. 

Pray  when  you  write  to  me,  talk  of  yourfelf ;  there 
is  nothing  I  fo  much  defire  to  hear  of:  talk  a  great  deal 
cf  yourfelf;  that  flie  who  I  always  thought  talked  belt, 
nay  fpeak  upon  the  beft  fubjefl.  The  Ihrines  and  re- 
liques  you  tell  me  of,  no  way  engage  my  curiofity  ;  I 
had  ten  times  rather  go  on  pilgrimage  to  fee  one  fuch 
face  as  yours,  than  both  St.  John  Baptift's  heads,  I 
wifh  (fince  you  are  grown  fo  covetous  of  golden  things) 
you  had  not  only  all  the  fine  ftatues  you  talk  of,  but 
even  the  golden  image  which  Nebuchadnezzar  fet  up, 
provided  you  were  to  travel  no  farther  than  you  could 
carry  it. 

,The  court  of  Vienna  is  very  edifying.  The  ladies 
with  refpecl  to  their  huibands,  feem  to  underftand  that 
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text  literally,  that  commands  to  bear  one  another's  bur- 
dens :  but,  I  fancy,  many  a  man  there  is  like  IJfochar, 
an  afs  between  two  burdens.  I  mall  look  upon  you  no 
more  as  a  Chriftian,  when  you  pafs  from  that  charitable 
court  to  the  land  of  jealoufy.  I  exped  to  hear  an  ex- 
act account  how,  and  at  what  places,  you  leave  one 
of  the  thirty-nine  articles  after  another,  as  you  ap- 
proach to  the  lands  of  Infidelity.  Pray  how  far  are  you 
got  already  ?  amidft  the  pomp  of  a  high  mafs,  and  the 
raviming  trills  of  a  Sunday  opera,  what  did  you  think 
of  the  doctrine  and  difcipline  of  the  church  of  Eng- 
land ?  Had  \ou  from  your  heart  a  reverence  for  Stern- 
hold  and  Hopkins  ?  How  did  your  Chriftian  virtues 
hold  out  in  fo  long  a  voyage  ?  you  have  it  feems  (with- 
out paffing  the  bounds  of  Chriilendom)  out-travelled 
the  fin  of  fornication  :  in  a  little  time  you'll  look  upon 
fome  others  with  more  patience,  than  the  ladies  here 
are  capable  of,  I  reckon,  you'll  time  it  fo  well  as  to 
make  your  religion  laft  to  the  verge  of  Chriilendom, 
that  you  may  difcharge  your  Chaplain  (as  humanity 
requires)  in  a  place  where  he  may  find  fome  bufuiefs. 

1  doubt  not  but  1  fhall  be  told  (when  I  come  to  fol- 
low you  through  thofe  countries)  in  how  pretty  a  man- 
ner you  accommodated  yourfelf  to  the  cuftoms  of  the 
true  Muflemen.  They  will  tell  me  at  what  town  you 
pra&ifed  to  fit  on  the  Sopha,  at  what  village  you 
learned  to  fold  a  Turbant,  where  you  was  bathed  and 
anointed,  and  where  you  parted  with  your  black  full- 
bottom.  How  happy  muft  it  be  for  a  gay  young  wo- 
man, to  live  in  a  country  where  it  is  a  part  of  religious 
worfhip  to  be  giddy-beaded  ?  I  fhall  hear  at  Belgrade  how 
the  good  Bafhaw  received  you  with  tears  of  joy,  how  he 
was  charmed  with  your  agreeable  manner  of  pronouncing 
the  words  Allah  z&&Muhamed\  and  how  earneftly  you 
joined  with  him  in  exhorting  your  friend  to  embrace 
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that  religion.  But  I  think  his  objection  was  a  juft  one, 
that  it  was  attended  with  fome  circumftances  under 
which  he  could  not  properly  reprefent  his  Britannic 
Majeifty. 

Laftly,  I  (hall  hear  how,  the  firil  night  you  lay  at 
Pcra,  you  had  a  vifion  of  Mahomet's  Paradife  ;  and 
happily  awaked  without  a  foul,  from  which  hie/Ted 
moment  the  beautiful  body  was  left  at  full  liberty  to 
perform  all  the  agreeable  functions  it  was  made  for. 

I  fee  I  have  done  in  this  letter  as  I  often  have  done 
in  your  company,  talk'd  myfelf  into  a  good  humour, 
when  I  begun  in  an  ill  one ;  the  pleafure  of  addreffing 
to  you  makes  me  run  on,  and  'tis  in  your  own  power 
to  fhorten  this  letter  as  much  as  you  pleafe,  by  giving 
over  when  you  pleafe ;  fo  I'll  make  it  no  longer  by 
apologies. 


LETTER    XI. 

^fOU  have  afked  me  news  a  hundred  times  at  the 
*  firft  word  you  fpoke  to  me,  which  fome  would  in- 
terpret as  if  you  expefted  nothing  better  from  my  lips  i 
and  truly  'tis  not  a  fign  two  lovers  are  together,  whet> 
they  can  be  fo  impertinent  as  to  enquire  what  the  world 
does  ?  All  I  mean  by  this  is,  that  either  you  or  I  arc 
not  in  love  with  the  other  :  I  leave  you  to  guefs  which 
of  the  two  is  that  ftupid  and  infenfible  creature,  fo  blind 
to  the  other's  excellencies  and  charms. 

This  then  mail  be  a  letter  of  News ;  and  fure,  if 
you  did  not  think  me  the  humbleft  creature  in  the 
world,  you  could  never  imagine  a  Poet  could  dwindle, 
to  a  brother  of  Dawks  and  Dyer,  from  a  rival  of  Tate 
and  Brady. 

The  Earl  of  Oxford  has  behaved  fo  bravely,  that  in 
this  aft  at  leaft  he  might  feem  above  man,  if  he  had  not 
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jufl  now  voided  a  ftone  to  prove  him  fubjecl:  to  human 
infirmities.  The  utmoft  weight  of  affliction  from  mini- 
fterial  power  and  popular  hatred,  were  almoft  worth 
bearing,  for  the  glory  of  fuch  a  dauntlefs  conduft  as  he 
has  fhewn  under  it. 

You  may  foon  have  your  wifh,  to  enjoy  the  gallant 
fights  of  armies,  incampments,  flandards  waving  over 
your  brother's  corn-fields,  and  the  pretty  windings  of 
the  Thames  ftained  with  the  blood  of  men.  Your  bar- 
barity, which  I  have  heard  fo  long  exclaim'd  againft 
in  town  and  country,  may  have  its  fill  of  deftruclion. 
I  would  not  add  one  circumftance  ufual  in  all  defcrip- 
tions  of  calamity,  that  of  the  many  rapes  committed, 
or  to  be  committed  upon  thofe  unfortunate  women  that 
delight  in  'war.  But  God  forgive  me — in  this  martial 
age,  if  I  could,  I  would  buy  a  regiment  for  your  fake 

and  Mrs.  P 's  and  fome  others,  whom,  I  have  caufe 

to  fear,  no  fair  means  will  prevail  upon. 

Thofe  eyes,  that  care  not  how  much  mifchief  is 
done,  or  how  great  {laughter  committed,  fo  they  have 
but  a  fine  fhow  ;  thofe  very  female  eyes  will  be  infinitely- 
delighted  with  the  camp  which  is  fpeedily  to  be  formed 
in  Hyde-park.  The  tents  are  carried  thither  this  morn- 
ing, new  regiments  with  new  cloaths  and  furniture  (far 
exceeding  the  late  cloth  and  linen  deiigned  by  his  Grace 
for  the  foldiery. )  The  fight  of  fo  many  gallant  fellows, 
with  all  the  pomp  and  glare  of  war  yet  undeform'd  by 
battle?,  thofe  fcenes  which  England  has  for  many  years 
only  beheld  on  ftages,  may  poffibly  invite  your  curiofity 
to  this  place. 

By  our  lateft  account  from  Duke-ftreet  Weflminfler, 
the  converfion  of  T.  G.  Efq;  is  reported  in  a  manner 
fomewhat  more  particular.  That  upon  the  feizure  of 
his  Flanders  mares,  he  feemed  more  than  ordinarily  di- 
fturbed  for  fome  hours,  fent  for  his  ghoftly  father,  and 
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revived  to  bear  his  lofs  like  a  Chriftian  ;  till  about 
the  hours  of  feven  or  eight  the  coaches  and  horfes  of 
leveral  of  the  Nobility  paffing  by  his  window  towards 
Hyde-park,  he  could  no  longer  endure  the  difappoint- 
ment,  but  inlhntly  went  out,  took  the  oath  of  Abjura- 
tion, and  recover'd  his  dear  horfes,  which  carried  him 
in  triumph  to  the  Ring.  The  poor  diftrefled  Roman 
Catholicks,  now  unhors'd  and  uncharioted,  cry  out  with 
the  Pfalmifr,  Some  in  Chariots  and  fame  on  Hor/es,  but  we 
•will  invocate  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XII. 

fT^HE  weather  is  too  fine  for  any  one  that  loves  the 
country  to  leave  it  at  this  feafon  ;  when  every  fmile 
of  the  fun,  like  the  fmile  of  a  coy  lady,  is  as  dear  as 
it  is  uncommon  :  and  I  am  fb  much  in  the  tafte  of  rural 
Pleafures,  I  had  rather  fee  the  fun  than  any  thing  he 
can  fhew  me,  except  yourfelf.  I  defpife  every  fine 
thing  in  town,  not  excepting  your  new  gown,  till  I  fee 
you  drefs'd  in  it,  (which  by  the  way  I  don't  like  the 
better  for  the  red  ;  the  leaves,  I  think,  are  very  pretty.) 
I  am  growing  fit,  I  hope,  for  a  better  world,  of  which 
the  light  of  the  fun  is  but  a  fhadow  :  for  I  doubt  not 
but  God's  works  here,  are  what  come  neareft  to  his 
works  there ;  and  that  a  true  relifli  of  the  beauties  of 
nature  is  the  moft  eafy  preparation  and  gentleil  tranfi- 
tion  to  an  enjoyment  of  thofe  of  heaven  :  as  on  the 
contrary,  a  true  town  life  of  hurry,  confufion,  noife, 
flander,  and  difiention,  is  a  fort  of  apprenticefliip  to 
hell  and  its  furies.  Pm  endeavouring  to  put  my  mind 
into  as  quiet  a  fituation  as  I  can,  to  be  ready  to  re- 
ceive that  ftroke,  which,  I  believe,  is  coming  upon  me, 
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and  have  fully  refign'd  myfelf  to  yield  to  it.  The  fe- 
paration  of  my  foul  and  body  is  what  I  could  think  of 
with  lefs  pain  ;  for  I  am  very  fure  he  that  made  it  will 
take  care  of  it,  and  in  whatever  ftate  he  pleafes  it  fhall 
be,  that  ftate  muft  be  right :  But  I  cannot  think  with- 
out tears  of  being  feparated  from  my  friends,  when 
their  condition  is  fo  doubtful,  that  they  may  want  even 
fuch  affiftance  as  mine.  Sure,  it  is  more  merciful  to 
take  from  us  after  death  all  memory  of  what  we  lov'd 
or  purfued  here :  for  elfe  what  a  torment  would  it  be 
to  a  fpirit,  ftill  to  love  thofe  creatures  it  is  quite  divided 
from  ?  Unlefs  we  fuppofe,  that  in  a  more  exalted  life, 
all  that  we  efteemed  in  this  imperfect  ftate  will  affeft 
us  no  more,  than  what  we  lov'd  in  our  infancy  concerns 
us  now. 

This  is  an  odd  way  of  writing  to  a  lady,  and,  I'm 
fenfible,  would  throw  me  under  a  great  deal  of  ridicule, 
were  you  to  mow  this  letter  among  your  acquaintance. 
But  perhaps  you  may  not  yourfelf  be  quite  a  ftranger  to 
this  way  of  thinking.  I  heartily  with  your  life  may  be 
fo  long  and  fo  happy,  as  never  to  let  you  think  quite  fo 
far  as  I  am  now  led  to  do  ;  but,  to  think  a  little  to- 
ivards  it9  is  what  will  make  you  the  happier,  and  the 
eafier  at  all  times. 

There  are  no  pleafures  or  amuiements  that  I  don't 
wifli  you,  and  therefore  'tis  no.fmall  grief  to  me  that  I 
fhall  for  the  future  be  lefs  able  to  partake  with  you  in 
them.  But  let  Fortune  do  her  worft,  whatever  fhe  makes 
us  lofr,  as  long  as  me  never  makes  us  lofe  our  honefty 
and  our  independance  ;  I  defpife  from  my  heart  who- 
ever parts  with  the  firft,  and  I  pity  from  my  foul  who- 
ever quits  the  latter. 

I  am  griev'd  at  Mr.  G— —  's  condition  in  this  laft  re- 
fbed  of  dependance.  He  has  Merit,  Good-nature,  and 
Integrity,  three  qualities,  that  1  fear  are  too  often  bit 


SEVERAL   LADIES.  129 

upon  great  men ;  or  at  leaft  are  not  all  three  a  match 
for  that  one  which  is  oppos'd  to  them,  Flattery.  I  wifh 
it  may  not  foon  or  late  difplace  him  from  the  favour 
he  now  pofieffes,  and  feems  to  like.  I'm  fure  his  late 
adlion  deferves  eternal  favour  end  efteem  :  Lord  Ba- 
thurft  was  charm'd  with  it,  who  came  hither  to  fee  me 
before  his  journey.  He  alk'd  and  fpoke  very  particu- 
larly of  you.  To-morrow  Mr.  Fortefcue  comes  to  me 

from    London  about   B 's  fuit  in  forma  pauperis. 

That  poor  man  looks  ftarved  :  he  tells  me  you  have 
been  charitable  to  him.  Indeed  'tis  wanted  ;  the  poor 
creature  can  fcarce  flir  or  fpeak ;  and  I  apprehend  he 
will  die,  jult  as  he  gets  fomething  to  live  upon.  Adieu. 
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'~pHIS  is  a  day  of  wifties  for  you,  and  I  hope  you 
•*•  have  long  known,  there  is  not  one  good  one  which 
I  do  not  form  in  your  behalf.  Every  year  that  pafles, 
I  wifh  fome  things  more  for  my  friends,  and  fome  things 
lefs  for  myfelf.  Yet  were  I  to  tell  you  what  I  wim  for 
you  in  particular,  it  would  be  only  to  repeat  in  profe, 
what  I  told  you  laft  year  in  rhyme  (fo  fincere  is  my 
poetry  :)  I  can  only  add,  that  as  I  then  wifh'd  you  a 
friend  *,  I  now  wim  that  friend  were  Mrs.  — — — 

Abfence  is  a  fhort  kind  of  death  ;  and  in  either,  one 
can  only  wiQi,  that  the  friends  we  are  feparated  from, 
may  be  happy  with  thofe  that  are  left  them.  I  am 
therefore  very  folicitous  that  you  may  pafs  much 
agreeable  time  together:  I  am  forry  to  fay  I  «nvy 
you  no  other  companion :  tho'  I  hope  you  have  others 

*  To  Mrs. on  ber  Birth-Jay. 

"  O  be  thou  bleft  with  all  that  Heav'n  can  fend, 
f*  Long  health,  long  youth,  long  pleafure,  and 
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that  you  like ;  and  I  am  always  pleas'd  in  that  hope, 

when  it  is  not  attended  with  any  fears  on  your  own 

account. 

I  was  troubled  to  leave  you  both,  juft  as  I  fancy'd 
we  mould  begin  to  live  together  in  the  country. 
'Twas  a  little  like  dying  the  moment  one  had  got  aH. 
one  defir'd  in  this  world.  Yet  I  go  away  with  one 
generous  fort  of  fatisfadion,  that  what  I  part  with, 
you  are  to  inherit. 

I  know  you  would  both  be  pleas'd  to  hear  fome 
certain  news  of  a  friend  departed ;  to  have  the  ad- 
ventures of  his  paffage,  and  the  new  regions  thro* 
which  he  travell'd,  defcribed ;  and,  upon  the  whole, 
to  know,  that  he  is  as  happy  where  he  now  is,  as 
while  he  liv'd  among  you.  But  indeed  I  (like  many  a 
poor  unprepar'd  foul)  have  feen  nothing  I  like  fo  well 
as  what  I  left :  No  fcenes  of  Paradife,  no  happy  bowers 
equal  to  thofeon  the  banks  of  the  Thames.  Wherever 
I  wander,  one  reflection  ftrikes  me;  1  wifh  you  were  as 
free  as  I ;  or  at  leaft  had  a  tye  as  tender,  and  as  reafon.- 
able  as  mine,  to  a  relation  that  as  well  deferved  your  con- 
ftant  thought,  and  to  whom  you  would  be  always  pull'.d 
back  (in  fuch  a  manner  as  I  am)  by  the  heart- firing.  I 
have  never  been  well  fmce  I  fet  out :  but  don't  tell  my 
mother  fo  ;  it  will  trouble  her  too  much :  And  as  pro- 
bably the  fame  reafon  may  prevent  her  fending  a  trge 
account  of  her  health  to  me,  I  muft  defire  you  to  ac- 
quaint me.  J  would  gladly  hear  the  country  air  im- 
proves your  own ;  but  don't  flatter  me  whejn  you  are 
ill,  that  I  may  be  the  better  fatisfy'd  .when  you  fay  you 
are  well :  for  thefe  are  things  in  which  one  may  be  fin- 
cerer  to  a  reafojiable  friend,  than  to  a  fond  and  partial 
parent.  Adieu. 
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LETTER    XIV. 

VfOU  can't  be  furpriz'd  to  find  him  a  dull  correfpon- 
*  dent  whom  you  have  known  fo  long  for  a  dull  com- 
panion. And  tho'  I  am  pretty  fenfible,  that,  if  I  have 
any  wit,  I  may  as  well  write  to  (how  it,  as  not ;  yet 
Fll  content  myfelf  with  giving  you  as  plain  a  hiftory  of 
my  pilgrimage,  as  Purchas  himfelf,  or  as  John  Bunyan 
could  do  of  his  'walking  through  the  laildernefs  of  this 
world,  etc. 

Firft  then  I  went  up  by  water  to  Hampton-Court, 
unattended  by  ail  but  my  own  virtues  ;  which  were  not 
of  fo  modeft  a  nature  as  to  keep  themfelves,  or  me,  con- 
ceal'd  :  For  I  met  the  Prince  with  all  his  ladies  on  horfe- 
back,  coming  from  hunting.  Mrs.  B*  and  Mrs.  L* 
took  me  into  protection  (contrary  to  the  laws  againft 
harbouring  Papifts)  and  gave  me  a  dinner,  with  fome- 
thingt  liked  better,  an  opportunity  of  converfation  with 
Mrs.  H*.  We  all  agreed  that  the  life  of  a  Maid  of 
honour  was  of  all  things  the  moft  miferable  :  and  wiih'd 
that  every  woman  who  envy'd  it,  had  a  fpecimen  of  it. 
To  eat  Weftphalia-ham  in  a  morning,  ride  over  hedges 
and  ditches  on  borrowed  hacks,  come  home  in  the  heat 
oi  the  day  with  a  fever,  and  (what  is  worfe  a  hundred 
times)  with  a  red  mark  in  the  forehead  from  an  uneafy 
hat ;  all  this  may  qualify  them  to  make  excellent  wives 
for  fox-hunters,  and  bear  abundance  of  ruddy  com- 
plexion'd  children.  As  foon  as  they  can  wipe  off  the 
fweat  of  the  day,  they  muft  fimper  aa  hour  and  catch 
cold,  in  the  Princefs's  apartment :  from  thence  (  as 
Shakefpear  has  it)  to  dinner^  ivitb  what  appetite  tbei 
may — and  after  that,  till  midnight,  walk,  work,  or 
think,  which  they  pleafe.  J  can  eanly  believe,  no  lone- 
houfe  in  Wales,  with  a  mountain  and  a  rookery,  is 
VOL.  V.  H 
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more  contemplative  than  tin's  Court ;  and  as  a  proof  of 
it,  I  need  orJy  tell  you,  Mrs.  L*  walked  with  me  three 
or  four  hours  by  moonlight,  and  we  met  no  creature  of 
any  quality  but  the  King,  who  gave  audience  to  the  vice- 
chamberlain,  all  alone,  under  the  garden-wall. 

In  fliort,  I  heard  of  no  ball,  affembly,  baflet- table,, 
or  any  place  where  two  or  three  were  gathered  together? 
except  Madam  Kilmanfegg's,  to  which  I  had  the  honour 
to  be  invited,  and  the  grace  to  flay  away. 

I  was  heartily  tired,  and  ported  to park  :  there 

we  had  an  excellent  difcourfe  of  quackery ;  Dr.  S*  was 

mentioned  with  honour.     Lady walked  a  whole 

hour  abroad  without  dying  after  it,  at  leaft  in  the  time 
I  ftay'd,  tho'  flic  feem'd  to  be  fainting,  and  had  convul- 
five  motions  feveral  times  in  her  head. 

I  arrived  in  the  Foreft  by  Tuefday  noon,  having  fled 
from  the  face  (I  with  I  could  fay  the  horned  face)  of 
Mofes,  who  dined  in  the  mid-way  thither.  I  pafs'd  the 
reft  of  the  day  in  thofe  woods  where  I  have  fo  often  en- 
joy'd  a  book  and  a  friend  ;  1  made  a  Hymn  as  I  pafs'd 
thro',  which  ended  with  a  figh,  that  I  will  not  tell  you 
the  meaning  of. 

Your  Doctor  is  gone  the  way  of  all  his  patients,  and 
was  hard  put  to  it  how  to  difpofe  of  an  eftate  miferably 
unwieldy,  and  fplendidly  unufeful  to  him.  Sir  Samuel 
C7aith  fays,  that  for  RatclifTe  to  leave  a  library,  was  as 
if  a  Eunuch  mould  found  a  Seraglio.  Dr.  S —  lately 
told  a  lady,  he  wonder'd  fhe  could  be  alive  after  him  : 
Ihe  made  anfwer,  me  wonder'd  at  it  for  two  reafons,  be- 
caufe  Dr.  Ratcliffe  was  dead,  and  becaufe  Dr.  S —  was 
living.  1  am 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XV. 

TO'Othing  could  have  more  of  that  melancholy  which 
^•^  once  ufed  to  pleafe  me,  than  my  laft  day's  jour- 
ney ;  for  after  having  pafs'd  through  my  favourite  \voods 
in  the  foreft,  with  a  thousand  reveries  of  paii  plcafures, 
I  rid  over  hanging  hills,  whofe  tops  were  edged  'with 
groves,  and  whofe  feet  water' d  with  winding  rivers,  lif- 
tening  to  the  falls  of  cataracls  below,  and  the  murmur- 
ing of  the  winds  above  :  the  gloomy  verdure  of  Stonor 
fucceeded  to  thefe  ;  and  th€n  the  (hades  of  the  evening 
overtook  me.  The  moon  rofe  in  the  cleareit  fky  I  ever 
faw,  by  whofe  folemn  light  I  paced  on  flowly,  without 
company,  or  any  interruption  to  the  range  of  my 
thoughts.  About  a  mile  before  I  reach'd  Oxford,  all 
the  bells  toll'd  in  different  notes  ;  the  clocks  of  every 
college  an/wer'd  one  another,  and  founded  forth  (fome 
in  a  deeper,  foine  a  fofter  tone)  that  it  was  eleven  at 
night.  All  this  was  no  ill  preparation  to  the  life  I  have 
led  fince,  among  thofe  old  walls,  venerable  galleries, 
ftone  porticos,  iiudious  walks,  and  folitary  fcenes  of  the 
Univerfity.  I  wanted  nothing  bat  a  black  gown  and  a 
falary,  to  be  as  mere  a  book-worm  as  any  there.  1  con- 
form'd  myfelf  to  the  college  hours,  was  roll'd  np  in 
books,  lay  in  one  of  the  moft  ancient,  dufky  parts  of 
the  Univerfity,  and  was  as  dead  to  the  world  as  any 
hermit  of  the  defart.  If  any  thing  was  alive  or  awake 
iu  me,  it  was  a  little  vanity,  fuch  as  even  thofe  good 
men  us'd  to  entertain,  when  the  monks  of  their  o<vcte 
order  extoll'd  their  piety  and  abftraftion.  For  1  found 
myfelf  receiv'd  with  a  fort  of  refpeft,  which  this  idle 
part  of  mankind,  the  Learned,  pay  to  their  own  fpecies ; 
who  are  as  confiderable  here,  as  the  bufy,  the  gay,  and 
the  ambitious  are  in  your  world. 
Jl  a 
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Indeed  I  was  treated  in  fuch  a  manner,  that  I  could 
not  but  fometimcs  aflc  myfelf  in  my  mind,  what  college 
I  was  founder  of,  or  what  library  I  had  built  ?  Me- 
thinks,  I  do  very  ill  to  return  to  the  world  again,  to  leave 
the  only  place  where  I  make  a  figure,  and,  from  feeing 
myfelf  feated  with  dignity  on  themoft  confpicuous  {helves 
of  a  library,  put  myfelf  into  the  abjedl  pofture  of  lying 
at  a  lady's  feet  in  St.  James's  {quare. 

I  will  not  deny,  but  that,  like  Alexander,  in  the 
midft  of  my  glory  I  am  wounded,  and  find  myfelf  a 
mere  man.  To  tell  you  from  whence  the  dart  comes 
is  to  no  purpofe,  fince  neither  of  you  will  take  the  ten- 
der care  to  draw  it  out  of  my  heart,  and  fuck  the  poi- 
fon  with  your  lips. 

Here,  at  my  Lord  H 's,  I  fee  a  creature  nearer 

an  angel  than  a  woman  (tho'  a  woman  be  very  near  as 
good  as  an  angel ;)  I  think  you  have  formerly  heard  me 
mention  Mrs.  T —  as  a  credit  to  the  Maker  of  Angels ; 
fhe  is  a  relation  of  his  lordfhip's,  and  he  gravely  pro- 
pos'd  her  to  me  for  a  wife ;  being  tender  of  her  in- 
terells,  and  knowing  (what  is  a  fhame  to  Providence) 
that  {he  is  lefs  indebted  to  fortune  than  I.  I  told  him, 
'twas  what  he  never  could  have  thought  of,  if  it  had 
not  been  his  misfortune  to  be  blind  ;  and  what  I  never 
could  think  of,  while  I  had  eyes  to  fee  both  her  and 
myfelf. 

I  muft  not  conclude  without  telling  you,  that  I  will 
do  the  utmoft  in  the  affair  you  define.  It  would  be  an 
inexpreflible  joy  to  me  if  I  could  ferve  you,  and  I  will 
always  do  all  I  can  to  give  myfelf  pleafure.  I  vvi{h  as 
well  for  you  as  for  myfelf;  1  am  in  love  with  you  both, 
as  much  as  I  am  with  myfelf,  for  1  find  myfelf  moll  fo 
wiih  either,  when  I  leaft  fufped  ic, 
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LETTER    XVI. 

THE  chief  caufe  T  have  to  repent  my  leaving  the 
town,  is  the  uncertainty  I  am  in  every  day  of  your 
filter's  ftate  of  health.  I  really  expeded  by  every  port 
to  have  heard  of  her  recovery,  but  on  the  contrary  each 
Letter  has  been  a  new  awakening  to  my  apprehenfions* 
and  I  have  ever  fince  fuffer'd  alarms  upon  alarms  on  her 
account.  No  one  can  be  more  fenfibly  touch'd  at  this 
than  I ;  nor  any  danger  of  any  I  love  could  affeft  me 
with  more  uneafinefs.  I  have  felt  fome  weaknefles  of 
a  tender  kind,  which  I  would  not  be  free  from ;  and  I 
am  glad  to  find  my  value  for  people  fo  rightly  placed, 
as  to  perceive  them  on  this  occafion. 

I  cannot  be  fo  good  a  Chriftian  as  to  be  willing  to  refiga 
my  own  happinefs  here,  for  hers  in  another  life.  I  do 
more  than  wilh  for  her  fafety,  for  every  wim  I  make  I 
find  immediately  changed  into  a  prayer,  and  a  more  fer- 
vent one  than  I  had  learn'd  to  make  till  now. 

May  her  life  be  longer  and  happier  than  perhaps  her- 
felf  may  defire,  that  is,  as  long  and  as  happy  as  you 
can  wifli :  May  her  beauty  be  as  great  as  poffible,  that 
is,  as  it  always  was,  or  as  yours  is.  But  whatever  ra- 
vages a  mercilefs  diftemper  may  commit,  I  dare  promife 
her  boldly,  what  few  (if  any)  of  her  makers  of  vifits  and 
compliments  dare  to  do  :  {he  fliall  have  one  man  as 
much  her  admirer  as  ever.  As  for  your  part,  Madam, 
you  have  me  fo  more  than  ever,  fince  1  have  been  a  wit- 
nefs  to  the  generous  tendernefs  you  have  /hewn  upon 
this  occafion. 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XVIF. 

AM  not  at  all  concerned  to  think  that  this  letter  may 
be  lefs  entertaining  than  feme  I  have  £nt :  I  know 
you  are  a  friend  that  will  think  a  kind  letter  as  good  as 
a  diverting  one.  He  that  gives  you.  his  mirth  makes 
a  much  lefs  prefent  than  he  that  gives  you  his  heart ; 
and  true  friends  would  rather  fee  fuch  thoughts  as 
they  communicate  only  to  one  another,  than  what  they 
Squander  about  to  all  the  world.  They  who  can  fe£ 
a  right  value  upon  any  thing,  will  prize  one  tender, 
well-meant  word,  above  all  that  ever  made  them  laugh 
in  their  lives.  If  1  did  not  think  fo  of  you,  I  fnould 
never  have  taken  much  pains  to  endeavour  to  pleafe 
you,  by  writing,  or  ajiy  thing  elfe.  Wit,  I  am  fure,  I 
want ;  at  leaft  in  the  degree  that  I  fee  others  have  it,. 
who  would  at  all  feafons  alike  be  entertaining  ;  but  I 
would  willingly  have  fome  qualities  that  may  be  (at 
fome  feafons)  of  more  comfort  to  myfeif,  and  of  more 
fervice  to  my  friends.  I  would  cut  off  my  own  head» 
if  it  had  nothing  better  than  wit  in  it;  and  tear  out  my 
own  heart,  if  it  had  no  better  clifpofitions  than  to  love 
only  myfeif,  and  laugh  at  all  my  neighbours. 

1  know  you'll  think  it  an  agreeable  thing  to  hear  that 
J  have  done  a  great  deal  of  Homer.  If  it  be  tolerable, 
the  world  may  thank  you  for  it  :  for  if  I  could  have 
feen  you  every  day,  and  imagin'd  my  company  could 
have  every  day  pleas'd  you,  I  fliould  fcarce  have  thought 
it  worth  my  while  to  pleafe  the  world.  How  many 
verfes  could  I  gladly  have  left  unfiniflvd,  and  turn'd 
into  it,  for  people  to  fay  what  they  would  of,  had  I  been 
permitted  to  pafs  all  thofe  hours  more  pleafingly  ? 
Whatever  fome  may  think,  Fame  is  a  thing  I  am  much 
lefs  covetous  of,  than  your  friendfhip  ;  for  that,  I  hope* 
will  laft  all  my  life ;  the  other  I  cannot  anfwer  for. 
What  if  they  fhould  both  grow  greater  after  my  death? 
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alas  !  they  would  both  be  of  no  advantage  to  me  1 
Therefore  think  upon  it,  and  love  me  as  well  as  ever 
you  can,  while  I  live. 

Now  I  talk  of  fame,  I  fend  you  my  Temple  of  Fame, 
which  is  juft  come  out :  but  my  fentiments  about  it  you 
will  fee  better  by  this  Epigram. 

What's  Fame  <voith  men.,  by  cuflom  of  the  nation, 

Is  call*  d  in  ivomsn  only  Reputation  : 

About  them  loth  <vcby  keep  icejltch  a pctber  ? 

Part  you  iK.ith  one,  and  P II  renounce  the  other. 


LETTER    XVIir. 

ALL  the  pleafure  or  ufe  of  familiar  letters,  is  to  give' 
^^  us  the  afiurance  of  a  friend's  welfare ;  at  leaft  'ris 
all  I  know,  who  am  a  mortal  enemy  and  defpifer  of 
what  they  call  fine  letters.  In  this  view,  I  promife  you, 
it  will  always  be  a  fatisfacYion  to  me  to  write  letters  and 
to  receive  them  from  you  ;  becaufe  I  unfeignedly  hav« 
your  good  at  my  heart,  and  am  that  thing,  which  many 
people  make  only  a  fubjecl  to  difplay  their  fine  feint* 
ments  upon,  a  Friend  :  which  is  a  character  that  admits 
of  little  to  be  faid,  till  fomething  may  be  done.  Nov/ 
let  me  fairly  tell  you,  I  don't  like  your  ftyle  :  'tis  very 
pretty,  therefore  I  don't  like  it;  and  if  you  writ  as  well- 
as  Voiture,  I  would  not  give  a  farthing  for  fuch  letters, 
iinlcfs  I  were  to  fell  them  to  be  printed.  Methinks  I 
have  loft  the  Mrs.  L*  I  formerly  knew,  who  writ  and 
talked  like  other  people  (and  fometimes  better.)  Yo\» 
maft  allow  me  to  fay,  you  have  not  faid  a  fenfible  word 
in  all  your  letter,  except  where  you  fpeak  of  mewing 
kindnefs  and  expecting  it  in  return  :  but  the  addition 
you  make  about  your  being  but  two  and  twenty,  is  again 
in  the  ftyle  of  wit  and  abomination.  To  fhew  you  how 
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very  unfatisfadtorily  you  write,  in  all  your  letters  you've 
never  told  me  how  you  do.  Jndeed  I  fee  'twas  abfolute- 
Jy  neceflkry  for  me  to  write  to  you,  before  you  con- 
tinued to  take  more  notice  of  me,  for  I  ought  to  tell 
you  what  you  are  to  expecl ;  that  is  to  fay,  kindnefs, 
which  I  never  fail'd  (I  hope)  to  return ;  and  not  wit, 
\vhich  if  I  want,  I  am  not  much  concerned,  becaufe 
judgment  is  a  better  thing  ;  and  if  I  had,  [  would  make 
ufe  of  it  rather  to  play  upon  thofe  I  defpifed,  than  to 
trifle  with  ihofe  I  loved.  You  fee,  in  ihort,  after  what 
manner  you  may  moft  agreeably  write  to  me  :  tell  me 
you  are  my  friend,  and  yau  can  be  no  mere  at  a  lofs 
about  that  article.  As  I  have  open'd  my  mind  upon 
this  to  you,  it  may  alfo  ferve  for  Mr.  H— ,  who  will 
lee  by  it  what  manner  of  letters  he  muft  expeft  if  he 
correfpotKls  with  me.  As  I  am  too  ferioufly  yours 
and  his  fervant  to  put  turns  upon  you  inftead  of  good 
wilhes,  fo  in  return  I  fliould  have  nothing  but  honed 
plain  How-d'ye's  and  Pray  remember  me's ;  which 
not  being  fit  to  be  mown  to  any  body  for  wit,  may 
be  a  proof  we  correfpond  only  for  ourfelves,  in  merfl 
fricndlinefs ;  as  doth,  God  is  my  \vitnefs, 

Your  very,  etc. 


LETTER    XIX. 

T  T  is  with  infinite  fatisfaclion  I  am  made  acquainted 
that  your  brother  will  at  laft  prove  your  relation, 
and  has  entertained  fuch  fentimems  as  became  him 
in  your  concern.  I  have  been  prepared  fur  this  by 
degrees,  having  feveral  times  receiv'd  from  Mrs.  *  that 
which  is  one  of  the  greateft  pleaiures,  the  knowledge 
that  others  entered  into  my  own  fentiments  concern- 
ing  you.  I  ever  was  of  opinion  that  you  wanted  no 
more  to'  be  vindicated  than  to  be  known.  As  1  hare 
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often  condoled  with  you  in  your  adverfities,  fo  I  have 
a  right,  which  but  few  can  pretend  to,  of  congratu- 
lating on  the  profpeft  of  your  better  fortunes :  and 
I  hope,  for  the  future,  to  have  the  concern  I  have 
felt  for  you  overpaid  in  your  felicities.  Tho'  you 
modeftly  fay  the  world  has  left  you,  yet,  I  verily  believe, 
it  is  coming  to  you  again  as  faft  as  it  can  :  for,  to  give 
the  world  its  due,  it  is  always  very  fond  of  merit  when 
it  is  paft  its  power  to  oppofe  it.  Therefore,  if  you  can, 
take  it  into  favour  again  upon  its  repentance,  and  con- 
tinue in,  it.  But  if  you  are  refolved  in  revenge  to  rob 
the  world  of  fo  much  example  as  you  may  afford  ir,.  I 
believe  yowr  defign  will  be  vain  ;  for  even  in  a  mo- 
naftery  your  devotions  cannot  carry  you  fo  far  toward 
the  next  world  as  to  make  this  lofe  the  fight  of  you; 
but  you'll  be  like  a  ftar,  that,  while  it  is  fixed  to 
heaven,  mines  over  all  the  earth. 

Wherefoever  Providence  mail  difpofe  of  the  mod  va- 
luable thing  1  know,  I  mall  ever  follow  you  with  my 
fincereft  wifhes,  and  my  beft  thoughts  will  be  perpetu- 
ally waiting  upon  you,  when  you  never  hear  of  me  nor 
them.  Your  own  guardian  angels  cannot  be  more  con- 
ftant,  nor  more  fifent.  I  beg  you  will  never  ceafe  to 
think  me  your  friend,  that  you  may  not  be  guilty  of  that 
which  you  never  yet  knew  to  commit,  an  injuftice.  As  I 
have  hitherto  been  fo  in  fpite  of  the  world,  fo  hereafter, 
if  it  be  poffible  you  mould  ever  be  more  oppofed,  and 
more  defer  ted,  I  mould  only  be  fo  much  the  more 

Your  faithful,  etc. 
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T  Can  fay  little  to  recommend  the  letters  I  (hall  write 

to  you,  but  that  they  will  be  the  moft  impartial  re- 

jprefentatiorts  of  a  free  heart,  and  the  trueft  copies  you 
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ever  faw,  tho'  of  a  very  mean  original.  Not  a  feature 
will  be  foftened,  or  any  advantageous  light  employed 
to  make  the  ugly  thing  a  little  lefs  hideous ;  but  you 
fliall  find  it,  in  all  refpeds,  molt  honibly  like.  You 
will  do  me  an  injuftice  if  you  look  upon  any  thing  I 
{hall  fay  from  this  inflant,  as  a  compliment,  either  to 
you  or  to  myfelf:  whatever  I  write  will  be  the  real 
thought  of  that  hour  ;  and  1  know  you'll  no  more  ex- 
peft  it  of  me  to  perfevere  till  death,  in  every  fentimeat 
or  notion  I  now  let  down,  than  you  would  imagine  a 
man's  face  mould  never  change  when  once  his  pidure 
was  drawn. 

The  freedom  I  fhall  ufe  in  this  manner  of  thinking 
*]aud,  may  indeed  prove  me  a  fool ;  but  it  will  prove 
me  one  of  the  beft  fort  of  fools,  the  honeft  ones.  And 
fcnce  what  folly  we  have,  will  infallibly  buoy  up  at  one 
time  or  other  in  fpite  of  all  our  art  to  keep  it  down  ; 
methinks,  'tis  almcft  foolifli  to  take  any  pains  to  con- 
ceal it  at  all,  and  almoft  knavim  to  do  it  from  thofe  that 
are  our  friends.  If  Momus's  project  had  taken,  of  ha- 
ving windows  in  our  breafts,  I  mould  be  for  carrying 
it  further,  and  making  thofe  windows,  cafements  ;  that 
while  a  man  mowed  his  heart  to  all  the  world,  he  might 
do  fomethir.g  mere  lor  his  friends  ;  even  give  it  them, 
«td  truil  it  to  their  handling.  I  think  I  love  you  a» 
well  as  King  Herod  did  Herodias  (tho'  I  never  had  fo 
much  as  one  dance  with  you)  and  would  as  freely  give 
you  ir,y  heart  in  a  cifh,  as  he  did  another's  head.  But 
fkce  Jupiier  will  not  have  it  fo,  I  mult  be  content  to 
fhew  my  tafte  in  life,  as  I  do  my  taile  in  painting,  by 
loving  to  have  as  lit'.'e  dispery  as  pcffible.  Net  ihat  I 
think  every  body  naked  altogether  fo  fine  a  fight,  as 
ycurfelf  and  a  few  more  would  be,  but  becaufe  'tis  good 
to  ufe  people  to  what  they  muft  be  acquainted  with; 
aud  there  will  certainly  come  feme  day  of  judgment  or 
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ether,  to  uncover  every  foul  of  us.  We  {hall  then  fee 
that  the  Prudes  of  this  world  owed  all  their  fine  figure 
only  to  their  being  flraiter-laced  than  the  reft  ;  and  that 
they  are  naturally  as  arrant  fquabs  as  thofe  that  went 
more  loofe,  nay  as  thofe  that  never  girded  their  loins  at 
all. — But  a  particular  reafon  that  may  engage  you  to 
write  your  thoughts  the  more  freely  to  me,  is,  that  I  am 
confident  no  one  knows  you  better ;  for  [  find,  when 
others  exprefs  their  thoughts  of  you,  they  fall  very  fhort 
of  mine,  and,  I  know,  at  the  feme  time,  theirs  are  fuch, 
as  you  would  think  fufEciently  in  your  favour. 

You  may  eafily  imagine  how  defiroas  I  muft  be  of  a 
correfpondence  with  a  perfon,  who  had  taught  me  long 
ago  that  it  was  as  poffible  to  eiteem  at  fiift  fight,  as  to 
love  :  and  who  has  fince  ruin'd  me  for  all  the  converfa- 
tion  of  one  fex,  and  almoft  all  the  friendihip  of  the 
other.  I  am  but  too  fenfible  thro'  your  means,  that  the 
company  of  men  wants  a  certain  foftnefs  to  recommend 
it,  and  that  of  women  wants  every  thing  elfe.  How 
often  have  I  been  quietly  going  to  take  pofTeflion  of  that 
tranquillity  and  indolence  I  had  fo  long  found  ia  .the 
country ;  when  one  evening  of  your  conversion  has 
fpoil'd  me  for  a  Solitaire  !  Books  have  loit  their  effect 
upon  me,  and  I  was  convinced  iince  I  faw  you,  that 
there  is  one  alive  wifer  than  all  the  fages*  A  plague  of 
female  wifdom  !  it  makes  a  man  ten  times  more  uneafy 
than  his  own.  What  is  very  ilrange',  Virtue  herfelf 
(when  you  have  the  dreffing  her)  i:>  too  amiable  for 
one's  repofe.  You  might  have  done  a  world  of  good  in 
your  time,  if  you  had  allowed  half  the  fine  gemlemei 
\vho  have  feeruy_ou,  to  have  conve,  fed  with  you  ;  they 
would  have  been  ftrangely  bit,  while  they  thought  only 
to  fall  in  love  with  a  fair  lady,  and  you  had  bevutchM 
them  with  Reafon  and  Virtue  (two  beauties  that,  the 
very  fops  pretend  to  no  acquaintance  wilh.). 
II  6 
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The  unhappy  diflance  at  which  we  correfpond,  rff- 
moves  a  great  many  of  thofe  rePtrictions  and  pun&ilious 
decorums,  that  oftentimes  in  nearer  converfation  preju- 
dice truth,  to  fave  good  breeding.  I  may  now  hear  of 
my  faults  and  you  of  your  good  qualities,  without  a 
blulh ;  we  converfe  upon  fuch  unfortunate  generous 
terms,  as  exclude  the  regards  of  fear,  fhame,  or  defign, 
in  either  of  us.  And,  methinks,  it  would  be  as  paltry 
a  part,  to  impofe  (even  in  a  fingle  thought)  upon  each 
other  in  this  ftate  of  feparation,  as  for  fpirits  of  a  dif- 
ferent fphere,  who  have  fo  little  intercourfe  with  us,  to 
employ  that  little  (as  fome  would  make  us  think  they 
do)  in  putting  trkks  and  delufions  upon  poor  mortals. 

Let  me  begin  then,  Madam,  by  alking  you  a  quef- 
tion,  that  may  enable  me  to  judge  better  of  my  own 
«onduft  than  moft  inftances  of  my  life.  In  what  man- 
ner did  I  behave  in  the  laft  hour  I  faw  you  ?  What 
degree  of  concern  did  I  difcover  when  I  felt  a  misfor- 
tune, which,  I  hope,  you  will  never  feel,  that  of  parting 
from  what  one  moft  efteems  ?  for  if  my  parting  looked 
but  like  that  of  your  common  acquaintance,  I  am  the 
greateft  of  all  the  hypocrites  that  ever  decency  made. 

1  never  fince  pafs  by  your  houfe  but  with  the  fame 
fort  of  melancholy  that  we  feel  upon  feeing  the  tomb 
of  a  friend,  which  only  ferves  to  put  us  in  mind  of  what 
\ve  have  loft.  I  reflect  upon  the  circumftances  of  your 
departure,  which  1  was  there  a  witnefs  of  (your  behavi- 
our in  what  I  may  call  your  laft  moments)  and  I  in- 
dulge a  gloomy  kind  of  pleafure  in  thinking  that  thofe 
laft  moments  were  given  to  me.  I  would  fain  imagine 
lhat  this  was  not  accidental,  but  proceeded  from  a  pe- 
netration, which,  I  know,  you  have,  in  finding  oat 
the  troth  of  people's  fentiments ;  and  that  you  were 
willing,  the  laft  man  that  <uxmld  have  parted  fiom  you-, 
ihould  be  the  laft  that  dti.  1  really  looked  upon  'y°* 
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juft  as  the  friends  of  Curdus  might  have  done  upon  that 
hero,  at  the  inftant  when  he  was  devoting  himfelf  to 
glory,  and  running  to  be  loft  out  of  generofity  :  I  was 
obliged  to  admire  your  refolution,  in  as  great  a  degree 
as  I  deplored  it ;  and  had  only  to  wifh,  that  Heavea 
would  reward  fo  much  virtue  as  was  to  be  taken  from 
•s,  with  all  the  felicities  it  could  enjoy  elfewhere. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XXI. 

T  Can  never  have  too  many  of  your  letters.  I  am  an- 
•*  gry  at  every  fcrap  of  paper  loft,  and  tho'  it  is  but 
tn  odd  compliment  to  compare  a  fine  lady  to  a  Sibyl, 
your  leaves,  methinks,  like  hers,  are  too  good  to  ba 
committed  to  the  winds  ;  tho'  I  have  no  other  way  of 
receiving  them  but  by  thofe  unfaithful  naeflengers.  I 
have  had  but  three,  and  I  reckon  that  ihort  one  from 

D ,  which  was  rather  a  dying  ejaculation  than  a 

letter. 

You  have  contrived  to  fay  in  your  laft  the  two  things 
moft  plcafing  to  me :  The  firft,  that  whatever  be  the 
fate  of  your  letters,  you  will  continue  to  write  in  the 
difcharge  of  your  confcience.  The  other  is,  the  juftice 
you  do  me,  in  taking  what  I  writ  to  you,  in  the  ferioua 
manner  it  was  meant ;  it  is  the  point  upon  which  I  can 
bear  no  fufpicion,  and  in  which,  above  all,  I  define  to 
be  thought  ferious.  It  would  be  vexatious  indeed,  if 
you  mould  pretend  to  take  that  for  wit,  which  is  no 
more  than  the  natural  ove.  flowing  of  a  heart  improved 
by  an  efteem  for  you  ;  but  fince  you  tell  me  you  believe 
me,  I  fancy  my  exprefiions  have  not  been  entirely  ua» 
faithful  to  my  thoughts, 
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May  your  faith  be  encreafed  in  all  truths,  that  are 
as  great  as  this  ;  and,  depend  upon  it,  to  whatever  de- 
gree it  may  extend,  you  never  can  be  a  bigot. 

If  you  could  fee  the  heart  I  talk  of,  you  would  really 
think  it  a  fooliih  good  kind  of  thing,  with  fome  quali- 
ties as  well  deferving  to  be  half-laughed  at,  and  half- 
efteemed,  as  moft  hearts  in  the  world. 

Its  grand  foible  in  regard  to  you,  w  the  moft  like 
reafon  of  any  foible  in  nature.  Upon  my  word  this 
heart  is  not  like  a  great  warehoufe,  ftored  only  with 
my  own  goods,  or  with  empty  fpaces  to  be  fupplied 
as  faft  as  intereft  or  ambition  can  fill  them  :  but  is 
every  inch  of  it  let  out  into  lodgings  for  its  friends, 
and  mall  never  want  a  corner  where  your  idea  will 
always  lie  as  warm,  and  as  clofe,  as  any  idea  in  Chri. 
ftendom. 

]f  this  diftance  (as  you  are  fo  kind  as  to  fay)  en- 
larges your  belief  of  my  friendfhip,  I  afiure  you,  it 
has  fo  extended  my  notion  of  your  value,  that  I  begin 
to  be  impious  upon  that  account,  and  to  wifh  that  even 
flaughter,  ruin,  and  defolation  may  interpofe  between 
you  and  the  place  you  defign  for ;  and  that  you  were 
jeftored  to  us  at  the  expence  of  a  whole  people. 

Is  there  no  expedient  to  return  you  in  peace  to  the 
bofom  of  your  country  ?  I  hear  you  are  come  as  far 
as  — -  :  do  you  only  look  back  to  die  twice  ?  is  Eu- 
rydice  one  more  {hatched  to  the  Ihades  ?  If  ever  mortal 
had  reafon  to  hate  the  King,  it  is  I,  whofe  particular 
misfortune  it  is,  to  be  almofl  the  only  innocent  perfon 
he  has  made  to  fufFer ;  both  by  his  government  at 
home,  and  his  negotiations  abroad. 

If  you  muft  go  from  us,  I  wi(h  at  leaft  you  might 
pafs  to  your  banifhrnent  by  the  moft  pleafant  way  ; 
that  all  the  road  might  be  rofes  and  myrtles,  and  a 
thoufand  objects  rife  round  you,  agreeable  enough  to 
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make  England  lefs  defirable  to  you.  It  is  not  now  my 
intereft  to  wilh  England  agreeable :  it  is  highly  pro- 
bable it  may  ufe  me  ill  enough  to  drive  me  from  it* 
Can  I  think  that  place  my  country,  where  I  cannot 
now  call  a  foot  of  paternal  earth  my  own  ?  Yet  it  may 
feem  fome  alleviation,  that  when  the  wifeft  thing  I  can 
do  is  to  leave  my  country,  what  was  molt  agreeable  in 
it  mould  firft  be  fnatched  away  from  it. 

I  could  overtake  you  with  pleafure  in ,  and 

make  that  tour  in  your  company.  Every  reafonable 
entertainment  and  beautiful  view  would  be  doubly  en» 
gaging  when  you  partook  of  it.  I  mould  at  leail  attend 
you  to  the  fea  coafts,  and  caft  a  laft  look  after  the  fails 
that  tranfported  you.  But  perhaps  I  might  care  as 
little  to  ftay  behind  you  ;  and  be  full  as  uneafy  to  live 
in  a  country  where  I  faw  others  perfecuted  by  the- 
rogues  of  my  own  religion,  as  where  I  was  perfecuted 
myfelf  by  the  rogues  of  yours.  And  it  is  not  irnpok 
fible  I  might  run  into  Afia  in  fearck  of  liberty ;  for  who 
would  not  rather  live  a  freeman  among  a  nation  of 
flaves,  than  a  flave  among  a  nation  of  freemen  ? 

In  good  earneft,  if  I  knew  your  motions,  and  your 
exaft  time ;  I  verily  think,  I  mould  be  once  more  hap- 
py in  a  fight  of  you  next  Spring. 

I'll  conclude  with  a  wifh,  God  fend  you  with  us,  or 
me  wiih  you. 

LETTER    XXII. 

X7OU  will  find  me  more  troublefome  than  ever  Brutus 
did  his  evil  Genius ;  I  fhall  meet  you  in  more 
places  than  one,  and  often  refreih  your  memory  before 
you  arrive  at  your  Phiiippi.  Thefe  fhadows  of  me 
(my  letters)  will  be  haunting  you  from  time  to  time, 
and  putting  you  in  mind  of  the  man  who  has  really 
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fuffered  very  much  from  you,  and  whom  you  have 
robb'd  of  the  moft  valuable  of  his  enjoyments,  your 
converfation.  The  advantage  of  hearing  your  fenti- 
ments  by  difcovering  mine,  was  what  1  always  thought 
a  great  one,  and  even  worth  the  rifque  I  generally  run 
of  manifefting  my  own  indifcretion.  You  then  rewarded 
my  truft  in  you  the  moment  it  was  given,  for  you 
pleas'd  or  inform'd  me  the  minute  you  anfwer'd.  I 
muft  now  be  contented  with  more  flow  returns.  How- 
ever, 'tis  fome  pleafure,  -that  your  thoughts  upon  paper 
H-ill  be  a  more  lading  po/Teffion  to  me,  and  that  I  lhall 
no  longer  have  caufe  to  complain  of  a  lofs  I  have  fo 
often  regretted,  that  of  any  thing  you  faid,  which  I 
happen'd  to  forget.  In  earneft,  Madam,  if  I  were  to 
•write  to  you  as  often  as  I  think  of  you,  it  muft  be  every 
day  of  my  life.  I  attend  you  in  fpirit  thro'  all  your 
ways,  I  follow  you  through  every  ftage  in  books  of 
travels,  and  fear  for  you  thro1  whole  folio's  ;  you  make 
me  fhrink  at  the  paft  dangers  of  dead  travellers ;  and  if 
I  read  of  a  delightful  profpeft,  or  agreeable  place,  I 
hope  it  yet  fubfifts  to  pleafe  you.  I  enquire  the  roads, 
the  amuiements,  the  company,  of  every  town  and  coun- 
try thro'  which  you  pafs,  with  as  much  diligence,  as 
if  I  were  to  fet  out  next  week  to  overtake  you.  In  a 
word,  no  one  can  have  you  more  conftantly  in  mind, 
not  even  your  Guardian  angel  (if  you  have  one)  and  I 
am  willing  to  indulge  fo  much  Popery  as  to  fancy  fome 
Being  takes  care  of  you,  who  knows  your  value  better 
than  you  do  yourfelf :  I  am  willing  to  think  that  heaven 
never  gave  fo  much  felf  neglecl  and  refolution  to  a  wo- 
man, to  occafion  her  calamity ;  but  am  pious  enough 
to  believe  thofe  qualities  mull  be  intended  to  conduae 
to  her  benefit  and  her  glory. 

Your  firil  fhort  letter  only  ferves  to  mew  me  you  are 
alive :   it  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  firft  dove  that  re- 
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turn'd  to  Noah,  and  juft  made  him  know  it  had  found 
no  reft  abroad. 

There  is  nothing  in  it  that  pleafes  me,  but  when  you 
tell  me  you  had  no  fea-ficknefs.  I  beg  your  next  may 
give  me  all  the  pleafure  it  can,  that  is,  tell  me  any 
that  you  receive.  You  can  make  no  difcoveries  that 
will  be  half  To  valuable  to  me  as  thofe  of  your  own 
mind.  Nothing  that  regards  the  ftates  or  kingdoms 
you  pafs  thro',  will  engage  fo  much  of  my  curiofity  or 
concern,  as  what  relates  to  yourfelf :  Your  welfare,  to 
fay  truth,  is  more  at  my  heart  than  that  of  Chriftendorru 

I  am  fure  I  may  defend  the  truth,  tho'  perhaps  not 
the  virtue  of  this  declaration.  One  is  ignorant,  or 
doubtful  at  beft,  of  the  merits  of  differing  religions  and 
governments :  but  private  virtues  one  can  be  fure  of, 
I  therefore  know  what  particular  Perfon  has  defert 
enough  to  merit  being  happier  than  .  others,  but  not 
what  Nation  deferves  to  conquer  or  opprefc  another. 
You  will  fay,  I  am  not  public-Jpirited ;  let  it  be  fo,  I 
may  have  too  many  tenderneffes,  particular  regards,  or 
narrow  views ;  but  at  the  fame  time  I  am  certain  that 
whoever  wants  thefe,  can  never  have  a  Public  fpirit : 
.for  (as  a  friend  of  mine  fays)  how  is  it  poffible  for 
that  man  to  love  twenty  thoufand  people,  who  never 
loved  one  ? 

I  communicated  your  letter  to  Mr.  C— — ,  he  thinks 
of  you  and  talks  of  you  as  he  ought,  I  mean  as  I  do, 
and  one  always  thinks  that  to  be  juil  as  it  ought.  His 
health  and  mine  are  now  fo  good,  that  we  vviih  with 
all  our  fouls  you  were  a  wituefs  of  it.  We  never  meet 
but  we  lament  over  you  :  we  pay  a  kind  of  weekly 
rites  to  your  memory,  where  we  ftrow  flowers  of  rhe- 
toric, and  offer  fuch  libations  to  your  name  as  it  would 

be  prophane  to  call  toafting.     The  Duke  of  B m 

is  fometimes  the  High  Prjeft  of  your  praife§ ;  and  upon 
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the  whole,  I  believe  there  are  as  few  men  that  are  not 
forry  at  your  departure,  as  women  that  are ;  for,  you 
know,  moft  of  your  fex  want  good  fenfe,  and  therefore 
muft  want  generofity  :  You  have  fo  much  of  both,  that» 
I  am  fure,  you  pardon  them  :  for  one  cannot  but  for- 
give whatever  one  defpifes.  For  my  part  I  hate  a 
great  many  women  for  your  fake,  and  undervalue  all 
the  reft.  'Tis  you  are  to  blame,  and  may  God  re- 
venge it  upon  you,  with  all  thofe  bleffings  and  earthly 
profperities,  which,  the  divines  tell  us,  are  the  caulc 
of  our  perdition  ;  for  if  he  makes  you  happy  in  this 
world,  I  dare  truft  your  own  virtue  to  do  it  in  the  other, 
I  am 

Your,  etc. 
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To  Mrs.  AR  ABELL  A    FERMOR, 

On  her  Marriage. 

V^OU  are  by  this  time  /atisfied  how  much  the  terr* 
dernefs  of  one  man  of  merit  is  to  be  preferred  to 
the  addrefies  of  a  thoufand.  And  by  this  time  the 
Gentleman  you  have  made  choice  of  is  fenfible,  ho\v 
great  is  the  joy  of  having  all  thofe  charms  and  good 
qualities  which  have  pleafed  fo  many,  now  applied  to- 
pleafe  one  only.  It  was  but  juft,  that  the  fame  Virtues 
which  gave  you  reputation,  mould  give  you  happinefs  ;, 
and  I  can  wifh  you  no  greater,  than  that  you  may  re- 
ceive it  in  as  high  a  degree  yourfelf,  as  fo  much  good 
humour  muft  infallibly  give  it  to  your  hufband. 

It  may  be  expecled,  perhaps,  that  one  who  has  the 
title  of  Poet  mould  fay  fomething  more  polite  on  this 
occafion:  But  I  am  really  more  a  well-wimer  to  your 
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felicity,  than  a  celebrater  of  your  beauty.  Befides,  you 
are  now  a  married  woman,  and  in  a  way  to  be  a  great 
many  better  things  than  a  fine  lady ;  fuch  as  an  excellent 
wife,  a  faithful  friend,  a  tender  parent,  and  at  laft,  as 
the  confequence  of  them  all,  a  faint  in  heaven.  You 
ought  now  to  hear  nothing  but  that,  which  was  all  you 
ever  defired  to  hear  (whatever  others  may  have  fpoken 
to  you)  I  mean  Truth  :  and  it  is  with  the  utmoft  that 
I  affure  you,  no  friend  you  have  can  more  rejoice  in 
any  good  that  befals  you,  is  more  fincerely  delighted 
with  the  profpeft  of  your  future  happinefs,  or  more  un- 
feignedly  defires  a  long  continuance  of  it. 

I  hope,  you  will  think  it  but  juft,  that  a  man  who 
will  certainly  be  fpoken  of  as  your  admirer,  after  he  is 
dead,  may  have  the  happing  to  be  efteemed,  while  he 
is  living, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTERS 

TO  AND    FROM     •• 

Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL*. 
From  the  Year  1705  to  1716. 

LETTER    I. 
Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL  to  Mr.  P  o  r  E» 

SIR,  Oftober  19,  1705. 

I  Return  you  the  Book  you  were  pleafed  to  fend  me, 
and  with  it  your  obliging  letter,  which  deferves  my 
particular  acknowledgment ;  for,  next  to  the  pleafure 
of  enjoying  the  company  of  fo  good  a  friend,  the  wel- 
comeft  thing  to  me  is  to  hear  from  him.  1  expected  to 
find,  what  I  have  met  with,  an  admirable  genius  in. 
thofe  Poems,  not  only  becaufe  they  were  Milton's  f, 
or  were  approved  by  Sir  Hen.  Wooton,  but  becaufe  you 
Jiad  commended  them  ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you» 
that  I  know  no  body  fo  like  to  equal  him,  even  at  the 
age  he  wrote  moft  of  them,  as  yourfelf.  Only  do  aot 
afford  more  catife  of  complaints  againft  you,  that  you 
differ  nothing  of  yours  to  come  abroad  ;  which  in  thia 

*  Secretary  of  State  to  King  William  the  Third. 

f  L'Allegro,  II  Pcnferofo,  Lycidaj,  and  the  Ma^ue  of  Coauf. 
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age,  wherein  wit  and  true  fenfe  is  more  fcarce  than 
money,  is  a  piece  of  fuch  cruelty  as  your  beft  friends 
can  hardly  pardon.  I  hope  you  will  repent  and  amend; 
I  could  offer  many  reafons  to  this  purpofe,  and  fuch  as 
you  cannot  anfwer  with  any  fmcerity  ;  but  that  I  dare 
not  enlarge,  for  fear  of  engaging  in  a  ftyle  of  Compli- 
ment, which  has  been  fo  abufed  by  fools  and  knaves, 
that  it  is  become  almoft  fcandalous.  I  conclude  there- 
fore with  an  afliirance  which  lhall  never  vary,  of  my 
being  ever,  etc. 


L  E^T  T  E  R    II. 

Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL  to  Mr.  POJE. 

April  9,  1708. 

T  Have  this  moment  received  the  favour  of  yours  of 
the  8th  inftant ;  and  will  make  you  a  true  excufe 
(tho*  perhaps  no  very  good  one)  that  I  deferred  the 
troubling  you  with  a  letter,  when  I  fent  back  your  pa- 
pers, in  hopes  of  feeing  you  at  Binfield  before  this  time. 
If  I  had  met  with  any  fault  in  your  performance,  I 
(hould  freely  now  (as  I  have  done  too  prefumptuoufly 
in  converfation  with  you)  tell  you  my  opinion  ;  which, 
1  have  frequently  ventured  to  give  you,  rather  in  com- 
pliance with  your  defires  than  that  I  could  think  it  rea- 
fonable.  For  I  am  not  yet  fatisfied  upon  what  grounds 
1  can  pretend  to  judge  of  poetry,  who  never  have  beea 
pradlifed  in  the  art.  There  may  poffibly  be  fome  happy 
genius's,  who  may  judge  of  fome  of  the  natural  beau- 
ties of  a  poem,  as  a  man  may  of  the  proportions  of  a 
building,  without  having  read  Vitruvius,  or  knowing 
any  thing  of  the  rules  of  architeflure  ;  but  this,  tho'  it 
may  fometjmes  be  in  the  right,  muft  be  fubjecl  to  many 
miilakes,  and  is  certainly  but  a  fu.perficial  knowledge} 
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without  entering  into  the  art,  the  methods,  and  the 
particular  excellencies  of  the  whole  compofure,  in  all 
the  parts  of  it. 

Befides  my  want  of  {kill,  I  have  another  reafon  why 
I  ought  to  fufpea  myfelf,  by  reafon  of  the  great  affec- 
tion I  have  for  you  ;  which  might  give  too  much  bias 
to  be  kind  to  every  thing  that  comes  from  you.  But 
after  all,  I  muft  fay  (and  I  do  it  with  an  old-fafhioned 
fincerity)  that  I  entirely  approve  of  your  tranflation  of 
thofe  pieces  of  Homer,  both  as  to  the  verification  and 
the  true  fenfe  that  mines  thro'  the  whole  :  Nay  I  am 
confirmed  in  my  former  application  to  you,  and  give 
me  leave  to  renew  it  upon  this  occafion,  that  you  would 
•proceed  in  tranflating  that  incomparable  Poet,  to  make 
him  fpeak  good  Englifh,  to  drefs  his  admirable  charac- 
ters in  your  proper,  fignificant,  and  expreffive  concep- 
tions, and  to  make  his  works  as  ufeful  and  inftrudlive 
to  this  degenerate  age,  as  he  was  to  our  friend  Horace, 
when  he  read  him  at  Prenefte  :  £>ui,  quid  Jit  pulcbrum, 
quid  turpe,  quid  uti/e,  quid  non,  etc.  I  break  off  with 
that  quid  non  ?  with  which  I  confefs  I  am  charm'd. 

Upon  the  whole  matter  I  intreat  you  to  fend  this  pre- 
fently  to  be  added  to  the  Mifcellanies,  and  I  hope  it 
will  come  time  enough  for  that  purpofe. 

I  have  nothing  to  fay  of  my  Nephew  B's  obferva- 
tions,  for  he  fent  them  to  me  fo  late,  that  I  had  rot 
time  to  confider  them  ;  I  dare  fay  he  endeavour'd  very 
faithfully  (though,  he  told  me,  very  haitily)  to  execute 
your  commands. 

All  I  can  add  is,  that  if  your  excefs  of  modefly  mould 
hinder  you  from  publiihing  this  Effay,  I  fliall  only  be 
forry  that  I  have  no  more  credit  with  you,  to  perfuade 
you  to  oblige  the  public,  and  very  particularly,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    III. 
Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL  to  Mr.  POPE. 

March  6,  1713. 

T  Think  a  hafty  {cribble  fliows  more  what  flows 
•*•  from  the  heart,  than  a  letter  after  Balzac's  manner 
in  ftudied  phrafes ;  therefore  I  will  tell  you  as  fad  as  I 
can,  that  I  have  received  your  favour  of  the  26th  part, 
with  your  kind  prefent  of  The  Rape  of  the  Lock.  You 
have  given  me  the  trueft  fatisfacTion  imaginable,  not 
only  in  making  good  the  juft  opinion  I  have  ever  had 
of  your  reach  of  thought,  and  my  Idea  of"  your  com*. 
prehenfive  genius ;  but  likevvife  in  that  pleafure  I  take 
as  an  Engliftiman  to  fee  the  French,  even  Boileau  him- 
felf  in  his  Lutrin,  out-done  in  your  poem  :  for  you  de- 
fcend  le<viore  pkSro,  to  all  the  nicer  touches,  that  your 
own  obfervation  and  wit  furnifh,  on  fuch  a  fubjeft  as 
requires  the  fineft  ftrokes  and  the  livelieft  imagination. 
But  I  muft  fay  no  more  (tho*  I  could  a  great  deal)  on 
what  pleafes  me  fo  much  :  and  henceforth,  I  hope,  you 
will  never  condemn  me  of  partiality,  fince  I  only  fwim 
with  the  ftream,  and  approve  of  what  all  men  of  good 
talte  (notwithftanding  the  jarring  of  Parties)  muft  and 
<3o  univerfally' applaud.  I  now  come  to  what  is  of  vaft 
moment,  I  mean  the  prefervation  of  your  health,  and 
beg  of  you  earneftly  to  get  out  of  all  Tavern-company, 
and  fly  away  tanquam  ex  incendio.  What  a  mifery  is  it 
for  you  to  be  deftroyed  by  the  fooliih.  kindnefs  ('tis  all 
.one  whether  real  or  pretended)  of  thofe  who  are  able 
to  bear  the  poifon  of  bad  wine,  and  to  engage  you  in 
fo  unequal  a  combat  ?  As  to  Homer,  by  all  I  can  learn, 
your  buiinefs  is  done  :  therefore  come  away  and  take 
a  little  time  to  breathe  in  the  country.  I  beg  now  for 
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my  own  fake,  and  much  more  for  yours ;  methinks  Mf,, 
— -  has  faid  to  you  more  than  once, 

Htitfuge,  natt  dta,  teque  bit,  ait,  tripe  flammis  ! 
I  am  Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IV. 
To  Sir  Wi  LLIAM  TRUMBULL. 

March  12,  1713. 

/•pHOUGH  any  thing  you  write  is  fure  to  be  a  plea- 
A  fure  to  me,  yet  I  muft  own  your  laft  letter  made 
me  uneafy ;  you  really  ufe  a  ftile  of  compliment,  which 
I  expeft  as  little  as  I  deferve  it.  I  know  'tis  a  com- 
mon opinion  that  a  young  fcribbler  is  as  ill  pleas'd  to 
hear  truth  as  a  young  lady.  From  the  moment  one 
fcts  up  for  an  author,  one  muft  be  treated  as  ceremo- 
nioufly,  that  is,  as  unfaithfully, 

As  a  King's  Favourite,  or  at  a  King. 
This  proceeding,  join'd  to  that  natural  vanity,  which 
firft  makes  a  man  an  author,  is  certainly  enough  to  ren- 
der him  a  coxcomb  for  life.  But  I  muft  grant  it  is  a 
juft  judgment  upon  poets,  that  they,  whofe  chief  pre- 
tence is  Wit,  fhould  be  treated  as  they  themfelves  treat 
Fools,  that  is,  be  cajol'd  with  praifes.  And,  I  believe, 
Poets  are  the  only  poor  fellows  in  the  world  whom  any 
body  will  flatter. 

I  would  not  be  thought  to  fay  this,  as  if  the  obliging 
letter  y«u  fent  me  deferv'd  this  imputation,  only  it  put 
me  in  mind  of  it  j  and  I  fancy  one  may  apply  to  one's 
friend  what  Caefar  faid  of  his  wife  :  "  It  was  not  fuffi- 
*  cient  that  he  knew  her  to  be  chafte  himfelf,  but  me 
"  fhould  not  be  fo  much  as  fufpefted." 
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As  to  the  wonderful  difcoveries,  and  all  the  good 
news  you  are  pleas'd  to  tell  me  of  myfelf,  I  treat  it,  as 
you  who  are  in  the  fecret,  treat  common  news,  as 
groundlefs  reports  of  things  at  a  diilance  ;  which  I,  who 
look  into  the  true  fprings  of  the  affair,  in  my  own 
breaft,  know  to  have  no  foundation  at  all.  For  Fame, 
though  it  be  (as  Milton  finely  calls  it)  the  lafl  infirmity 
of  noble  minds,  is  fcarce  fo  ftrong  a  temptation  as  to  war- 
rant our  lofs  of  time  here :  it  can  never  make  us  lie 
down  contentedly  on  a  death-bed,  (as  fome  of  the  An- 
tients  are  faid  to  have  dene  with  that  thought.)  You, 
Sir,  have  yourfelf  taught  me,  that  an  eafy  fituation  at 
that  hour  can  proceed  from  no  ambition  lefs  noble  than 
that  of  an  eternal  felicity,  which  is  unattainable  by  the 
ftrongeft  endeavours  of  the  wit,  but  may  be  gain'd  by 
the  fmcere  intentions  of  the  heart  only.  As  in  the  next 
world,  fo  in  this,  the  only  folid  blcffings  are  owing  to 
the  goodnefs  of  the  mind,  not  the  extent  of  the  capacity  : 
friendftiip  here  is  an  emanation  from  the  fame  fource  as 
beatitude  there  :  the  fame  benevolence  and  grateful  diC- 
pofition  that  qualifies  us  for  the  one,  if  extended  far- 
ther, makes  us  partakers  of  the  other.  The  utmoft  point 
of  my  defires  in  my  prefent  (late  terminates  in  the  fo- 
ciety  and  good-will  of  worthy  men,  which  I  look  upon 
as  no  ill  earneft  and  foretafle  of  the  fociety  and  alliance 
of  happy  fouls  hereafter. 

The  continuance  of  your  favours  to  me  is  what  not 
only  makes  me  happy,  but  caufes  me  to  fet  fome  value 
upon  myfelf  as  a  part  of  your  care.  The  inftances  I 
daily  meet  with  of  thefe  agreeable  awakenings  of  friend- 
fhip, are  of  too  pleafing  a  nature  not  to  be  acknowledged 
whenever  I  think  of  you.  I  am 

Your,  etc, 

VOL.  V.  I 
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LETTER    V. 

April  30,  1713. 

T  Have  been  almolt  every  day  employ'd  in  following 
•*•  your  advice,  and  amufing  myfelf  in  painting,  in 
which  I  am  moft  particularly  obliged  to  Mr.  Jervas,  who 
^gives  me  daily  inllrudions  and  examples.  As  to  poeti- 
cal affairs,  I  am  content  at  prefent  to  be  a  bare  looker- 
on,  and  from  a  practitioner  turn  an  admirer,  which  is 
(as  the  world  goes)  not  very  ufual.  Cato  was  not  fo 
much  the  wonder  of  Rome  in  his  days,  as  he  is  of  Bri- 
tain in  ours ;  and  tho'  all  the  foolilh  induftry  poffible 
has  been  ufed  to  make  it  thought  a  party-play,  yet 
what  the  author  once  faid  of  another  may  the  moft 
properly  in  the  world  be  apply'd  to  him  on  this  occafion. 
Envy  iff  elf  is  dumb,  in  'wonder  loft, 
And  Faflions  flri<ve,  vjhojball  applaud  him  moft. 
The  numerous  and  violent  claps  of  the  Whig-party 
on  the  one  fide  of  the  theatre,  were  echo'd  back  by 
the  Tories  on  the  other ;  while  the  author  fweated  be- 
hind the  fcenes  with  concern  to  find  their  applaufe  pro- 
ceeding more  from  the  hand  than  the  head.  This  was 
the  cafe  too  of  the  prologue  writer  *,  who  was  clapp'd 
into  a  ftauch  Whig,  at  almoft  every  two  lines.  I  believe 
you  have  heard,  that  after  all  the  applaufes  of  the  op- 
pofite  faction,  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  fent  for  Booth, 
who  play'd  Cato,  into  the  box,  between  one  of  the 
afts,  and  prefented  him  with  fifty  guineas  ;  in  acknow- 
ledgment (as  he  exprefs'd  it)  for  defending  the  caufe 
of  liberty  fo  well  againft  a  Perpetual  Dictator.  The 
Whigs  are  unwilling  to  be  diftanc'd  this  way,  and  there- 
fore defign  a  prefent  to  the  fame  Cato  very  fpeedily ; 
an  the  mean  time  they  are  getting  ready  as  good  a  fea- 
*  Himfelf. 
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tence  as  the  former  on  their  fide  :  fo  betwixt  them,  'tis 
probable  that  Cato  (as  Dr.  Garth  exprefs'd  it)  may 
have  fomething  to  live  upon,  after  he  dies.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VI. 
From  Sir  Wi  i.  L  i  A  M  T R  u  M  B  u  L  L. 

Eafthamftead,  Feb.  22,  1714- 15. 
T  Am  fenfibly  oblig'd,  dear  Sir,  by  your  kind  prefent 
-••  of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  into  which  you  are  already 
enter'd,  and  J  dare  prophecy  for  once  (tho'  I  am  not 
much  given  to  it)  that  you  will  continue  there,  with 
thofe, 

Who,  ever  new,  not  fubjett  to  decays, 

Spread  and  grow  brighter  with  the  length  of  days » 

There  was  nothing  wanting  to  compleat  your  obliging 
remembrance  of  me,  but  your  accompanying  it  with 
your  poem  ;  your  long  abfence  being  much  the  fevered 
part  of  the  winter.  I  am  truly  forry  that  your  time, 
which  you  can  employ  fo  much  better,  mould  be  fpent 
in  the  drudgery  of  correcting  the  printers ;  for  as  to 
what  you  have  done  yourfelf,  there  will  nothing  of  that 
nature  be  neceflary.  I  wifti  you  could  find  a  few  mi- 
nutes leifure  to  let  me  hear  from  you  fometimes,  and  to 
acquaint  me  how  your  Homer  draws  on  towards  a  pub- 
lication, and  all  things  relating  thereunto. 

1  intreat  you  to  return  my  humble  fervice  to  Mr. 
Jervas.  I  ftill  flatter  myfelf  that  he  will  take  an  oppor- 
tunity, in  a  proper  feafon,  to  fee  us,  and  review  his  pic- 
ture, and  then  to  alter  fome  things,  fo  as  to  pleafe  him- 
felf  j  which  I  know  will  not  be,  till  every  thing  in  it  is 
I  2 
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psrfetf  ;  no  more  than  I  can  be,  till  you  believe  me  to 
be  with  that  flncerity  and  efteem,  that  I  am  and  will 
ever  continue,  your  mod  faithful  friend. 


1 


LETTER    VII. 

Dec.  16,  171  5. 

T  was  one  of  the  Enigma's  of  Pythagoras,  "  When 
the  winds  rife,  worfhip  the  Echo."  A  modern 
writer  explains  this  to  fignify,  "  When  popular  tumults 
"  begin,  retire  to  folitudes,  or  fuch  places  where  Echo's 
"  are  commonly  found,  rocks,  woods,  etc."  I  am  ra- 
ther of  opinion  it  mould  be  interpreted,  "  When  ru- 
*'  mours  increafe,  and  when  there  is  abundance  of  noife 
"  and  clamour,  believe  the  fecond  report :"  This  I 
think  agrees  more  exaftly  with  the  echo,  and  is  the 
more  natural  application  of  the  fymbol.  However  it 
be,  either  of  thefe  precepts  is  extremely  proper  to  be 
followed  at  this  feafon  ;  and  I  cannot  but  applaud  your 
tefolution  of  continuing  in  what  you  call  your  cave  in 
the  foreft,  this  winter  ;  and  preferring  the  noife  of 
breaking  ice  to  that  of  breaking  ftatefmen,  the  rage 
of  ftorms  to  that  of  parties,  the  fury  and  ravage  of 
floods  and  tempefts,  to  the  precipitancy  of  fome,  and 
the  ruin  of  others,  which,  I  fear,  will  be  our  daily 
profpedls  in  London. 

I  fincerely  wim  myfelf  with  you,  to  contemplate  the 
wonders  of  God  in  the  firmament,  rather  than  the  mad- 
nefs  of  man  on  the  earth.  But  I  never  had  fo  much 
caufe  as  now  to  complain  of  my  poetical  flar,  that 
fixes  me,  at  this  tumultuous  time,  to  attend  the  gingling 
of  rhymes  and  the  meafuring  of  fyllables :  to  be  almoft 
the  only  trifler  in  the  nation  ;  and  as  ridiculous  as  the 
poet  in  Petronius,  who,  while  all  the  reft  in  the  fliip 
were  either  labouring  or  praying  for  life,  was  fcratching 
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his  head  in  a  little  room,  to  write  a  fine  defcription  of 
the  tempeft. 

You  tell  me,  you  like  the  found  of  no  arms  but  thofe 
of  Achilles  :  for  my  part  I  like  them  as  little  as  any 
other  arms.  I  lifted  myftlf  in  the  battles  of  Homer, 
and  I  am  no  fooner  in  war,  but,  like  moft  other  folks,  I 
wifh  myfelf  out  again. 

I  heartily  join  with  you  in  wifhing  Quiet  to  our  na- 
tive country  :  Quiet  in  the  ftate,  which,  like  Charity  in 
religion,  is  too  much  the  perfection  and  happinefs  of 
either,  to  be  broken  or  violated  on  any  pretence  or 
profpect  whatfoever.  Fire  and  fword,  and  fire  and  fag- 
got, are  equally  my  averfion.  I  can  pray  for  oppofice 
parties,  and  for  oppofire  religions,  with  great  fincerity. 
I  think  to  be  a  lover  of  one's  country  is  a  glorious  elogy, 
but  I  do  not  think  it  fo  great  a  one  as  to  be  a  lover  of 
mankind. 

I  fbmetimes  celebrate  you  under  thefe  denomination,0, 
and  join  your  health  with  that  of  the  whole  world  ;  a 
truly  catholic  health,  which  far  excels  the  poor  narrow- 
fpirited,  ridiculous  healths  now  in  fafliion,  to  this 
church,  or  that  church.  Whatever  our  teachers  may 
fay,  they  muft  give  us  leave  at  leaft  to  vvi(h  generoufly. 
Thefe,  dear  Sir,  are  my  general  diipofitions  ;  but  when- 
ever I  pray  or  wifh  for  particulars,  you  are  one  of  the 
fidt  in  the  thoughts  and  affections  of 

Your,  etc. 


t  ,LO:   LETTER    VIII. 
From  Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL. 

Jan.  19,  1715-16 
T  Should  be  afliam'd  of  my  long  idlenefs,  in  not 


ac- 
knowledging your  kind  advice  about  Echo,   and 

*  3 
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your  moft  ingenious  explanation  of  it  relating  to  popu- 
lar tumults ;  which  I  own  to  be  very  ufeful :  and  yet 
give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  I  keep  myfelf  to  a  ftior- 
ter  receipt  of  the  fame  Pythagoras,  which  is  Silence  ; 
and  this  I  mall  obferve,  if  not  the  whole  time  of  his 
difcipline,  yet  at  leaft  till  your  return  into  this  country. 
I  am  obliged  further  to  this  method,  by  the  moft  fevere 
weather  I  ever  felt ;  when,  tho'  I  keep  as  near  by  the 
fire-fide  as  may  be,  yet  gelidus  ccnerevit  frigore  fanguis  ; 
and  often  I  apprehend  the  circulation  of  the  blood  be- 
gins  to  be  ftopp'd.  I  have  further  great  lofles  (to  a 
poor  farmer)  of  my  poor  oxen — Intereunt  pecudes,  Jlant 
arcumfi-'fa  pruinis  Corpora  inagna  bourn,  etc. 

Pray  comfort  me,  if  you  can,  by  telling  me  that  your 
fecond  volume  of  Homer  is  not  frozen  ;  for  5r  mult  be 
exprefsM  very  poetically,  to  fay  no\v,  that  the  prcfTes 
iweat. 

I  cannot  forbear  to  add  a  piece  of  artifice  I  have  been 
guilty  of,  on  occafion  of  my  being  obliged  to  congra- 
tulate the  birth-day  of  a  friend  of  mine  ;  when  finding 
I  had  no  materials  of  my  own,  I  very  frankly  fent  him 
your  imitation  of  Martial's  epigram  on  Antonius 
Primus  *.  This  has  been  applauded  fo  much,  that  I  am 
in  danger  of  commencing  Poet,  perhaps  laureat,  (pray 
defire  my  good  friend  Mr.  Rowe  to  enter  a  caveat)  pro- 

*  y<z m  numeral  flacidofelix  Antomia  avo,  etc. 

At  length  my  Friend  (while  Time  with  flill  career 
Wafts  on  his  gentle  wing  his  eightieth  year) 
Sees  his  paft  day«  fafe  out  of  Fortune's  pow'r, 
Nor  dreads  approaching  Fate's  uncertain  hour  j 
Reviews  his  life,  and  in  the  ftrict  furvey 
Finds  not  one  moment  he  could  wifli  away, 
Pleas'd  with  the  feries  of  each  happy  day/ 
Such,  fuch  a  man  extends  his  1  fe's  fliort  fpace, 
And  from  the  goal  again  renews  the  race : 
For  he  lives  twice,  who  can  at  once  employ 
The  prefeat  well,  and  ev'n  the  paft  enjoy. 
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vided  you  will  further  increafe  my  ftock  in  this  bank. 
In  which  proceeding  I  have  laid  the  foundation  of  my 
eftate,  and  as  honeflly,  as  many  others  have  begun 
theirs.  But  now  being  a  little  fearful,  as  young  begin- 
ners often  are,  I  offer  to  you  (for  I  have  conceal'd  J  the 
true  author)  whether  you  will  give  me  orders  to  declare 
who  is  the  father  of  this  fine  child  or  not  ?  Whatever 
you  determine,  my  fingers,  pen  and  ink  are  fo  frozen, 
that  I  cannot  thank  you  more  at  large.  You  will  for- 
give this  and  all  other  faults  of,  Dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    I. 
To  the  Hon.  J,  C.  Efq; 

June  15,  1711. 

I  Send  you  Dennis's  remarks  on  the  *  Eflay  j  which 
equally  abound  in  juft  criticifms  and  fine  railleries. 
The  few  obfervations  in  my  hand  in  the  margins,  are 
what  a  morning's  Jeifure  permitted  me  to  make  purely 
for  your  perufal.  For  I  am  of  opinion  that  fuch  a  cri- 
tic, as  you  will  find  him  by  the  latter  part  of  his  Book, 
is  but  one  way  to  be  properly  anfwer'd,  and  that  way  I 
would  not  take  after  what  he  informs  me  in  his  preface, 
that  he  is  at  this  time  perfecuted  by  fortune.  This  I 
knew  not  before ;  if  I  had,  his  name  had  been  fpared 
in  the  Eflay,  for  that  only  reafon.  I  can't  conceive 
what  ground  he  has  for  fo  exceflive  a  refentment  j  nor 

*  On  Criticifm. 
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fmagine  how  thefe  *  three  lines  can  be  called  a  reflection 
on  his  perfon,  which  only  defcribe  him  fubjedl  a  little 
to  anger  on  fome  occafions.  J  have  heard  of  comba- 
tants fo  very  furious,  as  to  fall  down  themfelves  with 
that  very  blow  which  they  defign'd  to  lay  heavy  ort 
their  antagoniils.  But  if  Mr.  Dennis's  rage  proceeds 
only  from  a  seal  to  difcourage  young  and  unexperienced 
writers  from  fcribling,  he  Ihould  frighten,  us  with  his 
verfe,  not  profe :  for  I  have  often  known,  that,  when 
all  the  precepts  in  the  world  would  not  reclaim  a  fin- 
ner,  fome  very  fad  example  has  done  the  bufinefs. 
Yet,  to  give  this  man  his  due,  he  has  objected  to  one 
or  two  lines  with  reafon,  and  I  will  alter  them  in  cafe 
of  another  edition  ;  I  will  make  my  enemy  do  me  a 
kindnefs  where  he  meant  an  injury,  and  fo  ferve  inftead 
of  a  friend »  What  he  obferves  at  the  bottom  of 
page  20  of  his  reflections,  was  objected  to  by  yourfelf, 
and  had  been  mended  but  for  the  hafte  of  the  prefs  :  I 
confefs  it  what  the  Engliik  call  a.  Bull,  in  the  expreffion,,. 
tho'  the  fenfe  be  manifeft  enough  :  Mr.  Dennis's  Bullsx 
are  feldom  in  the  expreffion,  they  are  generally  in 
the  fenfe.  M*' 

I  fhall  certainly  never  make  the  leaft  reply  to  him  ; 
not  only  bscaufe  you  advife  me,  but  becaufe  I  have 
ever  been  of  opinion,  that,  if  a  book  can't  anfwer  for 
itfelf  to  the  public,  'tis  to  no  fort. of  purpofe  for  its  au- 
thor to  do  it.  If  I  am  wrong  in  any  fentiment  of 
that  Eflay,  I  proteft  fincerely,  I  don't  defire  all  the 
world  mould  be  deceived  (which  would  be  of  very  ilfc 
confequence)  merely  that  I  myfelf  may  be  thought  right 
(which  is  of  very  little  confsquence.)  I  would  be  the 
firft  to  recant,  for  the  benefit  of  others,  and  the  glory. 

*  But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  you  fpeak,. 
And  ftates  tremendous  with  a  threat'ning  eye*. 
Like  fome  fierce  tyrant  in  old  taptftry, 

is 
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of  myfelf ;  for  (as  1  take  it)  when  a  man  owns  himfelf 
to  have  been  in  an  error,  he  does  but  tell  you  in  other 
words,  that  he  is  wifer  than  he  was.  But  I  have  had 
an  advantage  by  the  publiming  that  book,  which  other- 
\vife  I  fhould  never  have  known  ;  it  has  been  the 
occafion  of  making  me  friends  and  open  abettors,  of 
feveral  gentlemen  of  known  fenfe  and  wit ;  and  of  pro- 
ving to  me  what  I  have  till  now  doubted,  that  my 
writings  are  taken  fome  notice  of  by  the  world,  or  I 
fhould  never  be  attacked  thus  in  partkular.  I  have 
read  that  'twas  a  cuftom  among  the  Romans,  while  a 
General  rode  in  triumph,  to  have  the  common  fol- 
diers  in  the  ftreets  that  railed  at  him  and  reproached 
him ;  to  put  him  in  mind,  that  tho'  his  fervices  were 
in  the  main  approved  and  rewarded,  yet  he  had  faults 
enough  to  keep  him  humbre. 

You  will  fee  by  this,  that  whoever  fets  up  "for  wit  in 
thefe  days  ought  to  have  the  conftancy  of  a  primitive 
Chriftian,  and  be  prepared  to  fuffer  martyrdom  in 
the  caufe  of  it.  But  fure  this  is  the  firft  time  that  a 
Wit  was  attacked  for  his  Religion,  as,  you'll  find,  I  am 
moft  zealoufly  in  this  treatife ;  and  you  know,  Sir,  what 
alarms  I  have  had  from  the  *  oppofite  fide  on  this  ac- 
count. Have  I  not  reafon  to  cry  out  with  the  poor 
fellow  in  Virgil, 

Quid  jam  mifero  mibl  detiique  reflat  ? 
Cui  ntque  apud  Danaos  vfquam  locus,  stfuper  ipfi 
Dardanidae  infenji  p&nas  cum  fanguine  f-ofcunt  ! 

'Tis  howsver  my  happinefs  that  you,  Sir,  are  im- 
partial, 

Jove  'was  alike  te  Latian  and  to  Phrygian, 
Forjcu  ivell  know,  that  Wit's  cf  no  Religion. 

*  See  the  enfuing  L.tter. 
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The  manner  in  which  Mr.  D.  takes  to  pieces  fe- 
veral  particular  lines,  detached  from  their  natural  pla- 
ces, may  (hew  how  eafy  it  is  to  a  caviller  to  give  a 
new  fenfe,  or  a  new  nonfenfe  to  any  thing.  And 
indeed  his  conftru&ions  are  not  more  wrefted  from 
the  genuine  meaning,  than  theirs  who  objected  to  the 
heterodox  parts,  as  they  called  them. 

Our  friend  the  Abbe  is  not  of  that  fort,  who  with- 
the  utmoft  candour  and  freedom  has  modeftly  told  me- 
what  others  thought,  and  ihewn  himfelf  one  (as  he  very 
well  exprefles  it)  rather  of  a  number  than  a  party ».- 
The  only    difference  between  us   in  relation  to   the 
Monks,  is  that  he  thinks  moft  forts  of  learning  flourifh- 
ed  among  them,  and  I  am  of  opinion,  that  only  fbme 
fort  of  learning  was  barely  kept  alive  by  them :  he  be- 
lieves that  in  the  moft  natural  and  obvious  fenfe,  thaf 
line  (A  fecond  deluge  learning  over-run)  will  be  under- 
ftood  of  learning  in  general ;  and  I  fancy  'twill  be  un- 
derftood  only  (as  'tis  meant)  of  polite  learning,  criti- 
cifm,  poetry,  etc.  which  is  the  only  learning  concerned 
in  the  fubjeft  of  the  EfTay.     It  is  true,  that  the  monks 
did   preferve  what  learning  there  was,  about  Nicholas 
the  fifth's  time ;  but  thofe  who  fucceeded  fell  into  the 
depth  of  barbarifm,  or  at  leaft  Hood  at  a  flay  while 
others  arofe  from  thence,  in  fo  much  that  even  Eral« 
mus  and  Reuchlin  could  hardly  laugh  them  out  of  it. 
I  am  highly  obliged  to  the  Abbe's  zeal  in  my  commen- 
dation, and  goodnefs  in  not  concealing  what  he  thinks' 
my  error.     And  his  teftifying  fome  efteem  for  the  book 
juft  at  a  time  when  his  brethren  rais'd  a  clamour  againft 
it,   is   an   inftance   of  great  generofity  and  candour, 
which  I  mail  ever  acknowledge. 

Your,  etc,  . . 
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LETTER    H. 
To  the  fame. 


I 


June  i 8,  1711. 

N  your  laft  you  informed  me  of  the  miftaken  zeal  of 
fome  people,  who  feem  to  make  it  no  lefs  their  bu- 
finefs  to  perfuade  men  they  are  erroneous,  than  dodors 
do  that  they  are  fick  ;  only  that  they  may  magnify  their 
own  cure,  and  triumph  over  an  imaginary  diftemper. 
The  fimile  objeded  to  in  my  Eflay, 

('Thus  ivit,  like  faith,  by  each  man  is  afptyd 
¥0  one  f mail  f e£i>  and  all  are  damn'd  befide.) 
plainly  concludes  at  this  fecond  line,  where  ftands  a 
full  flop  :  and  what  follows  (Meanly  they  Jeek,  etc.) 
fpeaks  only  of  wit  (which  is  meant  by  that  bkffing,  and 
that  fun)  for  how  can  the  fun  of  faith  be  faid  to  fublime 
the  fouthern  wits,  and  to  ripen  the  genius's  of  northern 
eiimates  ?  1  fear,  thefe  gentlemen  underftand  grammar 
as  little  as  they  do  cmicifm  :  and,  perhaps,  out  of  good 
nature  to  the  monks,  are  willing  to  take  from  them  the 
cenfure  of  ignorance,  and  to  have  it  to  themfelves. 
The  word  they  refers  (as,  I  am  fure,  I  meant,  and  as  I 
thought  every  one  muft  have  known)  to  thofe  Critics 
there  fpoken  of,  who  are  partial  to  fome  particular  fet 
of  writers,  to  the  prejudice  of  all  others.  And  the 
very  fimile  itfelf,  if  twice  read,  may  convince  them, 
that  the  cenfure  here  of  damning,  Iks  not  on  our  church 
at  all,  .unlcfc  they  call  our  church  one  fmallfeti  :  and 
the  cautious  words  (by  each  man)  manifeftly  fhew  it  a 
general  reflection  en  all  ftsch  (whoever  they  are)  who 
entertain  thofe  narrow  and  limited  notions  of  the  mercy 
of  the  Almighty  ;  which  the  reformed  minifters  and 
prelbyterians  are  as  guilty  of  as  any  people  living. 
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Yet  after  all,  I  promife  you,  Sir,  if  the  alteration  of 
a  word  or  two  will  gratify  any  man  of  found  faith  tho' 
weak  underftanding,  I  will  (though  it  were  from  no 
other  principle  than  that  of  common  good-nature)  com- 
ply with  it.  And  if  you  pleafe  but  to  particularize  the 
Ipot  where  their  objeclion  lies  (for  it  is  in  a  very  narrow 
compafs)  that  ftumbling-block,  tho'  it  be  but  a  little 
pebble,  (hall  be  removed  out  of  their  way.  If  the 
heat  of  thefe  good  difputants  (who,  I  am  afraid,  being 
bred  up  to  wrangle  in  the  fchools,  cannot  get  rid  of  the 
humour  all  their  lives)  mould  proceed  fo  far  as  to  per- 
fonal  reflections  upon  me,  j  aflure  you,  notwithftand* 
ing,  I  will  do  or  fay  nothing,  however  provok'd  (for 
fome  people  can  no  more  provoke  than  oblige)  that  is 
unbecoming  the  true  character  of  a  Catholic.  I  will  fet 
before  me  the  example  of  that  great  man,  and  great 
fa  ,t,  Erafmus ;  who  in  the  midft  of  calumny  proceeded 
with  all  the  calmnefs  of  innocence,  and  the  unreveng- 
ing  fpirit  of  primitive  Chriftianity.  However,  I  would 
adrife  them  to  fuffer  the  mention  of  him  to  pafs  unre- 
garded, left  I  fhould  be  forced  to  do  that  for  his  repu- 
tation which  I  would  never  do  for  my  own ;  I  mean,  to 
vindicate  fo  great  a  light  of  our  church  from  the  malice 
of  paft  times,  and  the  ignorance  of  the  prefent,  in  a 
language  which  may  extend  farther  than  that  in  which, 
the  trifle  about  criticifm  is  written.  I  wifh  thefe  gen- 
tlemen would  be  contented  with  finding  fault  with 
me  only,  who  will  fubmit  to  them  right  or  wrong,  as 
far  as  I  only  am  concerned ;  I  have  a  greater  regard 
to  the  quiet  of  mankind  than  to  difturb  it  for  things 
of  fo  little  confequence  as  my  credit  and  my  fenfe.  A 
little  humility  can  do  a  poet  no  hurt,  and  a  little 
charity  would  do  a  prieft  none  :  for,  as  St.  Aultin  finely 
fays,  Ubi  (haritas,  ibi  bumilitai ;  ubi  humilitaiy  ibi  pax* 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    III. 
To  the  fame. 

July  19,  1711. 

TH  E  concern  which  you  more  than  feem  to  be 
affedted  with  for  my  reputation,  by  the  feveral 
accounts  you  have  fo  obligingly  given  of  what  re- 
ports and  cenfures  the  holy  Vandals  have  thought  fit  to 
pafs  upon  me,  makes  me  defirous  of  telling  fo  good  a 
friend  my  whole  thoughts  of  this  matter  j  and  of  fetting 
before  you,  in  a  clear  light,  the  true  flate  of  it. 

I  have  ever  believed  the  beft  piece  of  fervice  one 
could  do  to  our  religion,  was  openly  to  exprefs  our  de- 
teftation  and  fcorn  of  all  thofe  mean  artifices  and  fiee 
fraudes,  which  it  (lands  fo  little  in  need  of,  and  which 
have  laid  it  under  fo  great  a  fcandal  among  its  enemies. 

Nothing  has  been  fo  much  a  fcarecrow  to  them,  as 
that  too  peremptory  and  uncharitable  afTertion  of  an 
utter  impoffibility  of  falvation  to  all  but  ourfelvcs  :  in- 
vincible ignorance  excepted,  which  indeed  fome  people 
define  under  fo  great  limitations,  and  with  fuch  exclu- 
fions,  that  it  feems  as  if  that  word  were  rather  invent- 
ed as  a  falvo,  or  expedient,  net  to  be  thought  too 
bold  with  the  thunderbolts  of  God  (which  are  hurled 
about  fo  freely  on  almoft  all  mankind  by  the  hands  of 
ecclefiaftics)  than  as  a  real  exception  to  almoft  univerfal 
damnation.  For  befijes  the  fmall  number  of  the  truly 
faithful  in  our  Church,  we  mult  again  fubdivide  j  the 
Janfenift  is  damned  by  the  Jefuit,  the  Jefuit  by  the 
Janfenift,  the  Scotift  by  the  Thomift,  and  fo  forth. 

There  may  be  Errors,  I  grant,  but  I  can't  think 
them  of  fuch  confequence  as  to  deftroy  utterly  the 
charity  of  mankind ;  the  very  greateft  bond  in  which 
we  are  ingaged  by  God  to  one  another :  therefore,  I 
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own  to  you,  I  was  glad  of  any  opportunity  to  exprefs 
my  diflike  of  fo  fhocking  a  fentiment  as  thofe  of  the  re- 
ligion I  profefs  are  commonly  charged  with  ;  and  I  ho- 
ped, a  flight  infinuation,  introduced  fo  eafily  by  a  ca- 
fual  fimilitude  only,  could  never  have  given  offence ; 
but  on  the  contrary  muft  needs  have  done  good ;  in  a 
cation  and  time,  wherein  we  are  the  fmaller  party,  and 
confequently  moil  mifreprefented,  and  moft  in  need  of 
vindication. 

For  the  fame  reafon,  I  took  occafion  to  mention  the 
fuperftition  of  fome  ages  after  the  fubverfion  of  the 
Roman  Empire,  which  is  too  manifeft  a  truth  to  be  de- 
nied, and  does  in  no  fort  reflect  upon  the  prefent  pro- 
feflbrs  of  our  faith,  who  are  free  from  it.  Our  filence 
in  thefe  points  may,  with  fome  reafon,  make  our  ad- 
verfaries  think  we  allow  and  perfift  in  thofe  bigotries ; 
which  yet  in  reality  all  good  and  fenfible  men  defpifa, 
tho'  they  are  perfuaded  not  to  fpeak  againft  them,  I 
can't  tell  why,  fince  now  'tis  no  way  the  intereft  even 
of  the  worft  of  our  priefthood  (as  it  might  have,  been 
then)  to  have  them  fmothered  in  filence  :  For,  as  the 
oppofite  feels  are  now  prevailing,  'tis  too  late  to  hinder 
our  church  from  being  flander'd  ;  'tis  our  bufinefs  now 
to  vindicate  ourfelves  from  being  thought  abettors  of 
what  they  charge  us  with.  This  cau't  fb  well  be 
brought  about  with  ferious  faces  ;  we  muft  laugh 
with  them  at  what  deferves  it,  cr  be  content  to  be 
laughed  at,  with  fuch  as  deferve  it. 

As  to  particulars :  you  cannot  but  have  obferved,  that 
at  firft  the  whole  objection  againft  the  fimile  of  Wit  and 
Faith  lay  to  the  word  They  :  when  that  was  beyond 
contradiction  removed  (the  very  grammar  ferving  to 
confute  them)  then  the  objection  was  againft  the  fimile 
kfelf ;  or  if  that  fimile  will  not  be  objected  to  (fenfe 
and  common  reafon  being  indeed  a  little  ftubborn, 
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and  not  apt  to  give  way  to  every  body)  next  the  men- 
tion of  Superftition  muft  become  a  crime ;  as  if  Religion 
and  (he  were  filters,  or  that  it  were  fcandal  upon  the 
family  of  Chrirt,  to  fay  a  word  againft  the  devil's  baf- 
tard.  Afterwards,  more  mifchief  is  difcover'd  in  a 
place  that  feemed  innocent  at  firft,  the  two  lines  about 
Scbifmatics.  An  ordinary  man  would  imagine  the  au- 
thor plainly  declared  againft  thofe  fchifmatics,  for  quit- 
ting the  true  faith  out  of  a  contempt  of  the  underitand- 
ing  of  fome  few  of  its  believers :  but  thefe  believers  are 
called  dull,  and  becaufe  I  fay  that  thofe  fchifmatics  think, 
ibme  believers  dull,  therefore  thele  charitable  interpre- 
ters of  my  meaning  will  have  it  that  I  think  all  belie- 
vers dull.  I  was  lately  telling  Mr.  *  *  thefe  objections : 
who  affured  me  I  had  faid  nothing  which  a  Catholic 
need  to  difown ;  and  I  have  caufe  to  know  that  gen- 
tleman's fault  (if  he  has  any)  is  not  want  of  zeal :  He 
put  a  notion  into  my  head,  which,  J  confefs,  I  can't 
but  acquiefce  in  ;  that  when  a  fet  of  people  are  piqued 
at  any  truth  which  they  think  to  their  own  disadvantage, 
their  method  of  revenge  on  the  truth-fpeaker  is  to 
attack  his  reputation  a  by-way,  and  not  openly  to  ob- 
jeft  to  the  place  they  are  really  galled  by  :  what  thefe 
therefore  (in  his  opinion)  are  in  earneft  angry  at,  is,, 
that  Erafmus,  whom  their  tribe  opprefled  and  perfe- 
cuted,  mould  be  vindicated  after  an  age  of  obloquy  by 
one  of  their  own  people,  willing  to  utter  aa  honeft 
truth  in  behalf  of  the  dead,  whom  no  man  fure  will 
flatter,  and  to  whom  few  will  do  juftke.  Others, 
you  know,  were  as  angry  that  I  mentioned  Mr» 
Walfh  with  honour ;  who  as  he  never  refufed  to  any 
one  of  merit  of  any  party  the  praife  due  to  him,  fa 
honeftly  deferved  it  from  all  others,  tho'  of  ever  fo  dif- 
ferent interefts  or  fentiments.  May  I  be  ever  guilty 
of  this  fort  ofliberty,  and  latitude  of  principle  !  wbkb 
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gives  us  the  hardinefs  of  fpeaking  well  of  thofe  whom 
envy  opprefles  even  after  death.  As  I  would  always 
fpeak  well  of  my  living  friends  when  they  are  abfenr, 
nay  becaufe  they  are  abfent,  fo  would  I  much  more  of 
the  dead,  in  that  eternal  abfence ;  and  the  rather  be- 
caufe I  expect  no  thanks  for  it. 

Thus,  Sir,  you  fee  I  do  in  my  confcience  perfift  in 
what  I  have  written  ;  yet  in  my  friendfhip  I  will  recant 
and  alter  whatever  you  pleafe,  in  Cife  of  a  fecond  edi- 
tion (which  I  think  the  book  will  not  fo  foon  arrive 
at,  for  Tonfon's  printer  told  me  he  drew  oft"  a  thoufand 
copies  in  this  firft  impreflion,  and,  I  fancy,  a  treatife 
of  this  nature,  which  not  one  gentleman  in  threefcore 
even  of  a  liberal  education  can  underftand,  can  hardly 
exceed  the  vent  of  that  number.)  You  mail  find  me  a 
true  Trojan  in  my  faith  and  friendfhip,  in  both  which 
I  will  perfevere  to  the  end. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IV. 
To  my  Lord  L  A  N  s  D  o  w  N. 

Binfield,  Jan.  10,  1712. 

T  Thank  you  for  having  given  my  poem  of  Windfor 
•*•  Foreft  its  greateft  ornament,  that  of  bearing  your 
name  in  the  front  of  it.  'Tis  one  thing  when  a  perfon 
of  true  merit  permits  us  to  have  the  honour  of  draw- 
ing him  as  like  as  we  can  ;  and  another,  when  we 
make  a  fine  thing  at  random,  and  perfuade  the  next 
vain  creature  we  can  find  that  'tis  his  own  likenefs; 
which  is  the  cafe  every  day  of  my  fellow  fcriblers.  Yet, 
my  Lord,  this  honour  has  given  me  no  more  pride  than 
your  honours  have  given  you  ;  but  it  affords  me  a  great 
deal  of  pleafure,  which  is  much  better  than  a  great 
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dealcf  pride  ;  and  it  indeed  would  give  me  fome  pain, 
if  I  was  not  fure  of  one  advantage  ;  that  whereas  others 
are  offended  if  they  have  not  more  than  juftice  done 
them,  you  would  be  difpleafed  if  you  had  fo  much  : 
therefore  I  may  fafely  do  you  as  much  injury  in  my 
"word,  as  you  do  yourfelf  in  your  own  thoughts.  I  am 
fo  vain  as  to  think  I  have  (hewn  you  a  favour,  in  fpa- 
ring  your  modefty,  and  you  cannot  but  make  me  fome 
return  for  prejudicing  the  truth  to  gratify  you  :  This 
I  beg  may  be  the  free  correction  of  thefe  verfes, 
which  will  have  few  beauties,  but  what  may  be 
made  by  your  blots.  I  am  in  the  circumftance  of 
an  ordinary  painter  drawing  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller, 
who  by  a  few  touches  of  his  own  could  make  the 
piece  very  valuable.  I  might  then  hope,  that  many 
years  hence  the  world  might  read,  in  conjunction 
with  your  name,  that  of 

Your  Lordfhip's,  etc. 


LETTER    V. 
The  Hon.  J.  C.  to  Mr.  P  o  P  E. 

May  23,  1712. 

T  Am  very  glad  for  the  fake  of  the  widow,  and  for 
the  credit  of  the  deceafed,  that  *  Betterton's  re- 
mains are  fallen  into  fuch  hands  as  may  render  them 
reputable  to  the  one,  and  beneficial  to  the  other..  Be- 
fides  the  public  acquaintance  I  long  had  with  that  poor 
man,  I  alfo  had  a  flendcr  knowledge  of  his  parts  and 
capacity  by  private  converfation,  and  ever  thought  it 
pity  he  was  neceffitated  by  the  ftraitnefs  of  his  fortune, 

*  A  Tranflation  of  fome  part  of  Chaucer's  Canterbury  Tales,  the 
Prologues,  etc.  printed  in  a  Mifcellany  with  fome  works  of  Mr. 
Pope,  in  a  vol.  12°,  by  B,  Lintot. 


FROM  SEVERAL  PERSONS.  173 
to  aft  (and  efpecially  to  his  lateft  hours)  an  imaginary 
and  fictitious  part,  who  was  capable  of  exhibiting  a 
real  one,  with  credit  to  himfelf,  and  advantage  to  his 
neighbour. 

I  hope  your  health  permitted  you  to  execute  your 
defign  of  giving  us  an  imitation  of  Pollio ;  1  am  fatiC- 
fy'd  'twill  be  doubly  divine,  and  I  fhall  long  to  fee  it. 
I  ever  thought  church-mufic  the  moft  ravifliing  of  all 
harmonious  compofitions,  and  muft  alfo  believe  facred 
fubjefts,  well  handled,  the  moft  infpiring  of  all  poetry. 

But  where  hangs  the  Lock  now  ?  (tho*  I  know,  that 
rather  than  draw  any  juft  refle&ion  upon  yourfelf  of  the 
lealt  (hadow  of  ill-nature,  you  would  freely  have  fup- 
prefs'd  one  of  the  bell  of  poems )  I  hear  no  more  of 
it — will  it  come  out  in  Lintot's  Mifcellany  or  not  ?  I 
wrote  to  Lord  Petre  upon  the  fubjeft  of  the  Lock,  fome 
time  fince,  but  have  as  yet  had  no  anfwer,  nor  indeed 
do  I  know  when  he'll  be  in  London.  I  have,  fince  I 
faw  you,  correfponded  with  Mrs.  W.  I  hope  fhe  is 
now  with  her  Aunt,  and  that  her  journey  thither  was 
fomething  facilitated  by  my  writing  to  that  lady  as  pref- 
fingly  as  poffible,  not  to  let  any  thing  whatfoever  ob- 
ftruft  it.  I  fent  her  obliging  anfwer  to  the  party  it  moft 
concerned  ;  and  when  I  hear  Mrs.  W.  is  certainly 
there,  I  will  write  again  to  my  Lady  to  urge  as  much 
as  poffible  the  effecting  the  only  thing  that  in  my 
opinion  can  make  her  niece  eafy.  I  have  run  out 
my  extent  of  paper,  and  am 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    VI. 
The  Anfwer. 

May  28,   1712. 

TT  is  not  only  the  difpofuion  I  always  have  of  con- 
•*•  verfing  with  you,  that  makes  me  fo  fpeedily  anfwer 
your  obliging  letter,  but  the  apprehension  leil  your  cha- 
ritable intent  of  writing  to  my  Lady  A.  on  Mrs.  W.'s 
affair  mould  be  fruftrated,  by  the  inert  May  fhe  makes 
there.  She  went  thither  on  the  25th  with  that  mixture 
of  expectation  and  anxiety,  with  which  people  ufualiy 
go  into  unknown  or  half  difcover'd  countries,  utterly 
ignorant  of  the  difpofitions  of  the  inhabitants,  and  the 
treatment  they  are  to  meet  with.  The  unfortunate  of 
all  people  are  the  moil  unfit  to  be  left  alone ;  yet,  we 
fee,  the  world  generally  takes  care  they  fhall  be  fo  : 
whereas,  if  we  took  a  confiderate  proipect  of  the 
world,  the  bufmefs  and  ftudy  of  the  happy  and  eafy 
(hould  be  to  divert  and  humour,  as  well  as  comfort 
and  pity,  the  diflreffed.  I  cannot  therefore  excufe 
fome  near  Allies  of  mine  for  their  conduit  of  late 
towards  this  Lady,  which  has  given  me  a  great  deal 
of  anger  as  well  as  forrow  :  all  I  Ihall  fay  to  you: 
of  them  at  prefent  is,  that  they  have  not  been  my 
Relations  thefe  two  months.  The  confent  of  opini- 
ons in  our  minds,  is  certainly  a  nearer  tye  than  can 
be  contracted  by  aU  the  blood  in  our  bodies ;  and  I  am 
proud  of  finding  I  have  fomething  congenial  with  you. 
Will  you  permit  me  to  confefs  to  you,  that  all  the  fa- 
vours and  kind  offices  you  have  Ihewn  towards  me, 
have  not  fo  ftrongly  cemented  me  yours,  as  the  difco- 
very  of  that  generous  and  manly  companion  you  ma- 
nifefted  in  the  cafe  of  this  unhappy  Lady  ?  I  am 
afraid  to  infxnuate  to  you  how  much  I  efteem  you  : 
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Flatterers  have  taken  up  the  ftyle  which  was  once 
peculiar  to  friends,  and  an  honeft  man  has  now  no  way 
left  to  exprcfs  himfelf  befides  the  common  one  of 
knaves :  fo  that  true  friends  now-a  days  differ  in  their 
addrefs  from  flatterers,  much  as  right  maftiffs  do  from 
fpaniels,  and  mow  themfelves  by  a  dumb  furly  fort  of 
fidelity,  rather  than  by  a  complaifant  and  open  kind- 
nefs. — -Will  you  never  leave  commending  my  poetry  ? 
In  fair  truth,  Sir,  I  like  it  but  too  well  myfelf  already : 
expofe  me  no  more,  I  beg  you,  to  the  great  danger  of 
vanity,  (the  rock  of  all  men,  but  moft  of  young  men) 
and  be  kindly  content  for  the  future,  when  you  would 
pleafe  me  thoroughly,  to  fay  only  you  like  what  I 
write. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VII. 

Dec.  5,  1712. 

X^OU  have  at  length  complied  with  the  requeft  I 
have  often  made  you,  for  you  have  mown  me, 
I  muft  confefs,  feveral  of  my  faults  in  the  fight  of 
thofe  letters.  Upon  a  review  of  them,  I  find  many 
things  that  would  give  me  ftiame,  if  I  were  not  more 
defirotis  to  be  thought  honeft  than  prudent ;  fo  many 
things  freely  thrown  out,  fuch  lengths  of  unreferved 
friendmip,  thoughts  juft  warm  from  the  brain  without 
any  poliming  or  drefs,  the  very  dimabille  of  the  un- 
derftanding.  You  have  proved  yourfelf  more  tender 
of  another's  embryos  than  the  fondeft  mothers  are 
of  their  own,  for  you  have  preferved  every  thing  that 
I  mifcarried  of.  Since  I  know  this,  I  (hall  in  one 
refpeft  be  more  afraid  of  writing  to  you  than  ever, 
at  this  carelefs  rate,  becaufe  I  fee  my  evil  works  may 
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again  rife  in  judgment  againft  me ;  yet  in  another 
refped  I  ftiall  be  lefs  afraid,  fince  this  has  given  me 
fuch  a  proof  of  the  extreme  indulgence  you  afford  to 
my  flighted  thoughts.  The  revifal  of  thefe  letters 
has  been  a  kind  of  examination  of  confcience  to  me  ; 
fo  fairly  and  faithfully  have  I  fet  down  in  them  from 
time  to  time  the  true  and  undifguifed  flate  of  my  mind. 
But  I  find,  that  thefe  which  were  intended  as  {ketches 
of  my  friendfhip,  give  as  imperfeft  images  of  it,  as  the 
little  landfcapes  we  commonly  fee  in  black  and  white 
do  of  a  beautiful  country ;  they  can  reprefent  but  a 
very  fmall  part  of  it,  and  that  deprived  of  the  life  and 
luftre  of  nature.  1  perceive  that  the  jnore  I  endeavour'd 
to  render  manifeft  the  real  affection  and  value  I  ever 
had  for  you,  I  did  but  injure  it  by  reprefenting  lefs  and 
lefs  of  it :  as  glaffes  which  are  defign'd  to  mak«  an  ob- 
ject very  clear,  generally  contrail  it.  Yet  as  when  peo- 
ple have  a  full  idea  of  a  thing  firft  upon  their  own 
knowledge,  the  leaft  traces  of  it  ferve  to  refrefh  the  re- 
membrance, and  are  not  difpleafing  on  that  fcore ;  fo, 
I  hope,  the  foreknowledge  you  had  of  my  efteem  for 
you,  is  the  reafon  that  you  do  not  diflike  my  letters. 

They  will  not  be  of  any  great  fervice  (I  find)  in  the 
defign  I  mentioned  to  you  :  I  believe  I  had  better  fteal 
from  a  richer  man,  and  plunder  your  letters  (which  I 
have  kept  as  carefully  as  I  would  Letters  Patents,  fince 
they  intitle  me  to  \vhat  I  more  value  than  titles  of  ho- 
nour.) You  have  fome  caufe  to  apprehend  this  ufage 
from  me,  .if  what  fome  fay  be  true,  that  I  am  a  great 
borrower ;  however  I  have  hitherto  had  the  luck  that 
none  of  my  creditors  have  challenged  me  for  it :  and 
thofe  who  fay  it  are  fuch,  whofe  writings  no  man  ever 
borrow'd  from,  fo  have  the  leaft  reafon  to  complain  ; 
and  whofe  works  are  granted  on  all  hands  to  be  but  too 
much  their  own.  Another  has  been  pleas'd  to  declare, 
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that  my  verfes  are  corrected  by  other  men :  I  verily 
believe  theirs  were  never  corrected  by  any  man  :  but 
indeed  if  mine  have  not,  "'twas  not  my  fault ;  I  have 
endeavour'd  my  utmoft  that  they  mould.  But  thefe 
things  are  only  whifper'd,  and  I  will  not  encroach  upon 
Bays's  province  and  pen-nvhifpers,  fo  haften  to  conclude 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VIII. 
From  my  Lord  LANSDOWN. 

Oft.  21,  1713. 

T  Am  pleas'd  beyond  meafure  wkh  your  defign  of 
•*•  tranflating  Homer.  The  trials  which  you  have  al- 
ready made  and  publilhed  on  fome  parts  of  that  author 
have  fhewn  that  you  are  equal  to  fo  great  a  talk  :  and 
you  may  therefore  depend  upon  the  utmoft  fervices  I 
can  do  you  in  promoting  this  work,  or  any  thing  that 
may  be  for  your  ferviee. 

I  hope  Mr.  Stafford,  for  whom  you  was  pleafed  to 
concern  yourfelf,  has  had  the  good  effects  of  the  Queen's 
grace  to  him.  I  had  notice  the  night  before  I  began 
my  journey,  that  her  Majefty  had  not  only  directed  his 
pardon,  but  order'd  a  writ  for  reverfing  his  outlawry. 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    IX. 

To  General  ANTHONY  HAMILTON  *. 

Upon  his  having  translated  into  French  Verfe  the  Effay  on  Critlcifm* 

Oft.  10,   1713. 

IF  I  could  as  well  exprefs,  or  (if  you  will  allow  me  to 
fay  it)  tranflate  the  fentiments  of  my  heart  as  you 
have  done  thofe  of  my  head,  in  your  excellent  verfion 
of  my  Effay  ;  1  mould  not  only  appear  the  beft  writer 
in  the  world,  but,  what  I  much  more  defire  to  be 
thought,  the  moft  your  fervant  of  any  man  living. 
'Tis  an  advantage  very  rarely  known,  to  receive  at 
once  a  great  honour  and  a  great  improvement.  This, 
Sir,  you  have  afforded  me,  having  at  the  fame  time 
made  others  take  my  fenfe,  and  taught  me  to  underftand 
my  own  ;  if  I  may  call  that  my  own  which  is  indeed 
more  properly  yours.  Your  verfes  are  no  more  a  tranf- 
lation  of  mine,  than  Virgil's  are  of  Homer's ;  but  are, 
like  his,  the  jufteft  imitation  and  the  noblefl  Com- 
mentary. 

In  putting  me  into  a  French  drefs,  you  have  not 
only  adorned  my  outfide,  but  mended  my  fhape ;  and, 
if  I  am  now  a  good  figure,  I  muft  confider  you  have 
naturaliz'd  me  into  a  country  which  is  famous  for 
making  every  man  a  fine  gentleman.  It  is  by  your 
means,  that  (contrary  to  moft  young  travellers)  1  am 
ccme  back  much  better  than  I  went  out. 

I  cannot  but  wifh  we  had  a  bill  of  commerce  for 
tranflation  eftabliihed  the  next  parliament ;  we  could 
not  fail  of  being  gainers  by  that,  nor  of  making  our- 
felves  amends  for  any  thing  we  have  loll  by  the  war. 

*  Author  of  the  Memoirs  of  the  Count  deGrair.mont,  Contas,  and 
other  pieces  of  note  in  French, 
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Nay,  tho'  we  fhould  infill  upon  the  demolifhing  of  Boi- 
leau's  works,  the  French,  as  long  as  they  have  writers 
of  your  form,  might  have  as  good'an  equivalent. 

Upon  the  whole,  I  am  really  as  proud,  as  our  minif- 
ters  ought  to  be,  of  the  terms  I  have  gain'd  from 
abroad ;  and  I  defign,  like  them,  to  publim  fpeedily 
to  the  world  the  benefits  accruing  from  them  ;  for  I 
cannot  refill  the  temptation  of  printing  your  admirable 
tranflation  here  *  ;  to  which  if  you  will  be  fo  obliging 
to  give  me  leave  to  prefix  your  name,  it  will  be  the 
only  addition  you  can  make  to  the  honour  already  done 
me.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 

*  This  was  never  done,  for  the  two  printed  French  verfions  are 
neither  of  this  hand.  The  one  was  d"ne  by  Monfieur  Roboton," 
private  fecretary  to  King  George  the  firft,  printed  in  quarto  at  Am- 
fterdam,  and  at  London  1717.  The  other  by  the  Abbe  RefneJ,  ra 
oftavo,  with  a  large  preface  and  notes,  at  Paris,  1730, 
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LETTERS 

TO   AND   FROM 

Mr.  S  T  E  E  L  E,    Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N, 
Mr.  CONGREVE,  etc. 

From  the  Year  1712  to  1715. 

LETTER    L 
Mr.  S  T  E  £  L  E  to  Mr.  POPE. 

June  i,  1712; 

I  Am  at  a  folitude,  an  hoirfe  between  Hampftead  and 
London,  wherein  Sir  Charles  Setlley  died.  This 
circumflance  fet  me  a  thinking  and  ruminating  upon 
the  employments  in  which  men  of  wit  exercife  them- 
felves.  It  was  faid  of  Sir  Charles5  who  breath 'd  his 
laft  in  this  room, 

Sedley  has  that  prevailing  gentle  art, 
Which  can  iczth  a  rejijilfj's  cka>  m  impart 
The  locfeji  iiifies  to  the  chafteft  heart  ; 
Raifejuth  a  confiift,  kindle fuch  afire 
Between  declining  Virtue  and  De/ire, 
Till  the  poor  vanquiftfd  Maid  djjofaes  away 
In  dreams  nil  night,  injight  and  lean  all  day. 
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This  was  a  happy  talent  to  a  man  of  the  town,  but,  I 
dare  fay,  without  prefuming  to  make  uncharitable  con- 
jectures on  the  author's  prefent  condition,  he  would  ra- 
ther have  had  it  faid  of  him  that  he  had -pray 'd, 

Oh  thcu  my  voice  infpire, 
Who  touched  Jfaiah's  halloed  lips  with  fire  ! 

I  have  turn'd  to  every  verfe  and  chapter,  and  think 
you  have  preferv'd  the  fublime  heavenly  fpirit  through- 
out the  whole,  efpecially  at — Hark  a  glad  'voice — and — 
like  lamb  'with  wolves  Jball  graze. — There  is  but  on« 
line  which  I  think  below  the  original, 

He  wipei  the  tears  for  ever  from  our  eyes, 

You  have  exprefs'd  it  with  a  good  and  pious,  but  not 
fo  exalted  and  poetical  a  fpirit  as  the  prophet,  The  Lord 
God  <u>ill  wipe  away  tears  from  off"  all  faces.  If  you 
agree  with  me  in  this,  alter  it  by  way  of  paraphrafe  or 
otberwife,  that  when  it  comes  into  a  volume  it  may  be 
amended.  Your  poem  is_already  better  than  the  Pollio. 
J  am 

Your,  etc. 
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The  Anfwer. 

June  1 8,  1712. 

\7O\J  have  oblig'd  me  with  a  very  kind  letter,  by 

*      which  I  find  you  fhift  the  fcene  of  your  life  from 

the  town  to  the  country,  and  enjoy  that  mix'd  fra(» 

which  wife  men  both  delight  in,  and  'are  qualified  for. 

Methinks  the  moralifts  and  philofophers  have  generally 

run  too  much  into  extremes  in  commending  entirely 

either  folitude,  or  public  life.     In  the  former,  mea  folr 

K  2 
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the  moft  part  grow  ufelefs  by  too  much  reft,  and  in 
the  latter  are  deftroy'd  by  too  much  precipitation  ;  as 
waters  lying  ftill,  putrify,  and  are  good  for  nothing, 
and  running  violently  on  do  but  the  more  mifchief  in 
their  paiTage  to  others,  and  are  fvvallow'd  up  and  loft 
the  fooner  themfelves.  Thofe  indeed  who  can  be  ufe- 
ful  to  all  ftates,  mould  be  like  gentle  ftreams,  that  not 
only  glide  thro'  lonely  valleys,  and  forefts  amidlr,  the 
flocks  and  the  fliepherds,  but  vifit  populous  towns  in 
their  courfe,  and  are  at  once  of  ornament  and  fervice 
to  them.  But  their  are  another  fort  of  people  who 
feem  defign'd  for  folitude,  fuch  I  mean,  as  have  more 
to  hide  than  to  fhow.  As  for  my  own  part,  I  am  one 
of  thofe  of  whom  Seneca  fays,  1am  umbr  allies  funt,  ut 
putent  in  titrbido  ejfe  quicquid  in  lute  ejl.  Some  men, 
like  fome  pictures,  are  fitter  for  a  corner  than  a  full 
light ;  and,  I  believe,  fuch  as  have  a  natural  bent  to 
folitude  (to  carry  on  the  former  fimilitude)  are  like  wa. 
ters,  which  may  be  forced  into  fountains,  and  exalted 
into  a  great  height,  may  make  a  noble  figure  and  a 
louder  noife,  but  after  all  they  would  run  more  fmooth- 
ly,  quietly,  and  plentifully,  in  their  own  natural  courfe 
upon  the  ground  ft.  The  confideration  of  this  would 
make  me  very  well  contented  with  the  poflefiion  only 
of  that  Quiet  which  Cowley  calls  the  companion  of  Ob- 
fcurity.  But  whoever  has  the  Mufes  too  for  his  com- 
panions, can  never  be  idle  enough,  to  be  uneafy.  Thus, 
Sir,  you  fee,  I  would  flatter  myfelf  into  a  good  opinion 
of  my  own  way  of  living.  Plutarch  juft  now  told  me, 
that  'tis  in  human  life  as  in  a  game  at  tables,  where  a 
man  may  wifh  for  the  higheft  caft,  but,  if  his  chance 

*  The  foregoing  Cmilitudes  our  Author  had  put  into  verfe  fomc 
years  before,  and  infcrted  into  Mr.  Wycherley's  poem  on  Mlx"d 
Life.  We  find  them  in  the  verification  very  diftinft  from  the  reft 
of  that  poem.  See  his  pofthumous  works,  oftavo,  page  3  and  4, 
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be  otherwife,  he  is  e'en  to  play  it  as  well  as  he  can, 
and  to  make  the  bell  of  it.     I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    III. 
To  Mr.  STEELE. 

July  15,   1712. 

V^O  U  formerly  obferv'd  to  me,  that  nothing  made  a 
more  ridiculous  figure  in  a  man's  life,  than  the 
difparity  we  often  find  in  him  fick  and  well :  thus  one 
of  an  unfortunate  conilitution  is  perpetually  exhibit- 
ing a  miferable  example  of  the  weaknefs  of  his  mind, 
and  of  his  body,  in  their  turns.  I  have  had  frequent 
opportunities  of  late  to  confider  myfelf  in  thefe  different 
views,  and,  I  hope,  have  receiv'd  fome  advantage  by 
it,  if  what  Waller  fays  be  true,  that 

TbefouFt  dark  cottage,  battered  and  decay1  d, 
Lets  in  new  light  thru*  chinks  that  time  has  made. 

Then  furely  ficknefs,  contributing  no  lefs  than  old  age 
to  the  (baking  down  this  fcaffolding  of  the  body,  may 
difcover  the  inward  ftrudture  more  plainly.  Sicknefs 
is  a  fort  of  early  old  age  :  it  teaches  us  a  diffidence 
in  our  earthly  ftate,  and  infpires  us  with  the  thoughts 
of  a  future,  better  than  a  thoufand  volumes  of  phi- 
lofophers  and  divines.  It  gives  fo  warning  a  con- 
cuflion  to  thofe  props  of  our  vanity,  our  ftrength  and 
youth,  that  we  think  of  fortifying  ourfelves  within, 
when  there  is  fo  little  dependance  upon  our  outworks. 
Youth  at  the  very  beft  is  but  a  betrayer  of  human  life 
in  a  gentler  and  fmoother  manner  than  age  :  'tis  like  a 
ftream  that  nourifhes  a  plant  upon  a  bank,  and  caufes 
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it  to  fiourifh  and  bloflbm  to  the  fight,  but  at  the  fame 
time  is  undermining  it  at  the  root  in  fecret.  My  youth 
has  dealt  more  fairly  and  openly  with  me,  it  has  afford- 
ed feveral  profpefts  of  my  danger,  and  given  me  an 
advantage  not  very  common  to  young  men,  that  the 
attractions  of  the  world  have  not  dazzled1  me  very, 
much ;  and  I  begin,  where  moft  people  end,  with  a 
full  conviction  of  the  emptinefs  of  all  forts  of  ambition-, 
;ind  the  unfatisfadory  nature  of  all  human  pleafures. 
When  a  fmart  fit  of  ficknefs  tells  me  this  fcurvy  te- 
nement of  my  body  will  fall  in  a  little  time,  I  am 
e.'en  as  unconcern'd  as  was  that  honeft  Hibernian,  who 
being  in  bed  in  the  great  ftorm  fome  years  ago,  and 
told  the  houfe  would  tumble  over  his  head,  made 
anfwer,  What  care  I  for  the  houfe  ?  I  am  only  a 
lodger.  I  fancy  'tis  the  belt  time  to  die  when  one  is 
in  the  befl  humour ;  and  fo  exccffively  weak  as  I  n-ow 
am,  I  may  fay  with  confcience,  that  I  am  not  at  all  un- 
e^fy  at  the  thought,  that  many  men,  whom  1  never  had 
any  efteeai  for,  are  likely  to  enjoy  this  world  after  me. 
When  I  reded  what  an  inconfiderable  little  atom 
every  fingle  man  is,  with  refpedl  to  the  whole  crea- 
tion, methinks,  'tis  a  ftiame  to  be  concern'd  at  the 
removal  of  fiich  a  trivial  auimal  as  I  am.  The  morn- 
ing after  my  exit,  the  fun  will  rife  as  bright  as  ever, 
the  flowers  fmell  as  fweet,  the  plants  fpring  as  green, 
the  world  will  proceed  in  its  old  courfe,  people  will 
laugh  as  heartily,  and  marry  as  fait,  as  they  were 
us'd  to  do.  The  memory  of  man  (as  it  is  elegantly 
exprefs'd  in  the  Book  of  Wifdom)  pafleth  away  aa 
the  remembrance  of  a  gueft  that  tarrieth  but  one  day. 
There  are  reafons  enough,  in  the  fourth  chapter  of 
the  fame  book,  to  make  any  young  man  contented 
with  the  profpecl  of  death.  "  For  honourable  age 
"  is  not  that  which  ftandeth  in  length  of  time,  or 
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**  is  meafur'd  by  number  of  years.  But  wifdom  is  the 
•'  grey  hair  to  men,  and  an  unfpotted  life  is  old  age. 
"  He  was  taken  away  fpeedily,  left  wickednefs  fhould 
"  alter  his  understanding,  or  deceit  beguile  his  foul," 
etc.  1  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER     IV. 
To  Mr.  S  T  E  E  L  E. 

Nov.  7,  1712. 

T  Was  the  other  day  in  company  with  five  or  fix  men 
•^  of  fpme  learning  j  where  chancing  to  mention  the 
iamous  verfes  which  the  Emperor  Adrian  fpoke  on  his 
death-bed,  they  were  all  agreed  that  'twas  a  piece  of 
gakty  unworthy  of  that  prince  in  thofe  circumftances. 

I  could  not  b~  d;~rr  frc:n  :h:;  ctr™ :  ~rh::h:  ~ 

was  by  no  means  a  gay,  but  a  very  ferious  foliloquy  to 
his  foul  at  the  point  of  its  departure;  in  which  fenfe  I 
naturally  took  the  verfes  at  my  firft  reading  them,  when 
I  was  very  young,  and  before  I  knew  what  interpreta- 
tion the  woild  generally  put  upon  them. 

dnimula  --vagula,  llandulay 

Hcfpes  comff^e  corperis, 

Qu<?  fiunc  abilis  in  /oca  ? 

Pallidala,  rigida>  nitdx/a, 

Nee  (ut  f-Aes)  dalis  joca  ! 

"  Alas,  my  foul !  thou  pleafing  companion  of  this  body, 
"  thou  fleeting  thing  that  art  now  deferting  it !  whither 
"  art  thou  flying?  to  what  unknown  fcene  ?  all  trem- 
"  bling,  fearful,  and  penfive !  what  now  is  become  of 
"  thy  former  wit  and  humour  ?  thou  {halt  jefl  and  be 
*•'•  gay  no  more." 
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I  confefs  I  cannot  apprehend  where  lies  the  trifling 
in  all  this :  'tis  the  raoft  natural  and  obvious  reflection 
imaginable  to  a  dying  man :  and  if  we  confider  the 
Emperor  was  a  heathen,  that  doubt  concerning  the  fu- 
ture fate  of  his  foul  will  feem  fo  far  from  being  the  effeft 
of  want  of  thought,  that  'twas  fcarce  reafonable  he 
fhould  think  otherwife ;  not  to  mention  that  here  is  a 
plain  confefiion  included  of  his  belief  in  its  immortality. 
The  diminutive  epithets  of  <vagiila,  blandula,  and  the 
reft,  appear  not  to  me  as  expreffions  of  levity,  but  ra- 
ther of  endearment  and  concern  ;  fuch  as  we  find  in 
CatuSiu?,  and  the  authors  of  Hendeca-fyllabi  after  him, 
where  they  are  ufed  to  exprefs  the  utmoll  love  and  tert- 
dernefs  for  their  miftrefles. — If  you  think  me  right  in 
my  notion  of  the  laft  words  of  Adrian,  be  pleas'd  to 
infert  it  in  the  Spectator ;  if  not,  to  fupprefs  it. 

I  am,  etc. 

ADRIANI  morientis  ad  ANIMAM, 
TRANSLATED. 

Ah  fleeting  Spirit !  wand'ring  fire, 

That  long  haft  warm'd  my  tender  breaft, 

Muft  thou  no  more  this  frame  infpire  t 
No  more  a  pleating  chearful  guelt  I 

Whither,  ah  whither  art  thou  flying  ! 

To  what  dark,  undifcover'd  fhore  ? 
Thou  feem'it  all  trembling,  fhiv'ring,  dying, 

And  Wit  and  Humour  are  no  more  ! 
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LETTER    V. 
Mr.  S  T  K  E  L  E  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Nov.  12,  1712. 

T  Have  read  over  your  Temple  of  Fame  twice,  and 
-*•  cannot  find  any  thing  amifs,  of  weight  enough  to 
call  a  fault,  but  fee  in  it  a  thoufand  thoofand  beauties. 
Mr.  Addifon  (hall  fee  it  to-morrow  :  after  his  perufal 
of  it,  I  will  let  you  know  his  thoughts.  I  define  you 
would  let  me  know  whether  you  are  at  leifure  or  not  ? 
I  have  a  defign  which  I  (hall  open  a  month  or  two 
hence,  with  the  afliftance  of  the  few  like  yourfelf.  If 
your  thoughts  are  unengaged,  I  mall  explain  myfelf 
further.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VI. 

The  Anfwer. 

Nov.  1 6,  1712. 

'\7O  U  oblige  me  by  the  indulgence  you  have  {hewn 
*  to  the  poem  I  fent  you,  but  will  oblige  me  much 
more  by  the  kind  ieverity  I  hope  for  from  you.  No 
errors  are  fo  trivial,  but  they  deferve  to  be  mended. 
But  fir.ce  you  fay  you  fee  nothing  that  may  be  call'd  a 
fault,  can  you  but  think  it  fo,  that  I  have  confin'd  the 
attendance  of  *  Guardian  fpirits  to  Heaven's  favourites 
only  ?  I  could  point  you  to  feveral,  but  it  is  my  bufi- 
neis  to  be  informed  of  thofe  faults  I  do  not  know  ;  and 
as  for  thofe  I  do,  not  to  talk  of  them,  but  to  correft 
them.  You  fpeak  of  that  poem  in  a  ftyle  1  neither 

*  This   is   not  now  to  be  found  in  the  Temple  of  Fame,  which 
was  the  Poem  here  fpoken  of, 
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merit,  nor  exped ;  but,  I  aflure  you,  if  you  freely  mark 
or  dafh  out,  1  fhall  look  upon  your  blots  to  be  its  greateft 
beauties  :  I  mean,  if  Mr.  Addifon  and  yourielf  mould 
like  it  in  the  whole ;  otherwife  the  trouble  of  correc- 
tion is  what  I  would  not  take,  for  I  was  really  fo  diffi- 
dent of  it  as  to  let  it  lie  by  me  thefe  f  two  years,  juft 
as  you  now  fee  it.  I  am  afraid  of  nothing  fo  much  as 
to  impofe  any  thing  on  the  world  which  is  unworthy  of 
its  acceptance. 

As  to  the  laft  period  of  your  letter,  I  mall  be  very 
ready  and  glad  to  contribute  to  any  defign  that  tends 
to  the  advantage  of  mankind,  which,  I  am  fure,  all 
yours  do.  I  wifh  1  had  but  as  much  capacity  as  leifure, 
for  I  am  perfectly  idle  :  (a  fign  I  have  not  much  ca- 
pacity.) 

If  you  will  entertain  the  beft  opinion  of  me,  be 
pleas'd  to  think  me  your  friend.  Aflure  Mr.  Addifon 
of  my  moil  faithful  fervice,  of  every  one's  eiteem  he 
malt  be  affui'd  already.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VII. 

To  Mr.  S  T  E  E  L  E. 

November  29,  1712. 

T  Am  forry  you  published  that  notion  about  Adrian's 
vcrfes  as  mine  :  had  I  imagined  you  would  ufe  my 
name,  I  mould  have  exprcfs'd  my  fentiments  with  more 
modefty  and  diffidence.  I  only  fent  it  to  have  your 
opinion,  and  not  to  publilh  my  own,  which  I  diftrufted. 
Eat  I  think  the  iuppofition  you  draw  from  the  notion 
cf  Adrian's  being  addicted  to  magic,  is  a  little  uncha- 

t  Kence  it  appears  this  Poeai  was  *rit  when  the  Author  wa« 
tw«ftt}r>two  yean  old. 


FROM   MR.  S  TEE  LE.  189 

ritable,  ("  that  he  might  fear  no  fort  of  deity,  good 
or  bad")  fince  in  the  third  verfe  he  plainly  teftifies  his 
apprehenfion  of  a  future  ftate,  by  being  felicitous  whi- 
ther his  foul  was  going.  As  to  what  you  mention  of 
his  ufmg  gay  and  ludicrous  expreffions,  1  have  own'S 
my  opinion  to  be,  that  the  expreffions  are  not  fo,  but 
that  diminutives  are  as  often,  in  the  Latin  tongue,  ufed 
as  marks  of  tendernefs  and  concern. 

Animx  is  no  more  than  my  foul,  animula  has  the  force 
of  my  dear  foul.  To  fay  virgo  bella  is  not  half  fo  en- 
dearing as  <uirguncula  bellula ;  and  had  Auguftus  only 
calPd  Horace  lepidum  bominem,  it  had  amounted  to  no 
more  than  that  he  thought  him  a  pleafant  fellow  :  'twas 
the  h^muncioium  that  exprefs'd  the  love  and  tendernefs 
that  great  Emperor  had  for  him.  And  perhaps  1  mould 
myfelf  be  much  better  pleas'd,  if  I  were  told  you  calPd 
me  your  little  friend,  than  if  you  complimented  me 
with  the  title  of  a  great  genius,  or  an  eminent  hand,  as 
Jacob  does  all  his  authors.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VIII. 
From  Mr.  ST  E  E  L  E. 

Dec.  4,  1712. 

'T^HIS  is  to  defire  of  you  that  you  would  pleafe  to 
•*•  make  an  ode  as  of  a  chearful  dying  fpirit,  that  is 
to  fay,  the  Emperor  Adrian's  Animula  <vagula  put  into 
two  or  three  ftanza's  for  mufic.  Jf  you  comply  with 
this,  and  fend  me  word  fo,  you  will  very  particularly 
oblige 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    IX. 

T  Do  not  fend  you  word  I  will  do,  but  have  already 
-*•  done  the  thing  you  defire  of  me.  You  have  it  (as 
Cowley  calls  it)  juil  warm  from  the  brain.  It  came 
to  me  the  full  moment  I  waked  this  morning :  Yet, 
you  11  fee,  it  was  not  fo  abfolutely  infpiration,  but  that 
I  had  in  my  head  not  only  the  verfes  of  Adrian,  but 
the  fine  fragment  of  Sappho,  etc. 

The  dying  Chriftian  to  his  S  O  U  L, 

ODE. 
I. 

Vital  fpark  of  heav'nly  flame  ! 
Quit,  oh  quit  this  mortal  frame : 
Trembling,  hoping,  ling'ring,  flying, 
Oh  the  pain,  the  blifs  of  dying  ! 
Ceafe,  fond  Nature,  ceafe  thy  ftrife> 
And  let  me  languifh  into  life. 

II. 

Hark!  they  \vhifper  j  Angels  fay, 
Siller  Spirit,  come  away  ! 
What  is  this  abforbs  me  quite, 
Steals  my  fenfes,  Ihuts  my  fight, 
Drowns  my  fpirits,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  Soul,  can  this  be  Death  1 

III. 

The  world  recedes  ;  it  difappears  ! 
Heav'n  opens  on  my  eyes  !  my  ears 

With  founds  feraphic  ring  : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings !  I  mount !  I  fly  ! 
O  Grave  !  where  is  thy  vidory  ? 

O  Death  !  where  is  thy  fling  ? 
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LETTER    X. 
To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N. 

July  20,  1715. 

T  Am  more  joy'd  at  your  return  than  I  mould  be  at 
•*•  that  of  the  fun,  fb  much  as  1  wilh  for  him  this  me- 
lancholy wet  feafon  ;  but  'tis  his  fate  too,  like  yours, 
to  be  difpleafing  to  Owls  and  obfcene  animals,  who 
cannot  bear  his  luftre.  What  put  me  in  mind  of  thefe 
night-birds  was  John  Dennis,  whom,  I  think,  you  are 
belt  revenged  upon,  as  the  Sun  was  in  the  fable  upon 
thefe  bats  and  beaftly-birds  abovementioned,  only  by 
jhining  on.  I  am  fo  far  from  efteeming  it  any  misfor- 
tune, that  I  congratulate  you  upon  having  your  mare 
in  that,  which  all  the  great  men  and  all  the  good  men 
that  ever  lived  have  had  their  part  of,  Envy  and  Ca- 
lumny. To  be  uncenfured  and  to  be  obfcure,  is  the 
fame  thing.  You  may  conclude  fiom  what  I  here  fay, 
that  'twas  never  in  my  thoughts  to  have  offered  you 
my  pen  in  any  direct  reply  to  fuch  a  Critic,  but  only 
in  fome  little  raillery  ;  not  in  defence  of  you,  but  in 
contempt  of  him  *.  But  indeed  your  opinion,  that  'tis 
entirely  to  be  negle&ed,  would  have  been  my  own  had 
it  been  my  own  cafe  :  but  1  felt  more  warmth  here 
than  I  did  when  firft  I  faw  his  book  againft  myfelf, 
(tho'  indeed  in  two  minutes  it  made  me  heartily  merry.) 
He  has  written  againft  every  tiling  the  world  has  ap- 
prov'd  thefe  many  years  1  apprehend  but  one  danger 
from  Dennis  s  difliking  our  fenfe,  that  it  may  make  us 
think  fj  very  well  of  it,  as  to  become  proud  and  con- 
ceited, upon  his  difapprobation. 

•  This  relates  to  the  Paperoccafion'd  by  Dennis's  Remarks  upo» 
Cato,  caU'J  Dr,  Noiris'a  Narrative  of  the  trtnxy  of  Jibn  l>cnais. 
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I  muft  not  here  omit  to  do  juftice  to  Mr.  Gay,  whofe 
zeal  in  your  concern  is  worthy  a  friend  and  honourer 
of  you.  He  writ  to  me  in  the  moft  preffing  terms  about 
it,  though  with  that juft  contempt  of  the  Critic  that  he 
deferves.  I  think  in  thefe  days  one  honeft  man  is  oblig- 
ed to  acquaint  another  who  ave  his  friends ;  when  fo 
many  mifchievous  infefts  are  daily  at  work  to  make 
people  of  meiit  fufpicious  of  each  other  ;  that  they  may 
have  the  fatisfaclion  of  feeing  them  look'd  upon  no 
better  than  themfelves.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XL 

Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Oft.  26,  1713. 

T  Was  extremely  glad  to  receive  a  letter  from  you,  but 
more  fo  upon  reading  the  contents  of  it.  The 
*  Work  you  mention,  will,  I.  dare  fay,  very  fufficiently 
recommend  itielf  when  your  name  appears  with  the 
Propofals:  And  if  you  think  I  can  any  way  contribute 
to  the  forwarding  of  them,  you  cannot  lay  a  greater 
obligation  upon  me,  than  by  employing  me  in  fuch  an 
office.  As  I  have  an  ambition  of  having  it  known  that 
you  are  my  friend,  I  mall  be  very  proud  of  (hewing  it 
by  this,  or  any  other  inftance.  I  queftion  not  but  your 
Tranflation  will  enrich  our  Tongue  and  do  honour  to 
our  Country  ;  for  I  conclude  of  it  already  from  thofe  per- 
formances with  which  you  have  obliged  the  public.  I 
would  only  have  you  confider  how  it  may  moil  turn 
to  your  advantage.  Excufe  my  impertinence  in  this 
particular,  which  proceeds  from  my  zeal  for  your  eafe 
and  happinefs.  The  work  would  cou  you  a  great  deal 
*  The  Tranflation  of  the  Iliad, 
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of  time,  and,  unlefs  you  undertake  it,  will,  I  am  afraid, 
never  be  executed  by  any  other ;  at  leaft  I  know  none 
of  this  age  that  is  equal  to  it  befide  yourfelf. 

I  am  at  prefent  whoJiy  immerfed  in  country  bufinefs, 
and  begin  to  take  delight  in  it.  I  wifti  i  might  hope 
to  fee  you  here  iome  time,  and  will  not  defpair  of  it, 
when  you  engage  in  a  work  that  will  require  foli- 
tude  and  retirement.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XII. 
Mr.  ADD  i  SON  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Nov.  2,   1713. 

T  Have  receiv'd  your  letter,  and  am  glad  to  find  that 
-*•  you  have  laid  fo  good  a  fcheme  for  yom  great  un- 
dertaking. I  queftion  not  but  the  Profe  *  will  require 
as  much  care  as  the  Poetry,  but  the  variety  will  give 
yourfelf  fomt  relief,  and  more  pleafure  to  your  readers. 

You  gave  me  leave  once  to  take  the  liberty  of  a 
friend,  in  advifing  you  not  to  content  you;fe!f  with  one 
half  of  the  Nation  for  your  admirers  when  you  might 
command  them  all.  If  I  might  take  the  freedom  to  re- 
peat it,  I  would  on  this  occafion.  I  think  you  are  very- 
happy  that  you  are  out  of  the  fray,  and  I  hope  all 
your  undertakings  will  turn  to  the  better  account  for  it. 

You  fee  how  I  prefume  on  your  friendfhip  in  taking 
all  this  freedom  with  you:  But  I  already  fancy,  that 
we  have  lived  many  years  together  in  an  unreferved 
converfation,  and  that  we  may  do  fo  many  more,  is- 
the  fincere  wifh  of 

Your,  etc, 

*  The  Notw  to  bis  Trauflation  of  Homer, 
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LETTER    XIII. 
To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N. 

*7OUR  laft  is  the  more  obliging,  as  it  hints  at  fome 
*  little  niceties  in  my  conduct,  which  your  candour 
and  affe&ion  prompts  you  to  recommend  to  me,  and 
which  (fo  trivial  as  things  of  this  nature  feem)  are  yet 
of  no  flight  confequence,  to  people  whom  every  body 
talks  of  and  every  body  as  he  pleafes.  'Tis  a  fort  of 
tax  that  attends  an  eftate  in  Parnaflus,  which  is  often 
rated  much  higher  than  in  proportion  to  the  fmall  pof- 
feffion  an  author  holds.  For  indeed  an  author,  who  is 
once  come  upon  the  town,  is  enjoy'd  without  being 
thanked  for  the  pleafure,  and  fometimes  ill-treated  by 
thofe  very  perfons  who  firft  debauched  him.  Yet,  to 
tell  you  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  I  am  no  way  dif- 
pleafed  that  I  have  offended  the  violent  of  all  parties 
already ;  and  at  the  fame  time  I  aflure  you  confcien- 
tioufly,  I  feel  not  the  lead  malevolence  or  refentment 
againft  any  of  thofe  who  mifreprefent  me,  or  are  difla- 
tisfied  with  me.  This  frame  of  mind  is  fo  eafy,  that  I 
am  perfectly  content  with  my  condition. 

As  I  hope,  and  would  flatter  myfelf,  that  you  know 
me  and  my  thoughts  fo  entirely  as  never  to  be  mirtaken 
in  either,  fo  'tis  a  pleafure  to  me  that  you  guefs'd  fo 
right  in  regard  to  the  author  of  that  Guardian  you 
mentioned.  But  1  am  forry  to  find  it  has  taken  air, 
that  I  have  fome  hand  in  thofe  papers,  becaufe  I  writ 
fo  very  few  as  neither  to  defer ve  the  credit  of  fuch  a 
report  with  fome  people,  nor  the  difrepute  of  it  with 
others.  An  honeft  Jacobite  fpoke  to  me  the  fenfe  or 
nonfenfe  of  the  weak  part  of  his  party  very  fairly,  that 
the  good  people  took  it  ill  of  me,  that  I  writ  with 
Steele,  tho'  upon  never  fo  indifferent  fubjecls.  This, 
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I  know,  you  will  laugh  at  as  well  as  I  do  ;  yet  I  doubt 
not  but  many  little  calumniators  and  perfons  of  four  dif- 
pofuions  will  take  occafion  hence  to  befpatter  me.  I 
confefs  I  fcorn  narrow  fouls  of  all  parties,  and  if  I  re- 
nounce my  reafon  in  religious  matters,  I'll  hardly  do  it 
in  any  other. 

I  can't  imagine  whence  it  comes  to  pafs,  that  the 
few  Guardians  1  have  written  are  fo  generally  known 
for  mine  :  that  in  particular  which  you  mention  I  never 
difcovered  to  any  man  but  the  publither,  till  very  lately: 
yet  almoit  every  body  told  me  of  it. 

As  to  his  taking  a  more  politic  turn,  I  cannot  any 
way  enter  into  that  fecret,  nor  have  I  been  let  into  it 
any  more  ihan  into  the  reft  of  his  politics.  Tho'  'tis 
faid,  he  will  take  into  thefe  papers  alfo  feveral  fubjcfta 
of  the  politer  kina,  as  before  :  But,  I  afTure  you,  as  to 
myfelf,  I  have  quite  done  with  them  for  the  future. 
The  little  I  have  done,  and  the  great  refpecT:  I  bear 
Mr.  Steele  as  a  man  of  wit,  has  rendered  me  a  fufpec~led 
Whig  to  fome  of  the  violent;  but  (as  old  Dryden  faid 
before  me)  'tis  not  the  violent  I  defign  to  pleafe. 

I  generally  employ  the  mornings  in  painting  with 
Mr.  Jervas*,  and  the  evenings  in  the  converfation  of 
fuch  as  I  think  can  moft  improve  my  mind,  of  what- 
ever denomination  they  are.  I  ever  muft  fet  the  higheft 
value  upon  men  of  truly  great,  that  is  honell  princi- 
ples, with  equal  capacities.  The  belt  way  t  know  of 
overcoming  calumny  and  mifconflruc~lion,  it  by  a  vigo- 
rous perfeverance  in  every  thing  we  know  to  be  right, 
and  a  total  neglect  of  all  that  can  enfue  from  it.  'Tis 
partly  from  this  maxim  that  I  depend  upon  your  friend- 
fhip,  becaufe  I  believe  it  will  do  juftice  to  my  intention 
in  every  thing  ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  (as 
the  world  goes)  this  is  no  fmall  alTurance  I  repofe  in  you, 
I  am  Your,  etc. 

*  See  the  Epiftle  to  him  in  verfe,  writ  about  this  time. 
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LETTER    XIV. 
To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N. 

Dec.  14,  1713. 

T  Have  been  lying  in  wait  for  my  own  imagination, 
•*•  this  week  and  more,  and  watching  what  thoughts 
came  up  in  the  whirl  of  the  fancy,  that  were  worth  com- 
municating to  you  in  a  letter.  But  lam  at  length  con- 
vinced that  my  rambling  head  can  produce;  nothing  of 
that  fort ;  fo  I  muft  e'en  be  contented  with  telling  you 
the  old  ftory,  that  I  love  you  heartily.  I  have  often 
found  by  experience,  that  nature  and  truth,  tho'  never 
fo  low  or  vulgar,  are  yet  pleaiing  when  openly  and  art- 
Icf^J'  r?-n»''e.&nt£d  :  ft  would  be  diverting  to  me  to  jead- 
the  very  letters  of  an  infant,  could  it  write  its  inno- 
cent inconflltencies  and  tautologies  jufl  as  it  thought 
them.  This  makes  me  hope  a  letter  from  me  will  not 
be  unwelcome  to  you,  when  I  am  confcious  1  write  with 
more  unrefervednefs  than  ever  man  wrote,  or  perhaps 
talk'd  to  another.  I  truft  your  good-nature  with  the 
vvhole  range  of  my  follies,  and  really  love  you  fo  well, 
that  I  would  rather  you  ihould  pardon  me  than  efteem 
me ;  fince  one  is  an  aft  of  goodnefs  and  benevolence, 
the  other  a  kind  of  conftrained  deference. 

You  can't  wonder  n*y  thoughts  are  fcarce  confident, 
when  I  tell  you  how  they  are  diftradled.  Every  hour 
of  my  life  my  mind  is  ftrangely  divided  ;  this  minute 
perhaps  I  am  above  the  ftars,  with  a  thoufand  fyftems 
round  about  me,  looking  forward  into  a  vail  abyfs,  and 
lofing  my  whole  comprehenf.o:i  in  the  boundlefs  (pace 
of  Creation,  in  dialogues  with  Whiftosi  and  the  Aftro- 
nomers  ;  the  next  moment  I  am  below  all  trifles  grove- 
ling with  T  *  in  the  very  centre  of  nonfenfe :  Now  I  am 
recreated  with  the  brifk  fallies  and  quick  turns  of  wit, 
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which  Mr.  Steele  in  his  livelieft  and  freeft  humours 
darts  about  him  ;  and  now  levelling  my  application  to 
the  infigmficant  obfervations  and  quirks  of  Grammar  of 
C  *  and  D  *. 

Good  God !  what  an  incongruous  animal  is  man  ! 
how  unfettled  in  his  beft  part,  his  foul ;  and  how 
changing  and  variable  in  his  frame  of  body  ?  the  con- 
ftancy  of  the  one  (hook  by  every  notion,  the  tempera, 
ment  of  the  other  affected  by  every  blaft  of  wind  !  What 
is  he  altogether  but  one  mighty  inconfiftency  :  ficknefs 
and  pain  is  the  lot  of  one  half  of  him  ;  doubt  and  fear 
the  portion  of  the  other !  What  a  buftle  we  make  about 
paffing  our  time,  when  all  our  fpace  is  but  a  point? 
what  aims  and  am-bitions  are  crowded  into  this  little  in- 
I?ant  of  our  life,  which  (as  Shakelpear  finely  words  it) 
is  rounded  with  a  deep  ?  Our  whole  extent  of  being  is 
no  more,  in  the  eye  of  him  who  gave  it,  tha."  a  iC":C" 
perceptible  mcrnent  of  duraf'on.  Thofe  animals  whofe 
circle  of  living  is  limited  to  three  or  four  hours,  as  the 
naturalifts  tells  us,  are  yet  as  long-lived  and  poflefe  as 
wide  a  fcene  of  aftion  as  man,  if  we  confider  him  with 
a  view  to  all  Space,  and  all  Eternity.  Who  knows 
what  plots,  what  atchievements  a  mite  may  perform  in 
his  kingdom  of  a  grain  of  duft,  within  his  life  of 
fome  minutes ;  and  of  how  much  lefs  confideration 
than  even  this,  is  the  life  of  man  in  the  fight  of  God, 
who  is  from  ever,  and  for  ever  ? 

Who  that  thinks  in  this  train,  but  muft  fee  the  world, 
and  its  contemptible  grandeurs,  leJTen  before  him  at 
every  thought?  Tis  enough  to  make  one  remain  ftupi- 
fy'd  in  a  poize  of  inaction,  void  of  all  defires,  of  all  de- 
figns,  of  all  friendfhips. 

But  we  mult  return  (thro'  our  very  condition  of  be- 
ing) to  our  narrow  felves,  and  thofe  things  that  afFeft 
ourfelves :  our  paffions,  our  interefts  flow  in  upon  us* 
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and  unphilofophize  us  into  mere  mortals.  For  my  part 
I  n-ever  return  fo  much  into  myfelf,  as  when  1  think  of 
you,  whofe  friendmip  is  one  of  the  beft  comforts  I  have 
for  the  infignificancy  of  myfelf.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XV. 
To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N. 

Jan.  30,  1713-14. 

"\7OUR  letter  found  me  very  bufy  in  my  grand  un- 
•*•  dertaking,  to  which  I  muft  wholly  give  up  myfelf 
for  fome  time,  unlefs  when  I  fnatch  an  hour  to  pleafe 
myfelf  with  a  diftant  converfation  with  you  and  a  few 
others,  by  writing.  'Tis  no  comfortable  profpeft  to  be 
relieving,  that  Ib  long  a  fiege  as  tliat  gf  Troy  lies  upon 
my  hands,  and  the  campaigne  above  half  over,  before 
I  have  made  any  progref?.  Indeed  the  Greek  fortifica 
tion  upon  a  nearer  approach  does  not  appear  fo  formi- 
dable as  it  did,  and  I  am  almoft  apt  to  flatter  myfelf 
that  Homer  fecretly  feems  inclined  to  a  correfpondena 
with  me,  in  letting  me  into  a  good  part  of  his  interr 
tions.  There  are  indeed  a  fort  of  underling  auxiliar 
to  the  difficulty  of  a  work,  called  Commentators  am 
Critics,  who  would  frighten  many  people  by  their  num 
ber  and  bulk,  and  perplex  our  progrefs  under  pretenci 
of  fortifying  their  author.  Thefe  lie  very  low  in  thi 
trenches  and  ditches  they  themfelves  have  digged,  en 
compared  with  dirt  of  their  own  heaping  up  :  but, 
think,  there  may  be  found  a  method  of  coming  at  th 
main  works  by  a  more  fpeedy  and  gallant  way  than  b; 
mining  under  ground,  that  is,  by  ufmg  the  poetical  en 
gines,  wings,  and  flying  over  their  heads. 
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While  I  am  engaged  in  the  fight,  I  find  you  are  con- 
cerned how  I  (hall  be  paid,  and  are  felicitous  that  I 
may  not  have  the  ill -fate  of  many  difcarded  Generals, 
to  be  firft  envied  and  malign'd,  then  perhaps  prais'd* 
and  laftly  neglefted.  The  former  (the  conftant  atten- 
dant upon  all  great  and  laudable  enterprizes)  I  have 
already  experienced.  Some  have  faid  I  am  not  a 
raafler  in  the  Greek,  who  either  are  fo  themfelves  or 
are  not :  if  they  are  not.  they  can't  tell ;  and  if  they 
are,  they  can't  without  having  catechized  me.  But 
if  they  can  read  (for,  I  know,  fome  critics  can  and 
others  cannot)  there  are  fairly  iying  before  them  fome 
fpecimens  of  my  translation  from  this  Author  in  the 
Mifcellanies,  which  they  are  heartily  welcome  to.  I 
have  met  with  as  much  malignity  another  vvay  fome 
calling  me  a  Tory,  becaufe  the  heads  of  that  party  ''.ave 
been  ditlinguifhingly  favourable  tome;  <'<me  a  Whig, 
becaufe  I  have  been  lavoured  with  y  urs  Mr.  Con- 
greve's,  and  Mr.  Craggs's  t  ienJfhip,  and  of  late  with 
any  Lord  Haliitax'*  patronage-.  How  much  more  natu- 
ral a  conclufion  might  be  formed,  by  any  good  matured 
man,  that  a  perfbn  who  has  bten  well  ufed  by  all  fides, 
has  been  offe.:fi"e  to  none.  1  his  miferable  age  is  fb 
funk  between  animoiities  of  Party  and  thofe  of  Religion, 
that  I  begin  to  fear,  mod  nvm  have  Politics  enough  to 
make  (thro'  violence)  the  belt  fcheme  of  government  a 
bad  one  :  and  Belief  enough  to  hinder  their  own  fal- 
vation.  I  hope  for  my  own  part  never  t>  have  more  of 
either  than  is  confident  with  common  Juftice  and  Cha- 
rity, and  always  as  much  as  becomes  a  Chriltian  and 
honeft  man.  Tho'  I  find  it  an  unfortunate  thing  to  be 
bred  a  Papift  here,  where  pne  is  obnoxious  to  four  parts 
in  rive  as  being  fo  too  much  or  too  little ;  I  mail  yet 
be  eafy  under  both  their  miftakes,  and  be  what  I  more 
than  feem  to  be,  for  I  fuffer  for  it.  God  is  my  witnefs 
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that  I  no  more  envy  you  Proteftants  your  places  and  pof- 
feffions,  than  I  do  our  Priefts,  their  charity  or  learning. 
I  am  ambitious  of  nothing  but  the  good  opinion  of  good 
men,  on  both  fides ;  for  I  know  that  one  virtue  of  a 
free  fpirit  is  worth  more  than  all  the  virtues  put  toge- 
ther of  all  the  narrow-foul'd  people  in  the  world.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVI. 
To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N. 

Oft.  10,  1714. 

T  Have  been  acquainted  by  *  one  of  my  friends,  who 
•*•  omits  no  opportunities  of  gratifying  me,  that  you 
have  lately  been  pleas'd  to  fpeak  of  me  in  a  manner 
which  nothing  but  the  real  refpecl  I  have  for  you  can 
deferve.  May  I  hope  that  fome  late  malevolencies  have 
loft  their  effedl  ?  indeed  it  is  neither  for  me,  nor  my 
enemies,  to  pretend  to  tell  you  whether  I  am  your 
friend  or  not  ?  but  if  you  would  judge  by  probabilities, 
I  beg  to  know  which  of  your  poetical  acquaintance  has 
fo  little  intereft  in  pretending  to  be  fo  ?  Methinks  no 
man  mould  queflion  the  real  friendfhip  of  one  who  de- 
fires  no  real  fervice.  I  am  only  to  get  as  much  from 
the  Whigs,  as  I  got  from  the  Tories,  that  is  to  fay» 
Civility ;  being  neither  fo  proud  as  to  be  infenfible  of 
any  good  office,  nor  fo  humble,  as  not  to  dare  heartily 
to  defpife  any  man  who  does  me  an  injuftice. 

I  will  not  value  myfclf  upon  having  ever  guarded  all 
the  degrees  of  refpeft  for  you  :  for  (to  fay  the  truth) 
all  the  world  fpeaks  well  of  you*  and  I  mould  be  under 
a  neceffity  of  doing  the  fame,  whether  I  car'd  for  you 
or  not. 

*  See  a  Letter  fr«m  Mr.  Jerva?,  and  the  Anfwer  to  it.   Is*  «, 
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As  to  what  you  have  faid  of  me,  I  fhail  never  believe 
that  the  author  of  Cato  can  fpeak  one  thing  and  think 
another.  As  a  proof  that  I  account  you  fincere,  I  beg 
a  favour  of  you  :  It  is,  that  you  would  look  over  the 
two  firft  books  of  my  tranflation  of  Homer,  which  are 
in  the  hands  of  my  Lord  Hallifax.  I  am  fenfible  how- 
much  the  reputation  of  any  poetiral  work  will  depend 
upon  the  character  you  give  it  :  'tis  therefore  fome  evi- 
dence of  the  truft  I  repofe  in  your  good-will,  when 
I  give  you  this  opportunity  of  fpeakmg  ill  of  me 
with  juttice;  and  yet  expeft  you  will  tell  me  your 
trueft  thoughts,  at  the  fame  time  that  you  teU  others 
your  mofl  favourable  ones. 

I  have  a  farther  requeft,  which  I  muft  prefs  with 
earneftnefs.  My  bookfeller  is  reprinting  the  EfTay  on 
Criticifm,  to  which  you  have  done  too  much  honour  ia 
your  Spedlator  of  N°  253.  The  period  in  that  paper, 
where  you  fay,  "  I  have  admitted  fome  ftrokes  of  ill- 
nature  into  that  Eflay,"  is  the  only  one  I  could  wifli 
omitted  of  all  you  have  written  ;  but  I  would  not  defire 
it  mould  be  fo,  unlefs  I  had  the  merit  of  removing  your 
objection.  I  beg  you  but  to  point  out  thofe  ftrokes  to 
me,  and,  you  may  be  affured,  they  mail  be  treated 
without  mercy. 

Since  we  are  upon  proofs  of  fincerity  (which  I  am 
pretty  confident  will  turn  to  the  advantage  of  us  both 
in  each  other's  opinion)  give  me  leave  to  name  another 
paiTage  in  the  fame  Spectator,  which  I  wiih  you  would 
alter.  It  is  where  you  mention  an  obfervation  upon 
Homer's  Verfes  of  Sifyphus's  Stone,  as  *  never  having 
been  made  before  by  any  of  the  Critics  :  I  happened  to 
find  the  fame  in  Dionyfius  of  Halicarnaflus's  Treatife, 
De§»  <rvt8e<reu<;  OVO^KTUV,  who  treats  very  largely  upon  thefe 


*  Thefe  words  are  fince  left  out  in  Mr.  Ticket's  edition,  but 
were  extant  in  all  during  Mr.  Addifoh's  life, 
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verfes.  I  know  you  will  think  fit  to  foften  your  expref- 
fion,  when  you  fee  the  paflage ;  which  you  muft  needs 
have  read,  though  it  be  fince  flipt  out  of  your  memory. 
I  am,  with  the  utmoft  efteem, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVIL 
To  the  Honourable 

June  8,  1714. 

*~pHE  queftion  you  aflc  in  relation  to  Mr.  Addifon. 
•*•  and  Philips,  I  lhall  anfwer  in  a  few  words.  Mr. 
Philips  did  exprefs  himfelf  with  much  indignation  againft 
me  one  evening  at  Button's  Coffee-houfe  (as  I  was  told) 
faying,  that  I  was  enter'd  into  a  cabal  with  Dean  Swift 
and  others  to  write  againft  the  Whig-Intereft,  and  in 
particular  to  undermine  his  own  reputation,  and  that  of 
his  friends  Steele  and  Addifon  :  but  Mr.  Philips  never 
opened  his  lips  to  my  face,  on  this  or  any  like  cccafion, 
tho'  I  was  almoft  every  night  in  the  fame  room  with 
him,  nor  ever  offer'd  me  any  indecorum.  Mr.  Addifon 
came  to  me  a  night  or  two  after  Philips  had  talk'd  in 
this  idle  manner,  and  afiur'd  me  of  his  difbelief  of  what 
had  been  faid,  of  the  friendfhip  we  fhould  always  main- 
tain, and  defied  I  would  fay  nothing  further  of  it. 
My  Lord  Hallifax  did  me  the  honour  to  ftir  in  this 
matter,  by  {peaking  to  feveral  people  to  obviate  a 
falfe  afperfion,  which  might  have  done  me  no  fmall  pre- 
judice with  one  party.  However  Philips  did  all  he 
could  fecretly  to  continue  the  report  with  the  Hanover 
Club,  and  kept  in  his  hands  the  fubfcriptions  paid  for 
me  to  him,  as  Secretary  to  that  Club.  The  heads  of 
it  have  fince  given  him  to  underRand,  that  they  take  it 
ill ;  but  (upon  the  terms  I  ought  to  be  with  fuch  a  man) 
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I  would  not  afk  him  for  this  money,  but  commiffion'd 
one  of  the  Players,  his  equals,  to  receive  it.  This  is  the 
whole  matter  :  but  as  to  the  fecret  grounds  of  this  ma- 
lignity, they  will  make  a  very  pleafant  hiftory  when  we 
meet.  Mr.  Congreve  and  fome  others  have  been  much 
diverted  with  it,  and  moft  of  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Hanover  Club  have  made  it  the  fubjeft  of  their  ri- 
dicule on  their  Secretary.  It  is  to  this  management 
of  Philips,  that  the  world  owes  Mr.  Gay's  Paftorals. 
The  ingenious  author  is  extremely  your  fervant,  and 
would  have  complied  with  your  kind  invitation,  but 
that  he  is  juft  now  appointed  Secretary  to  my  Lord  Cla- 
rendon, in  his  emba/Ty  to  Hanover. 

I  am  fenfible  of  the  zeal  and  friendmip  with  which, 
I  am  fure,  you  will  always  defend  your  friend  in  his 
abfence,  from  all  thofe  little  tales  and  calumnies,  which 
a  man  of  any  genius  or  merit  is  born  to.  I  mail  never 
complain  while  I  am  happy  in  fuch  noble  defenders, 
and  in  fuch  comtemptible  opponents.  May  their  envy 
and  ill-  nature  ever  increafe,  to  the  glory  and  pleafure 
of  thofe  they  would  injure ;  may  they  represent  me 
what  they  will,  as  long  as  you  think  me,  what  I  am, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVIII. 

July  13,  1714. 

\7"O U  mention  the  account  I  gave  you  fome  time  ago 
•*•  of  the  things  which  Philips  faid  in  his  foolifhnefs  : 
but  I  can't  tell  from  any  thing  in  your  letter,  whe- 
ther you  received  a  long  one  from  me  about  a  fort- 
night fince.  It  was  principally  intended  to  thank  you 
for  the  laft  obliging  favour  you  did  me  j  nnd  perhaps 
for  that  reafon  you  pafs  it  in  filence.  I  there  launch'd 
VOL.  V.  L 
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into  fome  account  of  my  temporal  affairs,  and  intend 
now  to  give  you  fome  hints  of  my  fpiritual.  The  con- 
clufion  of  your  letter  draws  this  upon  you,  where  you 
tell  me  you  prayed  for  me.  Your  proceeding,  Sir,  is 
contrary  to  that  of  moft  other  friends,  who  never  talk: 
of  praying  for  a  man  after  they  have  done  him  a  fervice, 
"but  only  when  they  will  do  him  none.  Nothing  can 
be  more  kind  than  the  hint  you  give  me  of  the  vanity 
of  human  fciences,  which,  I  aflure  you,  I  am  daily  more 
convinced  of;  and  indeed  I  have,  for  fome  years  pad, 
look'd  upon  all  of  them  no  better  than  amufements. 
To  make  them  the  ultimate  end  of  our  purfuit,  is  a 
miferable  and  fhort  ambition,  which  will  drop  from 
tis  at  every  little  diiappointment  here,  and  even,  in 
cafe  of  no  difappointments  here,  will  infallibly  defert 
us  hereafter.  The  utmoft  fame  they  are  capable  of 
bellowing,  is  never  worth  the  pains  they  coft  us,  and 
the  time  they  lofe  us.  If  you  attain  the  top  of  your 
deiires  that  way,  all  thofe  who  envy  you  will  do  you 
harm  ;  and  of  thofe  who  admire  you,  few  will  do  you 
good.  The  unfuccefsful  writers  are  your  declared  ene- 
mies, and  probably  the  fuccefsful  your  fecret  ones :  for 
thofe  hate  not  mo*>e  to  be  excelled,  than  thefe  to  be  ri- 
val'd  :  And  at  the  upfhot,  after  a  life  of  perpetual  ap- 
plication, you  renVft  that  you  have  been  doing  nothing 
for  yourfelf,  and  that  the  fame  or  lefs  induftry  might 
have  gain'd  you  a  friendship  that  can  never  deceive  Or 
end,  a  fatiifaction,  which  praite  cannot  bellow  nor  va- 
$ity  feel,  and  a  glory,  which  (tho'  in  one  refpeft  like 
fame,  not  to  be  had  til!  after  death)  yet  lhall  be  felt  and 
enjoy 'd  to  eternity.  Thefe,  dear  Sir,  are  unfeignedly 
my  lentiments,  whenever  I  think  at  all :  for  half  the 
things  that  employ  our  heads  defeive  not  the  name 
of  thoughts,  they  are  only  ftronger  di earns  of  impref- 
/ious  upon  the  imagination  :  our  fchemes  of  govern- 
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ment,  our  fyftems  of  philofophy,  our  golden  worlds 
of  poetry,  are  all  but  fo  many  lhadowy  images,  and 
airy  profpedls,  which  arife  to  us  but  fo  much  the  live- 
lier and  more  frequent,  as  we  are  more  overcaft  with 
the  darkjiefs,  and  difturbed  with  the  fumes,  of  human 
vanity. 

The  fame  thing  that  makes  old  men  willing  to  leave 
this  world,  makes  me  willing  to  leave  poetry,  long 
habit  and  wearinefs  of  the  fame  track.  Homer  will 
work  a  cure  upon  me  ;  fifteen  thoufand  verfes  are  equi- 
valent to  fourfcore  years,  to  make  one  old  in  rhyme  : 
and  I  mould  be  forry  and  afhamed,  to  go  on  jingling  to 
the  laft  itep,  like  a  waggoner's  horfe,  in  the  fame  road, 
and  fo  leave  my  bells  to  the  next  filly  animal  that 
will  be  proud  of  them.  That  man  makes  a  mean 
figure  in  the  eyes  of  reafon,  who  is  meafuring  fyllables 
and  coupling  rhymes,  when  he  fhould  be  mending  his 
own  foul,  and  fecuring  his  own  immortality.  If  I  had 
not  this  opinion,  I  fhould  be  unworthy  even  of  thofe 
fmall  and  limited  parts  which  God  has  given  me ;  and 
unworthy  of  the  friendship  of  fuch  a  man  as  you.  I  ara 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XIX. 

July  25,  1714, 

T  Have  no  better  excufe  to  offer  you,  that  I  have  omit- 

ted  a  talk  naturally  fo  pleaiiug  to  me  as  convening 

upon  paper  with  you,   but  that  my  time  and  eyes  have 

been  wholly  employ'd  upon  Homer,  whom,  I  almoil 

fear,   I  (hall  find  but  one  way  of  imitating,  which  is,  ia 

Jiis  blinduefs.     lam  perpetually  afflicted  with  heaJ-achs 

that  very   much  affecl  my  fight,  and  indeed  fmce  my 

coming  hither  I  have  fcarce  pall  an  hour  agreeably,  ex- 

L  2 
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-cept  that  in  which  I  read  your  letter.  I  would  fert- 
•oufly  have  you  think,  you  have  no  man  who  more 
truly  knows  to  place  a  right  value  on  your  friendfhip, 
than  he  who  leaft  deferves  it  on  all  other  accounts  than 
his  due  fenfe  of  it.  But,  let  me  tell  you,  you  can 
hardly  guefs  what  a  tafk  you  undertake,  when  you 
:profefs  yourfelf  my  friend  ;  there  are  fome  Tories  who 
•will  take  you  for  a  Whig,  fome  Whigs  who  will  take 
you  for  a  Tory,  fome  Proteltants  who  will  efteem  you  a 
rank  Papift,  and  .fome  Papifts  who  will  account  you  a 
Heretic. 

I  find  by  dear  experience,  we  live  in  an  age,  where 
.it  is  criminal  to.be  moderate  ;  and  where  no  one  man 
can  be  allowed  to  be  juft  to  all  men.  The  notions  of 
right  and  wrong  are  fo  far  Itrain'd,  that  perhaps  to  be 
in  the  right  fo  very  violently,  may  be  of  worfe  confe- 
quence  than  to  be  eafily  and  quietly  in  the  wrong.  I 
really  wim  all  men  fo  well,  that,  I  am  fatisfied,  but  few- 
can  wifh  me  fo  ;  but  if  thofe  few  are  fuch  as  tell  me 
they  do,  I  am  content,  for  they  are  the  belt  people  I 
know.  While  you  believe  me  what  1  profefs  as  to  re- 
ligion, I  can  bear  any  thing  the  bigotted  may  f*y  ; 
while  Mr.  Congreve  likes  my  poetry,  I  can  endure 
•Dennis,  and  a  thoufand  more  like  him  ;  while  the  moffc 
honeft  and  moral  of  each  party  think  me  no  ill  man,  I 
can  eafily  bear  that  the  molt  violent  and  mad  of  all  par- 
ties rife  up  to  throw  dirt  at  me. 

I  muft  expedl  an  hundred  attacks  upon  the  publica- 
tion of  my  Homer.  Whoever  in  our  times  would  be  a 
profeiTor  of  learning  above  his  fellows,  ought  at  the  very 
firft  to  enter  the  world  with  the  conilancy  and  refohition 
•-of  a  primitive  Chriflian,  and  be  prepared  to  fufFer  all 
fort  of  public  perfccuticn.  It  is  certainly  to  be  lamented, 
that  if  any  man  does  but  endeavour  to  diitinguifh 
.Jhimfelf  or  gratify  others  by  his  {Indies,  he  is  imme- 
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diately  treated  as  a  common  enemy,  inftead  of  being 
looked  upon  as  a  common  friend ;  and  aflaulted  as 
generally  as  if  his  whole  defign  were  to  prejudice  the 
State  or  ruin  the  Public.  1  will  venture  to  (ay,  no  man 
ever  rofe  to  any  degree  of  perfection  in  writing,  but 
thro'  obftinacy,  and  an  inveterate  refolution  againft  the 
ftream  of  mankind  :  So  that  if  the  world  has  received 
any  benefit  from  the  labours  of  the  learned,  it  was  in 
its  own  defpite.  For  when  firft  they  eflay  their  parts, 
all  people  in  general  are  prejudiced  againft  new  begin- 
ners ;  and  when  they  have  got  a  little  above  contempt, 
then  fome  particular  perfons,  who  were  before  unfor- 
tunate in  their  own  attempts,  are  fworn  foes  to  them, 
only  becaufe  they  fucceed. — Upon  the  whole,  one  may 
fay  of  the  beft  writers,  that  they  pay  a  fevere  fine  for 
their  fame,  which  it  is  always  in  the  power  of  the  moft 
worthlefs  part  of  mankind  to  levy  upon  them  when  they 
pleafe, 

I  am.  etc. 


LETTER    XX. 
To  Mr.  J  E  R  v  A  s. 

July  *8,  17*4. 

V  Am  juft  entet'd  upon  the  old  way  of  life  again,  fleep. 
and  raufing.  It  is  my  employment  to  revive  the 
eld  of  paft  ages  to  the  prefent,  as  it  is  yours  to  tranfmit 
the  young  of  the  prefent,  to  the  future.  I  am  copying 
the  great  matter  in  one  art,-with  the  fame  love  and  dili- 
gence with  which  the  Painters  hereafter  will  copy  you  r 
in  another. 

Trrms,  I  mould  begin  my  epiftle  to  you,  if  it  were  a 
Dedicatory  one.  But  as  it  is  a  friendly  letter,  you  are 
to  find  nothing  mention'd  in  your  own  praife  but  what 
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one  only  in  the  world  is  witnefs  to,  your  particular  good- 
natur'd  offices  to  me. 

I  am  cut  out  from  any  thing  but  common  acknow- 
ledgements, or  common  difcourfe  :  The  fi.-ft  you  would 
take  ill,  though  I  told  but  half  what  I  ought :  fo  in 
Ihort  the  lait  only  remains. 

And  as  for  the  laft,  what  can  you  expeft  from  a  man 
who  has  not  talk'd  thefe  five  days  ?  who  is  withdraw- 
ing his  thoughts  as  far  as  he  can,  from  all  the  prefect 
\vcrid,  its  cufioms,  and  its  manners,  to  be  fully  pof- 
fcfs'd  and  ablbrpt  in  the  paft  ?  When  people  talk  of 
going  to  Church,  I  think  of  facrifices  and  libations ; 
when  I  fee  the  parfon,  I  adclrefs  him  as  Chryfcs 
pi'ielt  of  Apollo  ;  and  inflead  of  the  Lord's  prayer,  I 
begin, 

Gsff  of  the  filw  JBow,  etc. 

While  yo?  in  the  world  are  co.ncern'd  about  the  Pro- 
teilant  Succeffion,  I  confider  only  how  Menelaus  may 
recover  Helen,  and  the  Trojan  war  be  put  to  a  fpeedy 
conclulion.  T  never  inquire  if  the  Queen  be  well  or 
not,  but- heartily  wilh  to  be  at  Heclor's  funeral.  The 
only  things  I  regard  in  this  life,  are  whether  my  friends 
are  well  ?  whether  tny  Trat.'flation  go.  well  on  ?  whether 
Dennis  be  writing  criticifms  ?  whether  any  body  will 
anfwer  him,  fince  I  don't  ?  and  whether  Lintot  be  not 
yet  broke  ? 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XXI. 
To  the  fame. 

Aug.  16,  1714. 

i  hank  you  for  your  good  office?,  which  are  number- 
leis.    Homer  advances  fo  faft,  that  he  begins  to  loak 
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about  for  the  ornaments  lie  is  to  appear  in,   like  a 
modifli  modern  author, 

Picture  in  the  front ^ 
With  bays  and  wicked  rhyme  uporft. 
I  have  the  greateft  proof  in  nature  at  prefent  of  the 
amufing  power  of  Poetry,  for  it  takes  me  up  fo  entirely, 
that  I  fcarce  fee  what  pafies  under  my  nofe,  and  hear 
nothing  that  is  faid  about  me.  To  follow  poetry  as  one 
ought,  one  mail  forget  father  and  mother,  and  cleave 
to  it  alone.  My  reverie  has  been  fo  deep,  that  I  have 
fcarce  had  an  interval  to  think  myfelf  uneafy  in  the 
want  of  your  company.  I  now  and  then  juft  mifs  you 
as  I  ftep  into  bed  ;  this  minute  indeed  I  want  extremely 
to  fee  you,  the  next  I  fhall  dream  of  nothing  but  the 
taking  of  Troy,  or  the  recovery  of  Brifeis. 

I  fancy  no  friendfhip  is  fo  likely  to  prove  lafting  as 
ours,  becaafe,  I  am  pretty  fure,  there  never  was  a 
friendihip  of  fo  eafy  a  nature.  We  nekh-jr  of  us  de- 
mand any  mighty  things' from  each  other  ;  uhac  \ .\.  Liy 
we  have  expefts  its  gratification  from  other  people,  it 
is  not  f,  that  am  to  tell  you  what  an  At  tut  you  are,  nor 
is  it  you  that  are  to  tjll  me  what  a  Poet  I  am ;  bat 
'tis  from  the  world  abroad  we  hope,  (pioufly  hcpc)  to 
hear  thefe  things.  At  home  we  follow  our  bufmefs, 
when  we  have  any  ;  and  think  and  talk  molt  of  each 
other  when  we  have  none.  ' Tis  not  unlike  the  happy 
frienthhip  of  a  ftay'd  man  and  his  wife,  who  are  feldom 
fo  fond  as  to  hinder  the  bufiviefe  of  the  houfe  from 
going  on  all  day,  or  fo  indolent  as  not  to  find  confola- 
tion  in  each  other  every  evening.  Thus  well-meaning 
couples  hold  iiv  amity  to  the  lait,  by  not  expecting  too 
mui-h  from  human  nature  ;  while  romantic  iuendmips, 
like  violent  loves,  begin  with  difquiets,  proceed  to 
jc-ilc.ufies,  and  conclude  in  animofuics.  I  have  lived 
to  fee  the  fierce  advancement,  the  fuddcn  turn,  and  the 
L 
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abrupt  period,  of  three  or  four  of  thefe  enormous  friend- 
fhips,  and  am  perfectly  convinced  of  the  truth  of  a 
maxim  we  once  agreed  in,  that  nothing  hinders  the 
conftant  agreement  of  people  who  live  together,  but 
merely  vanity  ;  a  fecret  infilling  upon  what  they  think 
their  dignity  of  merit,  and  an  inward  expectation  of 
fuch  an  over-meafure  of  deference  and  regard,  as  an- 
fvvers  to  their  own  extravagant  falfe  fcale  ;  and  which 
no  body  can  pay,  becaufe  none  but  themfelve*  can  tel!» 
exactly,  to  what  pitch  it  amounts. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XXH. 
Mr.  J  E  R  v  A  s  to  Mr.  P  o  P  E. 

Aug.  20,  1714. 

T  Have  a  particular  to  tell  you  at  this  time,  which 
pleafes  me  fo  much,  that  you  muft  expect  a  more 
than  ordinary  alacrity  in  every  turn.  You  know  I 
could  keep  you  in  fuipenfe  for  twenty  lines,  but  I  will 
tell  you  dire&ly,  that  Mr.  Addifon  and  I  have  had  a 
converfation,  that  ic  would  have  been  worth  your  while 
to. have  been  placed  behind  the  wainfcot,  or  behind 
Tome  half-length  picture,  to  have  heard.  He  afTur'd 
me,  that  he  would  make  ufe  not  only  of  his  interefl, 
but  of  his  art  to  do  you  fome  fervice  ;  he  did  not  mean 
his  art  of  poetry,  but  his  art  at  court ;  and  he  is  fenfi- 
ble  that  nothing  can  have  a  better  air  for  himfelf  than 
moving  in  your  favour,  efpecially  iince  infinuations 
were  fpread,  that  he  did  not  care  you  mould  profpar 
too  much  as  a  poet.  He  proteits  that  it  mall  not  be  his 
fault,  if  there  is  not  the  belt  intelligence  in  the  world, 
and  the  moil  hearty  friendship,  etc.  He  owns,  he  was 
afraid  Dr.  Swift  might  have  carried  you  too  far  among 
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the  enemy,  during  the  heat  of  the  animofity  ;  but  now 
all'  is  fafe,  and  you  are  efcap'd  even  in  his  opinion.  I' 
promis'd  in  your  name,  like  a  good  Godfather,  not 
that  you  mould  renounce  the  devil  and  all  his  works, 
but  that  you  would  be  delighted  to  find  him  your  friend 
merely  for  his  own  lake  j  therefore  prepare  yourfelf  for - 
fome  civilities. 

I  have  done  Homer's  head,  (hadow'd  and  heightenM 
carefully  ;  and  I  inclofe  the  out  line  of  the  fame  fize» 
that  you  may  determine  whether  you  would  have  it  fa 
large,  or  reduced  to  make  room  for  feuillage  or  laurel 
round  the  oval,  or  about  the  fquare  of  the  bufto  ?  per- 
haps  there  is  fbmething  more  folemn  in  the  image  itfelf, 
if  I  can  get  it  well  perform'd. 

If  I  have  been  inftrumental  in  bringing  you  and  Mr»! 
Addifon  together  with  all  fincerity,  I  value  myfelf  upon 
it  as  an  acceptable  piece  of  fervice  to  fuch  a  one  as  I 
know  you  to  be» 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXIII. 
Mr.  P  o  t  E'S  Anfwer. 

Aug.  27,  1714. 

T  Am  jirft  arrived  from  Oxford,  very  well  diverted  and 
entertain'd  there.      Every  one  is  much   concern'd 
for  the  Queen's  death.    No  panegyricks  ready  yet  for. 
the  King. 

I  admire  your  Whig-principles  of  refinance  exceed- ; 
ingly,  in  the  fpirit  of  the  Barcelonians  :  1  join  in  your 
wi(h  for  them.  Mr.  Addifon's  verfes  on  Liberty,  in  his 
letter  from  Italy,  would  be  a  good  form  of  prayer  in 
my  opinion,  0  Liberty  /  thou  Goddef)  heavenly  bright !  etc. 
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What  you  mention  of  the  friendly  office  you  endea- 
vour'd  to  do  betwixt  Mr.  Addifon  and  me,  deferves  ac- 
knowledgments on  my  part.  You  thoroughly  know 
my  regard  to  his  character,  and  my  propenfity  to  teilify 
it  by  all  ways  in  my  power.  You  as  thoroughly  know 
the  fcJmdalous  meannefs  of  that  proceeding  which  was 
tifed  by  Philips,  to  make  a  man  I  fa  highly  value,  fuf- 
pe£t  my  difpofitions  toward  him.  But  as,  after  all,. 
Mr.  Addifon  muft  be  the  judge  in-  what  regards  him- 
fclf,  and  has  feem'd  to  be  no  very  juft  one  to  me  ;  fo, 
I  muft  own  to  you,  I  expeft  nothing  but  civility  from 
kirn,  how  much  foever  I  wifh  for  his  friendfhip.  As 
for  any  offices  of  real  kindnefs  or  fervice  which  it  is  in 
his  power  to  do  me,  I  fhould  be  aQiamed  to  receive 
them  from  any  man  who  had  no  better  opinion  of  my 
Morals,  than  to  think  me  a  Party-man  ;  nor  of  rny 
Temper,  than  to  believe  me  capable  of  maligning,  or 
envying  another's  reputation  as  a  poet.  So  Heave  it 
to  time  to  convince  him  as  to^  both,  to  (hew  h  m  the 
fhallow  depths  of  thofe  half-witted  creatures  who  mif- 
informed  him,  and  to  prove  that  I  am  incapable  of  en- 
deavouring to  leflen  a  perfon  whom  I  would  be  proud 
to  imitate,  and  therefore  afham'd  to  flatter.  In  a  word, 
Mr.  Addifon  is  fure  of  my  refpeft  at  all  times,  and  of 
my  real  friendfhip  whenever  he  mall  think  fit  to  know 
me  for  what  I  am. 

For  all  that  pafs'd  betwixt  Dr.  Swift  and  me,  you 
know  the  whole  (without  referve)  of  our  corrcfpon- 
dence.  The  engagements  I  had  to  him  were  fuch  as 
the  a&ual  fervices  he  had  done  me,  in  relation  to  the 
fubfcription  for  Homer  obliged  me  to.  I  mull  have 
leave  to  be  grateful  to  him,  and  to  any  one  who  ferves 
me,  let  him  be  never  fo  obnoxious  to  any  party :  nor 
did  the  Tory- party  ever  put  me  to  the  hardihip  of  aflc- 
ing  this  leave,  which  is  the  greateft  obligation  I  owe 
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to  it ;  and  I  expect  no  greater  from  the  Whig-party 
than  the  fame  liberty. — A  curie  on  the  word  Party, 
which  I  have  been  forc'd  to  ufe  fo  often  in  this  period  !  . 
1  wilh  the  prefent  reign  may  put  an  end  to  the  diftinc- 
tion,  that  there  may  be  no  other  for  the  future  than, 
that  of  Honeft  and  Knave,  Fool  and  Man  of  fenfe ; 
thefe  two  forts  muft  always  be  enemies  ;  but  for  the 
reft,  may  all  people  do  as  you  and  I,  believe  what  they 
pleafe,  and  be  friends. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XX[V. 
To  the  Earl  of  H  A  L  L  i  F  A  x. 

MY  LORD,  Dec.  i,   1714. 

T  Am  obliged  to  you  both  for  the  favours  you  have 
done  me,  and  for  thofe  you  intend  me.  I  diftruft 
neither  your  will  nor  your  memory,  when  it  is  to  do 
good  ;  and  if  ever  I  become  troublefome  or  felicitous, 
it  muft  not  be  out  of  expectation,  but  out  of  gratitude. 
Your  Lordfhip  may  either  caufe  me  to  live  agreeably  in 
the  town,  or  contentedly  in  the  country,  which  is  really 
all  the  difference  i  fet  between  an  eafy  fortune  and  a 
fmall  one.  It  is  indeed  a  high  ftrain  of  geuerofity  in 
you,  to  think  of  making  me  eafy  all  my  life,  only 
becaufe  I  have  been  fo  happy  as  to  divert  you  fome 
few  hours :  but  if  I  may  have  leave  to  add,  it  is  be- 
cauie  you  think  me  no  enemy  to  my  native  country, 
there  will  appear  a  better  reafon  ;  for  I  muft  of  confe*  . 
cjucnce  be  very  much  (as  I  fincerely  am) 

Yours,  etc» . 

L  6 
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•LETTER    XXV. 
Dr.  PARNELLE  to  Mr.  POPE. 

T  Am  writing  you  a  long  letter,  but  all  the  tedioufneft 
•^  I  feel  in  it  is,  that  h  makes  me  during  the  time 
think  more  intently  of  my  being  far  from  you.  I  fancy, 
if  I  were  with  you,  I  could  remove  fome  of  the  uneafi- 
refs  which  you  may  have  felt  from  the  oppofition  of 
the  world,  and  which  you  fhould  be  amamed  to  feel, 
fince  it  is  bat  the  teftimony  which  one  part  of  it  gives 
you  that  your  merit  is  unqueftionable.  What  would 
you  have  otherwife,  from  ignorance,  envy,  or  thofe 
tempers  which  vie  with  you  in  your  own  way  ?  1  know 
this  in  mankind,  that  when  our  ambition  is  unable  to 
attain  its  end,  it  is  not  only  wearied,  but  exafperated 
too  at  the  vanity  of  its  labours ;  then  we  fpeak  ill  of 
happier  ftudies,  and  fighing  condemn  the  excellence 
which  we  find  above  our  reach. 

My  f  Zoilus,  which  you  us'd  to  write  about,  I  finifti'd 
laft  fpring,  and  left  in  town.  J  waited  till  I  came  up 
to  fend  it  you,  but  not  arriving  here  before  your  book 
was  out,  imagin'd  it  a  loft  piece  of  labour.  If  you  will 
ftill  have  it,  you  need  only  write  me  word. 

I  have  here  feen  the  Firft  Book  of  Homer  I,  which 
came  out  at  a  time  when  it  could  not  but  appear  as  a 
kind  of  fetting  up  agtinft  you.  My  opinion  is,  that 
you  may,  if  you  pleafe,  give  them  thanks  who  writ  it, 
Neither  the  numbers  nor  the  fpirit  have  an  equal  maftery 

»  This,  and  the  three  Extrafts  following,  concerning  the  Tran- 
flation  of  thefirft  Iliad,  fet  on  foot  by  Mr.  Addifon,  Mr.  Pore  ha» 
omitted  in  his  firfi  Edition. 

f  Printed  for  B.  Lin  tot,  1715,  gc,  and  afterwards  added  to  the 
Jafl  edition  of  his  poems. 

Mr.  Addifon,  ajjd  publiihed  in  the  name  of  Mr. 
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with  yours ;  but  what  furprizes  me  more  is,  that  a  fcho- 
lar  being  concerned,  there  fhould  happen  to  be  fome 
miftakes  in  the  author's  fenfe  ;  fuch  as  putting  the  light 
of  Pallas's  eyes  into  the  eyes  of  Achilles,  making  the 
taunt  of  Achilles  to  Agamemnon  (that  he  fhould  have 
fpoils  when  Troy  mould  be  taken)  to  be  a  cool  and  fe- 
rious  propofal ;  the  translating  what  you  caH  Ablution 
by  the  word  offals,  and  fo  leaving  Water  out  of  the  rite 
of  luftration,  etc.  but  you  muft  have  taken  notice  of 
all  this  before.  I  write  not  to  inform  you,  but  to  Ihew 
I  always  have  you  at  heart. 

I  am,  etc. 


Extraft  from  a  L  E  T  T  E  R  of  the 
Rev.  Dr.  BERKLEY,  Dean  of  London-deny. 

July  7,  1715. 

Some  days  ago,  three  or  four  gentlemen  and  my- 
felf,  exerting  that  right  which  all  readers  pretend  to 
over  authors,  fat  in  judgment  upon  the  two  new  Tran- 
flations  of  the  firft  Iliad.  Without  partiality  to  my 
countrymen,  I  afTure  you,  they  all  gave  the  preference 
where  it  was  due;  being  unanimoufly  of  opinion,  that 
yours  was  equally  juft  to  the  fenfe  with  Mr.  — —  's, 
and  without  comparifon  more  eafy,  more  poetical,  and 
more  fublime.  But  I  will  fay  no  more  on  fuch  a  thread- 
bare fubjeft,  as  your  late  performance  is  at  this  time. 

1  am,  etc. 
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Extraft  from  aLETTERof 
Mr.  G  A  Y  to  Mr.  POPE. 

July  8,  1715:. 

I  have  jaft  fet  down  Sir  Samuel  Garth  at  the  Opera. 
He  bid  me  tell  you,  that  every  body  is  pleas'd  with 
your  tranflarion,  but  a  few  at  Button's;  and  that  Sir 
Richard  Steeletold  him,  that  Mr.  Addifon  faid  the  other 
tranflation  was  the  beft  that  ever  was  in  any  language  *. 
He  treated  me  with  extreme  civility,  and  out  of  kind- 
nefs  gave  me  a  fqueeze  by  the  fore  finger. — I  am  in- 
form'd  that  at  Button's  your  character  is  made  very  free 
with  as  to  Morals,  etc.  and  Mr.  Addifon  fays,  that  your 
tranflation  and  Tickeil's  are  both  very  well  done,  but 
that  the  latter  has  more  of  Homer. 

"I  am,  etc. 


Extrad  from  a  LETTER,  of 
Dr.  ARBUTHNOT  to  Mr.  POPE. 

July  9,  1715. 

I  congratulate  you  upon  Mr.  T*'s  firft  book,  ft 
does  not  indeed  want  its  merit ;  but  I  was  ftrangely  dif- 
appointed  in  my  expectation  of  a  tranflation  nicely  true 
to  the  Original ;  whereas  in  thofe  parts  where  the 
greatdl  exa&nefs  feems  to  be  demanded,  he  has  been 
the  leaft  careful,  I  mean  the  hiftory  of  ancient  ceremo- 
nies and  rites,  etc.  in  which  you  have  with  great  judg- 
ment been  exact. 

I  am,  etc. 

*  Sir  Richard  Steele  afterwards,  in  his  Preface  to  an  Edition  of 
the  Drummer,  a  Comedy  b>  Mr.  Addifon,  (hews  it  to  be  his  opi- 
9 ion,  that  "  Mr,  Addifon  hixnfclf  was  the  perfon  who  traflflated 
«  this  book," 
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LETTER    XXVI. 

Mr.  POPE  to  the  Hon.  JAMES  CRAGGS,  Efq; 

July  15,  1715. 

T  Lay  hold  of  the  opportunity  given  me  by  my  Lord 
Duke  of  Shrewfbury,  to  aiTure  you  of  the  continu- 
ance of  that  efteem  and  affedion  I  have  long  borne 
you,  and  the  memory  of  fo  many  agreeable  converfa- 
tions  as  we  have  pafs'd  together.  I  wifh  it  were  a  com- 
pliment to  fay,  fuch  converfations  as  are  not  to  be  found 
on  this  fide  of  the  water  :  for  the  Spirit  of  duTention  is 
gone  forth  among  us  :  nor  is  it  a  wonder  that  Button's 
is  no  longer  Button's,  when  old  England  is  no  longer 
old  England,  that  region  of  hofpitality,  fociety,  and 
good  humour.  Party  affe&s  us  all,  even  the  wits,  tho* 
they  gain  as  little  by  politics  as  they  do  by  their  wiu 
We  talk  much  of  fine  fenfe,  refin'd  fenfe,  and  exalted 
fenfe  ;  but  for  ufe  and  happinefs,  give  me  a  little  com- 
mon fenfe.  I  fay  this  in  regard  to  fome  gentlemen, 
profefs'd  Wits  of  our  acquaintance,  who  fancy  they 
can  make  Poetry  of  confequence  at  this  time  of  day,  in 
the  midll  of  this  raging  fit  of  Politicks.  For  they  tell 
me,  the  bufy  part  of  the  nation  are  not  more  divided 
about  Whig  and  Tory,  than  thefe  idle  fellows  of  the 
feather  about  Mr.  T*'s  and  my  .Tranflation.  I  (like 
the  Tories)  have  the  town  in  general,  that  is,  the  mob, 
on  my  fide  ;  but  it  is  ufual  with  the  fmaller  party  to 
make  up  in  induftry  what  they  want  in  number,  and 
that  is  the  cafe  with  the  little  fcnate  of  Cato.  How- 
ever, if  our  principles  be  well  confidered,  I  muft  appear 
a  brave  Whig,  and  Mr.  T.  a  rank  Tory  ;  I  translated 
Homer  for  the  public  in  general,  he  to  gratify  the  in- 
ordinate defires  of  one  man  only.  We  have,  it  feems, 
a  great  Tuik  in  poetry,  who  can  never  bear  a  brother 
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on  the  throne  ;  and  has  his  mutes  too,  a  fet^of  nodderj, 
winkers,  and  whifperers,  whofe  bufinefs  is  to  ftrangle 
all  other  offsprings  of  wit  in  their  birth.  The  new  tran- 
flator  of  Homer  is  the  humbleft  flave  he  has,  that  is  to 
fay,  his  firft  Minifter ;  let  him  receive  the  honours  he 
gives  me,  but  receive  them  with  fear  and  trembling ; 
let  him  be  proud  of  the  approbation  of  his  abfdlute 
Lord,  I  appeal  to  the  people,  as  my  rightful  judges 
and  matters ;  and  if  they  are  not  inclined  to  condemn 
me,  I  fea?  no  arbitrary  high-flying  proceeding  from  the 
fmall  Court-faftion  at  Button's.  But  after  all  I  have 
(aid  of  this  great  man,  there  is  no  rupture  between  us, 
We  are  each  of  us  fo  civil  and  obliging,  that  neither 
thinks  he  is  obliged  :  And  I,  for  my  part,  treat  with 
him,  as  we  do  with  the  Grand  Monarch ;  who  has  too 
many  great  qualities  not  to  be  refpedled,  though  we 
know  he  watches  any  occafion  to  opprefs  us. 

When  I  talk  of  Homer,  I  mult  not  forget  the  early 
prefent  you  made  me  of  Monlieur  de  la  Motte's  book  : 
And  I  can't  conclude  this  letter  without  telling  you  a 
melancholy  piece  of  news,  which  affefts  our  very  en- 
trails, L*  is  dead,  and  foupes  are  no  more!  You  fee  I 
write  in  the  old  familiar  way.  "  This  is  not  to  the 
"  minifter,  but  to  the  friend  f."  However,  it  is  fame 
mark  of  uncommon  regard  to  the  minifter  that  I  fteal 
an  expreffion  from  a  Secretary  of  State. 

I  am,  etc. 

f  Alluding  to  St.  John's  Letter  to  Prior,  published  in  the  Rtftrt 
tftbc  Setret  Cftnmittec, 
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LETTER    XXVII. 
To  Mr.  CONGRKVE. 

Jan.  16,  1714-1^, 

TVyfEthinks  when  I  write  to  you,  I  am  making  a  con- 
•*••*•  feflion ;  I  have  got  (I  can't  tell  how)  fuch  a  cuf- 
tom  of  throwing  myfelf  out  upon  paper  without  re- 
ferve.  You  were  not  miflaken  in  what  you  judged  of 
my  temper  of  mind  when  I  writ  laft.  My  faults  will 
not  be  hid  from  you,  and  perhaps  it  is  no  difpraife 
to  me  that  they  will  not :  the  cleannefs  and  purity  of 
one's  mind  is  never  better  proved,  than  in  difcovering 
its  own  fault  at  urft  view  ;  as  when  a  ftream  mews-  the 
dirt  at  its  bottom,  it  ihevvs  alfo  the  tranfparency  of  the 
water. 

My  fpleen  was  not  occafioned,  however,  by  any 
thing  an  abufive  angry  critic  could  write  of  me*  I  take 
very  kindly  your  heroic  manner  of  congratulation  upon 
this  fcandal ;  for  I  think  nothing  more  honourable,  than 
to  be  involved  in  the  fame  fate  with  all  the  great  and 
the  good  that  ever  lived ;  that  is,  to  be  envied  and  cen- 
fured  by  bad  writers. 

You  do  no  more  than  anfwer  my  expectation  of  you, 
in  declaring  how  well  you  take  my  freedom,  in  fome- 
times  negleding,  as  I  do,  to  reply  to  your  letters  fb 
foon  as  I  ought.  Thofe  who  have  a  right  tafte  of  the 
fubftantial  part  of  friendfhip,  can  wave  the  ceremonial : 
a  friend  is  the  only  one  that  will  bear  the  omiffion  ; 
and  one  may  find  who  is  not  fo,  by  the  very  tr  al  of  it. 

As  to  any  anxiety  I  have  concerning  the  fate  of  my 
Homer,  the  care  is  over  with  me :  the  world  muft  be 
the  judge,  and  I  {hall  be  the  firft  to  confent  to  the  juf- 
tice  of  its  judgment,  whatever  it  be.  I  am  not  fo  ar* 
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rant  an  Author  as  even  to  defire,  that  if  I  am  in  the 

wrong,  all  mankind  fhould  be  fo. 

I  am  mightily  pleafed  with  a  faying  of  Monfieur 
Tourreil  :  "  When  a  man  writes,  he  ought  to  animate 
"  himfelf  with  the  thoughts  of  pleafing  all  the  world  : 
"  bat  he  is  to  renounce  that  defire  or  hope  the  very 
"  moment  the  book  goes  out  of  his  hands." 

I  write  this  from  Binfield,  whither  I  came  ycflerday, 
having  pafs'd  a  few  days  in  my  way  with  my  Lord 
Bolingbroke  ;  J  go  to  London  in  three  days  time,  and 

will  not  fail  to  pay  a  vifit  to  Mr.  M- ,  whom  I  faw 

not  long  fince  at  my  Lord  Hallif'ax's.  1  hoped  from 
thence  he  had  feme  hopes  of  advantage  from  the  pre- 
fent  adrniniitration  :  for  few  people  (I  think)  but  I,  pay 
refpecls  to  great  men  without  any  profpeds.  I  am  in 
the  faireft  way  in  the  world  of  being  not  worth  a  groat, 
being  born  both  a  Papift  ancl  a  Poet.  This  puts  me 
in  mind  of  re-acknowledgi  ig  your  continued  endea? 
vours  to  enrich  me.  But,  I  can  tell  you,  'tis  to  no  pur* 
pofe,  for  without  the  Opes,  aquuni  mi  animum  ipfe  parabo, 

LETTER    XXVJIL 

» - 

To  Mr.  CONGREVB. 

March  19,  1714-15. 

*TPHE  Farce  of  the  What-d'ye-call-it  *  has  occafioned 
•*•     many  different  fpeculations  in   the  town.     Some 
look'd  upon  it  as  a  mere  jeft  upon  the  Tragic  poets, 
others  as  a  fatire  upon  the  late  War.     Mr.  Cromwell 
hearing  none  of  the  words,  and  feeing  the  aftion  to  be 
tragical,  was  much  aftoniihed  to  find  the  audience  laugh; 
and  fays  the  Prince  and  Princefs  muft  doubtlefs  be  un- 
der no  lefs  amazement  on  the  fame  account.     Sever  J 
•  Written  by  Gay. 


FROM    SEVERAL    PERSONS.     221 

Templars  and  others  of  the  more  vociferous  kind  of 
critics,  went  with  a  refolution  to  hifs,  and  confeiVd 
they  were  forced  to  laugh  fo  much*  that  they  forgot  the 
defign  they  came  with.  The  court  in  general  has  in  a 
very  particular  manner  come  into  thejeft,  and  the  three 
firll  nights  (notwithstanding  two  of  them  were  court- 
rights)  were  diilinguifhed  by  very  full  audiences  of  the 
firft  quality.  The  common  people  of  the  pic  and  gal- 
lery received  it  at  firft  with  great  gravity  and  fedate- 
nefs,  foine  few  with  tears  ;  but  after  the  third  day  they 
alfo  took  the  hint,  and  have  ever  fince  been  very  loud 
in  their  claps.  There  are  ftill  fome  fober  men  who  can- 
not be  of  the  general  opinion  ;  but  the  laughers  are  fo 
much  the  majority,  that  one  or  two  critics  feem  deter- 
mined to  undeceive  the  town  at  their  proper  coft,  by 
writing  grave  diiTertations  agaimtit  :  to  encourage  them 
in  which  laudable  defign,  it  is  refolved  a  preface  ftiall 
be  prefix'd  to  the  Farce,  in  vindication  of  ihe  nature 
and  dignity  of  this  new  way  of  writing. 

Yeflerday  Mr.  Steele's  affair  was  decided  :  I  am  forry 
I  can  be  of  no  other  opinion  than  yours,  as  to  his  whole 
carriage  and  writings  of  late.  But  certainly  he  has  not 
enly  been  punifhed  by  others,  but  fuffered  much  even, 
from  his  own  party  in  the  point  of  character,  nor  (I 
believe)  received  any  amends  in  that  of  intereft,  as  yet, 
whatever  may  be  his  profpefts  for  the  future. 

This  gentleman,  among  a  thoufand  others,  is  a  great 
inftance  of  the  fate  of  all  who  are  carried  away  by 
party- fpirit,  of^ny  fide.  1  wifh  all  violence  may  fuc- 
ceed  as  ill  :  but  am  really  amazed  that  fo  much  of  that 
four  and  pernicious  quality  fliould  be  joined  with  fa 
much  natural  good  humour  as,  I  think,  Mr.  Steele  is, 
poffefled  of. 

I  am,  etc* 
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LETTER    XXIX. 
To  Mr.  Co  NG  R  EVE. 

April;,   1715. 

TV/f  R'  Pope  is  going  to  Mr.  Jervas's,  where  Mr. 
•^  •*•  Addifon  is  fitting  for  his  pi&iire ;  in  the  mean, 
time  amidft  clouds  of  Tobacco  at  a  coffee-houfe  I  write 
this  letter.  There  is  a  grand  revolution  at  Will's ; 
Morrice  has  quitted  for  a  coffee-houfe  in  the  city,  and 
Titcomb  is  reftored,  to  the  great  joy  of  Cromwell,  who 
was  at  a  great  lofs  for  a  perfon  to  converfe  with  upon 
the  fathers  and  church- hiftory  ;  the  knowledge  I  gain 
from  him,  is  entirely  in  painting  and  poetry ;  and  Mr. 
Pope  owes  all  his  {kill  in  agronomy  to  him  and  Mr, 
Whifton,  fo  celebrated  of  late  for  his  difcovery  of  the 
longitude  in  an  extraordinary  copy  of  verfes  *.  Mr. 
Rowe's  Jane  Gray  is  to  be  play'd  in  Eafler-week,  when 
Mrs.  Oldfield  is  to  perfonate  a  character  dire&ly  oppo- 
fite  to  female  nature  ;  for  what  woman  ever  defpifed 
Sovereignty  ?  You  know  Chaucer  has  a  tale  where  a 
knight  faves  bis  head  by  difcovering  it  was  the  thing 
which  all  women  moft  coveted.  Mr.  Pope's  Homer 
is  retarded  by  the  great  rains  that  have  fallen  of  late* 
which  caufes  the  meets  to  be  long  a  drying  :  this  gives. 
Mr.  Lintot  great  uneafmefs,  who  is  now  endeavouring 
to  corrupt  the  Curate  of  his  parifh  to  pray  for  fajr.wea^ 
ther,,  that  his  work  may  go  on.  There  is  a,Jix-penny 
Criticifin  lately  publimed  upon  the  tragedy  of  the 
What-d'ye-call  it,  wherein  he  with  much  judgment 
aid  learning  calls  me  a  blockhead,  and  Mr.  Pope  a . 
knave.  His  grand  charge  is  againft  the  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
greG  being  read,  which,  he  fays,  is  direftly  levell'd  at 

Call'd,  An  OJe  ox  the  Longitude,  in  Swift  and  Pope's  MifceU 
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Cato's  reading  Plato  ;  to  back  this  cenfure,  he  goes  on 
to  tell  you,  that  the  Pilgrim's  Progrefs  being  mentioned 
to  be  the  eighth  edition,  makes  the  reflexion  evident, 
the  Tragedy  of  Cato  having  juft  eight  times  (as  he 
quaintly  exprefles  it)  vifited  the  prefs.  He  has  alfo  en- 
deavoured to  mow,  that  every  particular  paflage  of  the 
play  alludes  to  fome  fine  part  of  tragedy,  which  he  iays» 
1  have  injudicioufly  and  profanely  abufed  *.  Sir  Samuel 
Garth's  poem  upon  my  Lord  Clare's  houfe,  I  believe, 
will  be  publim'd  in  the  Eafter-week. 

Thus  far  Mr.  Gay,  who  has  in  his  letter  foreftall'd 
all  the  fubje&s  of  diversion  ;  unlefs  it  mould  be  one  t* 
you  to  fay,  that  I  fit  up  till  two  a  clock  over  Burgundy 
and  Champagne  ;  and  am  become  fo  much  a  rake, 
that  I  (hall  be  amamed  in  a  mort  time  to  be  thought  to 
do  any  fort  of  bufinefs.  I  fear  I  muft  get  the  gout  by 
drinking;  purely  for  a  falhionable  pretence  to  fit  ftill 
long  enough  to  tranflate  four  books  of  Homer.  I  hope 
you'll  by  that  time  te  up  again,  and  I  may  fucceed  to 
the  bed  and  couch  of  my  predeceflbr :  pray  caufe  the 
(luffing  to  be  repaired,  and  the  crutches  fhorten'd  for 
me.  The  calamity  of  your  gout  is  what  all  yourfriends, 
that  is  to  fay,  all  that  know  you,  muft  (hare  in;  we 
defire  you  in  your  turn  to  condole  with  us,  who  are 
under  a  perfecution,  and  much  afflided  with  a  diftemper 
which  proves  mortal  to  many  poets,  a  Criticifm.  We 
have  indeed  fome  relieving  intervals  of  laughter  (as  you 
know  there  are  in  fome  difeafes)  and  it  is  the  opinion 
of  divers  good  gueflers,  that  the  lait  fit  will  not  be  more 
violent  than  advantageous ;  for  poets  aflail'd  by  critics, 
are  like  men  bitten  by  Tarantula's,  they  dance  on  fo 
much  the  fatter. 

*  This  curious  piece  was  intitleJ,  A  compleat  Key  tcr  the  What- 
d'ye-call-it,  written  by  one   Griffin  a  Flayer,   afiifted  by 
Tteobald. 
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Mr.  Thomas  Burnet  hath  play'd  the  precurfor  to  the 
coming  of  Homer,  in  a  treatife  call'd  Homerides.  He 
has  fmce  rifen  very  much  in  his  criticifm,  and,  after 
afTaulting  Homer,  made  a  daring  attack  upon  the 
*  What-d'ye-call-it.  Yet  there  is  not  a  Proclamation  iffu- 
ed  for  the  burning  of  Homer  and  the  Pope  by  the  com- 
mon hangman  ;  nor  is  the  What-d'ye-call-it  yet  filenced 
by  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXX. 

Mr.  CoNGREVEto  Mr.  POPE. 

May  6. 

T  Have  the  pleafure  of  your  very  kind  letter.  I  have 
•*  always  been  obliged  to  you  for  your  friendftiip  and 
concern  for  me,  and  am  more  afFecled  with  it,  than  I 
will  take  upon  me  to  exprefs  in  this  letter.  I  do  affure 
you  there  is  no  return  wanting  on  my  part,  and  am 
very  forry  I  had  not  the  good  luck  to  fee  the  Dean  be- 
fore  I  left  the  town  :  it  is  a  great  pleafure  to  me,  and 
not  a  little  vanity  to  think  that  he  mifTes  me.  As  to 
my  health,  which  you  are  fo  kind  to  enquire  after,  it  is 
not  worfe  than  in  London  :  I  am  almoft  afraid  yet  to 
fay  that  it  is  better,  for  I  cannot  reaforably  expect 
much  effecl  from  thefe  waters  in  fo  fliort  a  time ;  but 
in  the  main  they  feem  to  agree  with  me.  Here  is  not 
one  creature  that  I  know,  which,  next  to  the  few  I 
would  chufe,  contributes  very  much  to  my  fatibfadion. 
At  the  fame  time  that  1  regret  the  want  of  your  conver- 
fation,  I  pleafe  niyfclf  with  thinking  that  you  are  where 
you  firil  ought-  to  be,  and  engaged  where  you  cannot 
do  too  much.  Pray  give  my  humble  fervice,  and  belt 
*  In  one  of  his  papers  call'd  The  Grumbler. 
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wifhes  to  your  good  mother.  I  am  forry  you  don't 
tell  me  how  Mr.  Gay  does  in  his  health ;  I  ihould  have 
been  glad  to  have  heard  he  was  better.  My  young 
Amanuenfis,  as  you  call  him,  I  am  afraid,  will  prove 
but  a  wooden  one  :  and  you  know  ex  quow'j  ligno,  etc. 

You  will  pardon  Mrs.  R 's  pedantry,  and  believe  me 

to  be 

Your,  etc. 

P.  S.  By  the  inclofed  you  will  fee  1  am  like  to  be 
imprefs'd,  and  enroll'd  in  the  lift  of  Mr.  Curll's  Au- 
thors ;  but,  I  thank  God  !  I  mall  have  your  company. 
I  believe  it  high  time  you  mould  think  of  adminiftering 
another  Emetic. 


LETTERS 

TO  AND   FROM 

SEVERAL   PERSONS. 

From  the  Year  1714  to  1721. 


LETTER    I. 
The  Rev.  Dean  B  E  R  K  L  E  y  to  Mr.  P  o  p  E. 

Leghorn,  May  i,  1714. 

AST  take  ingratitude  to  be  a  greater  crime  than  im- 
^^  pertinence,  I  chufe  rather  to  run  the  riique  of 
being  thought  guilty  of  the  latter,  than  not  to  return 
you  my  thanks  for  a  very  agreeable  entertainment  you 
juft  now  gave  me.  I  have  accidentally  met  with  your 
Rape  of  the  Lock  here,  having  never  feen  it  before. 
Style,  painting,  judgment,  fpirit,  I  had  already  admi- 
red in  other  of  your  writings ;  but  in  this  I  am  charm'd 
with  the  magic  of  your  invention,  with  all  thofe  images, 
allufions,  and  inexplicable  beauties,  which  you  raife  fo 
furprifmgly,  and  at  the  fame  time  fo  naturally,  out  of 
a  trifle.  And  yet  I  cannot  fay  that  I  was  more  pleas'd 
with  the  reading  of  it,  than  I  am  with  the  pretext  it 
gives  me  to  renew  in  your  thoughts,  the  remembranc* 
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of  one  who  values  no  happinefs  beyond  the  friendship 
of  men  of  wit,  learning,  and  good-nature. 

I  remember  to  have  heard  you  mention  fome  half- 
form'd  defign  of  coming  to  Italy.  What  might  we 
not  expeift  from  a  mufe  that  fings  fo  well  in  the 
.bleak  climate  of  England,  if  fhe  felt  the  fame  warm 
fun,  and  breathed  the  fame  air  with  Virgil  and  Horace  ? 
There  are  here  an  incredible  number  of  Poets,  that 
liave  all  the  inclination,  but  want  the  genius,  or  per- 
haps the  art  of  the  Ancients.  Some  among  them,  who 
undeilhnd  Englim,  begin  to  relilh  our  Authors  ;  and  I 
a:n  informed,  that  at  Florence  they  have  tfanflated  Mil- 
ton into  Italian  verfe.  If  one  who  knows  fo  well  how 
to  write  like  the  old  Latin  poets,  came  among  them,  it 
would  probably  be  a  means  to  retrieve  them  from  their 
cold,  trivial  conceits,  to  an  imitation  of  their  prede- 
ceflbrs. 

As  merchants,  antiquaries,  men  of  pleafure,  etc. 
'have  all  different  views  in  travelling  ;  I  know  not  whe- 
ther it  might  not  be  worth  a  Poet's  while  to  travel,  in 
order  to  ftore  his  mind  with  ftrong  images  of  Nature. 

Green  fields  and  groves,  flowery  meadows  and  purl- 
ing ftreams  are  no  where  in  fuch  perfection  as  in  Eng- 
land :  but  if  you  would  know  lightfome  days,  warm 
funs,  and  blue  fkies,  you  muft  come  to  Italy ;  and  to 
e'nable  a  man  to  defcribe  rocks  and  precipices,  it  is  ab- 
folutely  necefiary  that  he  pafs.the  Alps. 

You  will  eafily  perceive  that  it  is  felf-intereft  makes 
me  fo  fond  of  giving  advice  to  one  who  has  no  need  of 
it.  Ifyou  came  into.thefe  parts  I  fhould  fly  to  fee  you. 
J  am  here  (by  the. favour  of  my  gsod  friend  the  Dean 
of  St.  Patrick's)  in  quality  of  Chaplain  to  the  Earl  of 
Peterborough  ;  who  about  three  months  lince  left  the 
greater!  part  of  his  family  in  this  town.  God  knows 
'how  long  we  fhall  Hay  here.  I  am 

Your,  etc. 
VOL.  V.  M 
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LETTER    II. 
Mr.  POPE  to  Mr,  J  E  R  v  A  s  in  Ireland. 

July  9,   1716. 

>~pHO',  as  you  rightly  remark,  I  pay  my  tax  but 
•*•  once  in  half  a  year,  yet  you  fhall  fee  by  this 
letter  upon  the  neck  of  my  laft,  that  I  pay  a  double  tax, 
as  we  tion-jurors  ought  to  do.  Your  acquaintance  on 
this  fide  pf  the  fea  are  under  terrible  apprehenfions  from 
your  long  ftay  in  Ireland,  that  you  may  grow  too  polite 
for  them  ;  for  we  think  (fmce  the  great  fuccefs  of  fuch 
a  play  as  the  Non-juror)  that  politenefs  is  gone  over 
the  water.  But  others  are  of  opinion  it  has  been  longer 
among  you,  and  was  introduced  much  about  the  fame 
time  with  Frogs,  and  with  equal  fuccefs.  Poor  Poetry! 
the  little  that  is  left  of  it  here  longs  to  crofs  the  feas, 
and  leave  Eufden  in  full  and  peaceable  pofleffion  of 
the  Britifh  laurel :  and  we  begin  to  wifh  you  had  the 
finging  of  our  poets,  as  well  as  the  croaking  of  our 
frogs,  to  yourfelves,  inf<eculafac,ulcrum.  It  would  be 
well  in  exchange,  if  Parnelle,'  and  two  or  three  more 
of  your  Swans  would  come  hither,  efpecially  that  Swnn, 
who,  like  a  true  modern  one,  does  not  fing  at  all,  Dr» 
Swift.  I  am  (like  the  reft  of  the  world)  a  fufferer  by 
his  idlenefs.  Indeed  I  hate  that  any  man  fhould  be  idle, 
while  I  muft  tranflate  and  comment ;  and  I  may  the 
more  fmcerely  wifh  for  good  poetry  from  others,  be- 
caufe  I  am  become  a  perfon  out  of  the  queftion  ;  for  a 
Tranflator  is  no  more  a  poet,  than  a  Taylor  is  a  man. 
You  are,  doubtlefs,  perfuaded  of  the  validity  of  that 
famous  verfe, 

'Tzs  Expeflatim  makes  a  Bleffing  dear  : 
but  why  would  you  make  your  friends  fonder  of  you 
than  they  aje  ?  There  is  no  manner  of  need  of  ic.     We 
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begin  to  expect  you  no  more  than  Anti-chrift  ;  a  man 
that  hath  abfented  himfelf  fo  long  from  his  friends  ought 
to  be  put  into  the  Gazette. 

Every  body  here  has  great  need  of  you.  Many  faces 
have  died  for  want  of  your  pencil,  and  blooming 
Ladies  have  wither'd  in  expecting  your  return.  Even 
Frank  and  Betty  (that  contiant  pair)  cannot  confole 
themfelves  for  your  abfence  j  I  fancy  they  will  be  forced 
to  make  their  own  picture  in  a  pretty  babe,  before 
you  come  home  :  'twill  be  a  noble  fubjeft  for  a  fam  jiy 
piece.  Come  then,  and  having  peopled  Ireland  with  a 
world  of  beautiful  fhadows,  come  to  us,  and  fee  with 
that  eye  (which,  like  the  eye  of  the  world,  creates  beau- 
ties by  looking  on  them)  fee,  I  fay,  how  England  has 
alter'd  the  airs  of  all  its  heads  in  your  abfence :  and 
with  what  fneaking  city  attitudes  our  moft  celebrated 
perfonages  appear,  in  the  mere  mortal  works  of  our 
painters. 

Mr.  Fortefcue  Is  much  yours  ;  Gay  commemorates 
you;  and  laftly  (to  climb  by  juft  fteps  and  degrees)  my 
Lord  Burlington  deiires  you  may  be  put  in  mind  of 
him.  His  gardens  flourifh,  his  Itruclures  rife,  his  pic- 
tures arrive,  and  (what  is  far  more  valuable  than  all)  his 
own  good  qualities  daily  extend  themfelves  to  all  about 
him :  of  whom  I  the  meaneft  (next  to  fome  Italian  Fid- 
jers,  and  Englilh  Bricklayers )  am  a  living  inftance. 
Adieu. 


LETTER    III. 
To  the  fame. 

NOV.   14,    !7l(J. 


TF  I  had  not  done  my  utmoft  to  lead  my  life  fo  plea- 
fandy  as  to  forget  all  misfortunes,  I  (houl.i  tell  you 
M  2 
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I  reckoned  your  abfence  no  fmall  one ;  but  I  hope  you 
have  alfo  had  many  good  and  pleafant  realbns  to  forget 
your  friends  on  this  fide  the  world.  If  a  wim  could 
tranfport  me  to  you  and  your  prefent  companions,  I 
could  do  the  fame.  Dr.  Swift,  1  believe,  is  a  very  good 
landlord,  and  a  chearful  hoft  at  his  own  table  :  I  fup- 
pofe  he  has  perfectly  learnt  himfelf,  what  he  has  taught 
fo  many  others,  rupta  »?H  injanire  lagena  :  elfe  he 
would  not  make  a  proper  hoft  for  your  humble  fervant, 
who  (you  know)  tho'  he  drinks  a  glafs  as  feldom  as  any 
man,  contrives  to  break  one  as  often.  But  'iis  a  con- 
folation  to  me,  that  I  can  do  this,  and  many  other  enor- 
mities, under  my  own  roof. 

But  that  you  and  1  are  upon  equal  terms,  in  all 
fiiendly  lazinefs,  and  have  taken  an  inviolable  oath  to 
each  other,  always  to  do  what  we  will ;  I  fhould  re- 
proach you  for  fo  long  a  filence.  The  belt  amends  you 
can  make  for  faying  nothing  to  me  is  by  faying  all  the 
good  you  can  of  me,  which  is,  that  I  heartily  love  and 
efteem  the  Dean  and  Dr.  Parnelle. 

Gay  is  yours  and  theirs.  His  Ipirit  is  awakened  very 
much  in  the  caufe  of  the  Dean,  which  has  broke  forth 
in  a  courageous  couplet  or  two  upon  Sir  Richard  Black- 
more  :  He  has  printed  it  with  his  name  to  it,  and  brave- 
ly afligns  no  other  reafon,  than  that  the  faid  Sir  Rich- 
ard has  abufed  Dr.  Swift.  I  have  alfo  fuffered  in  the 
like  caufe,  and  mail  fuffer  more :  unlefs  Parnelle  fends 
me  his  Zoilus  and  Book-worm  (which  the  Bifhop  of 
Clogher,  I  hear,  greatly  extols)  it  will  be  fhortly,  eon. 
currere  Bellum  atque  firuM—I  love  you  all,  as  much  as 
I  defpife  moft  wits  in  this  dull  country.  Ireland  has 
turned  the  tables  upon  England ;  and  if  I  have  no  poe- 
tical friend  in  my  own  nation,  I'll  be  as  proud  as  Scipio, 
and  fay  (fince  I  am  reduced  to  fldn  and  bone)  Ingrala 
pair  fa,  ne  oiTa  qui,,'em  habeas. 
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LETTER    IV. 
To  the  fame. 

Nov.  29,  1716. 

•^pH  AT  you  have  not  heard  from  me  of  late,  afcribe 
•*•  not  to  the  ufual  lazinefs  of  your  correfpondent, 
but  to  a  ramble  to  Oxford,  where  your  name  is  men. 
tioned  with  honour,  even  in  a  land  flowing  with  Tories. 
I  had  the  good  fortune  there  to  be  often  in  the  conver- 
fation  of  Doclor  Clarke  :  He  entertain'd  me  with  feveral 
drawings,  and  particularly  with  the  original  defigns  of 
Inigo  Jones's  Whitehall*  J  there  faw  and  reverenced 
fome  of  your  firfl  pieces  ;  which  future  painters  are  to 
look  upon  as  we  Poets  do  on  the  Culex  of  Virgil  and 
Batrachom.  of  Homer. 

Having  named  this  latter  piece,  give  me  leave  to  aflc 
what  is  become  of  Dr.  Parnelle  and  his  frogs  *  ?  Qbh- 
tufque  mtorum,  oklii'ifcendus  et  iilis,  might  be  Horace's, 
wim,  but  will  never  be  mine  while  I  have  fuch  meorums 
as  Dr.  Parnelle  and  Dr.  Swift.  I  hope  the  Spring  will 
reflore  you  to  us,  and  with  you  all  the  beauties  and  co. 
lours  of  nature.  Not  but  I  congratulate  you  on  the 
pleafure  you  muft  take  in  being  admir'd  in  your  own 
country,  which  fo  feldom  happens  to  Prophets  and 
Poets  :  but  in  this  you  have  the  advantage  of  Poets  ;  you 
are  matter  of  an  art  that  muft  profper  and  grow  rich,  as 
long  as  people  love,  or  are  proud  of  themfelves,  or  their 
own  perfons.  However,  you  have  ftay'd  long  enough, 
methinks,  to  have  painted  all  the  num'cerlels  Hirtcries 
of  old  Ogygia.  If  you  have  begun  to  be  hiltorical,  I 
recommend  to  your  hand  the  flory  which  every  pious 
Irifhman  ought  to  begin  with,  that  of  St.  Patrick ;  to 

*  He  translated  the  Batrachom.  of  Homer,  which  u  printed 
amongft  his  Poems, 
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the  end  you  may  be  obliged  (as  Dr.  P.  was,  when  fee 
tranflated  the  Batrachomuomachia)  to  come  into  Eng- 
land, to  copy  the  Frogs,  and  fuch  other  vermine  as 
were  never  feen  in  that  land  fince  the  time  of  that 
Confeflbr. 

I  k>ng  to  fee  you  *  Hi^ory-painter.  You  have  al- 
ready done  enough  for  the  private,  do  fomething  for 
the  public;  and  be  not  confined,  like  the  reft,  to  draw 
only  fuch  filly  ftories  as  our  own  faces  tell  of  us.  The 
Ancients  too  expefl  you  fhould  do  them  right  j  thofe 
Statues  from  which  you  learned  your  beautiful  and  no- 
ble Ideas,  demaflsir'it  as  a  piece  of  gratitude  from  you, 
to  make  them  truly  known  to  all  nations,  in  the  ac- 
count you  intend  to  write  of  their  Characters.  I  hope 
you  think  more  warmly  than  ever  of  that  defign. 

As  to  your  enquiry  about  your  houfe,  when  I  come 
within  the  walls,  they  put  me  in  mind  of  thofe  of  Car- 
thage, where  your  friend,  like  the  wandering  Trojan, 

anlmum  PiSura  pajat  incni. 

For  the  fpacious  manfion,  like  a  Turkifh  Caravanferah, 
entertains  the  vagabonds  with  only  bare  lodging.  I 
rule  the  family  very  ill,  keep  bad  hours,  and  lend 
out  your  piftures  about  the  town.  See  what  it  is  to 
have  a  peet  in  your  houfe  !  Frank  indeed  does  all  he 
can  in  fuch  a  circumftance  ;  for,  confidering  he  has  a 
wild  beaft  in  it,  he  conftantly  keeps  the  door  chain'd  : 
Every  time  it  is  open'd,  the  links  rattle,  the  rufty  hinges 
roar.  The  houfe  feems  fo  fenfible  that  you  are  its  fup- 
port,  that  it  is  ready  to  drop  in  your  abfence ;  but  I 
ftill  truft  myfelf  under  its  roof,  as  depending  that 
Providence  will  preferve  fo  many  Raphael's,  Titian's, 
and  Guide's,  as  are  lodged  in  your  Cabinet.  Surely 
the  fins  of  one  Poet  can  hardly  be  fo  heavy,  as  to. 
bring  an  old  houfe  over  the  heads  of  fo  many  pain- 
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ters.  In  a  word,  your  houfe  is  falling  ;  but  what  of 
that  ?  1  am  only  a  lodger  *. 


LETTER     V. 
. 
The  Hon.  Mr.  C  R  A  G  G  s  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Paris,  Sept.  2,   1716. 

T  AST  pod  brought  me  the  favour  of  your  letter  of 
~  the  iotb  Aug.  O.  S.  It  would  be  taking  too 
much  upon  me  to  decide,  that  it  was  a  witty  one ;  I 
never  pretend  to  more  judgment  than  to  know  what-- 
pleafes  me,  and  can  afiure  you,  it  was  a  very  agreeable 
one.  The  proof  I  can  give  you  of  my  fincerity  in  this- 
opinion  is,  that  I  hope  and  defue  you  would  not  itop  at 
this,  but  continue  more  of  them. 

I  am  in  a  place  where  pleafure  is  continually  flowing: 
The  Princes  let  the  example,  and  the  fabjedls  follow  at 
a  diftance.  The  Ladies  are  of  all  parties  f,  by  which 
means  the  converfation  of  the  men  is  very  much  foften- 
ed  and  fafhicned  from  thofe  blunt  disputes  on  Politics,, 
and  rough  jeifo,  we  are  fo  guilty  of;  while  the  freedom 
of  the  women  takes  away  all  formality  and  ccnrtrainr.- 
1  inuft  own,  at  the  fame  time,  thefe  beauties  are  a  lit'.le 
too  artificial  for  my  tafle  :  you  have  feen  a  French  pic- 
ture, the  Original  is  more  painted,  and  fuch  a  cruft  of 
powder  and  eflence  in  their  hair,  that  you  can  fee  na 
difference  between  black  and  red.  By  difufmg  Stays 
and  indulging  themfelves  at  table,  they  run  out  of  all 
fliape ;  but  as  to  that,  they  may  give  a  good  reafon, 
they  prefer  convcniency  to  parade,  and  are,  by  this 
means,  as  ready,  as  they  are  generally  willing,  to  bs 
charitable. 

*  Alluding  to  the  ftory  of  the  Irifhman, 
•|"  i.e.  In  all  cornpanits, 
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I  am  furpriz'd  to  find  I  have  wrote  fb  much  fcandal  y 
I  fancy  I  am  either  fetting  up  for  a  wit,  or  imagine  L 
muft  write  in  this  ftyle  to  a  wit ;  I  hope  you'll  prove 
a  good-natur'd  one,  and  not  only  let  me  hear  from  you 
Sometimes,  but  forgive  the  fmall  encouragement  you 
meet  with.  I  won't  trouble  myfelf  to  finifh  finely ;  a 
true  compliment  is  better  than  a  good  one,  and  I  can 
allure  you  without  any,  that  I  am  very  fincerely, 

Sir,  Yours,  etc. 


LETTER    Vr. 
To  Mr.  F  •  ft  T  o  N. 

S  I  R,  May  j. 

T  Had  not  omitted  anfwering  yours  of  the  i8th  of  laft 
•*•  month,  but  out  of  a  defire  to  give  you  fome  certain 
and  fatisfaftory  account,  which  way,  and  at  what 
time,  you  might  take  your  journey.  I  am  now  com- 
roifiioned  to  tell  you,  that  Mr.  Craggs  will  expeft  you1 
on  the  rifmg  of  the  parliament,  which  will  be  as  foon 
as  he  can  receive  you  in  the  manner  he  would  receive 
a  man  de  belles  Lettres,  that  is,  in  tranquillity  and  full 
leifure.  I  dare  fay  your  way  of  life  (which,  in  my 
tafte,  will  be  the  beft  in  the  world,  and  with  one  of  the 
beft  men  in  the  world)  muft  prove  highly  to  your  con- 
tentment. And,  I  muft  add,  it  will  be  ftill  the  more  a 
joy  to  me,  as  I  fhall  reap  a  particular  advantage  from  the 
good  I  fhall  have  done  in  bringing  you  together,  by  fee- 
ing it  ia  my  own  neighbourhood.  Mr.  Craggs  has  taken 
a  hoafe  clofe  by  mine,  whither  he  propofes  to  come  in 
three  weeks :  In  the  mean  time  I  heartily  invite  you 
to  live  with  me  ;  where  a  frugal  and  philofophicar 
diet,  for  a  time,  may  give  you  a  higher  reliih  of  that 
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elegant  way  of  life  you  will  enter  into  after.  I  de- 
fire  to  know  by  the  firft  poll  tow  foon  I  may  hope 
for  you. 

I  am  a  little  fcandalized  at  your  complaint  that  your 
time  lies  heavy  on  your  hands,  when  the  Mufes  have 
pat  fo  many  good  materials  into  your  head  to  employ 
them.  As  to  your  queftion,  What  I  am  doing?  Ian- 
Aver,  Jufl  what  I  have  been  doing  fome  years,  my 
duty;  fecondly,  relieving  myfelf with  neceflary  amufe- 
ments,  or  exercifes,  which  (hall  ferve  me  inflead  of 
phyfic  as  long  as  they  can ;  thirdly,  reading  till  I  am 
tirej  ;  and  laftly,  writing  when  I  have  no  other  thing 
in  the  world  to  do,  or  no  friend  to  entertain  in  com- 
pany. 

My  mother  is,  I  thank  God,  the  eafier,  if  not  the 
better,  for  my  cares  ;  and  I  am  the  happier  in  that 
regard,  as  well  as  in  the  confcioufnefs  of  doing  my 
beft.  My  next  felicity  is  in  retaining  the  good  opinion, 
of  honeft  men,  who  think  me  not  quite  undeferving  of 
it ;  and  in  finding  no  injuries  from  others  hurt  me, 
as  long  as  I  know  myfelf.  I  will  add  the  fincerity 
with  which  1  atl  towards  ingenious  and  undefigning 
men,  and  which  makes  me  always  (even  by  a  natural 
bond)  their  friend ;  therefore  believe  me  very  affecli- 
onately  Your,  etc. 


LETTER     VII. 
Rev.  Dean  BERKLEY*,  to  Mr.  Po  P  E. 

Naples,  Ocl.  22,  N.  S.  1717. 

T  Have  lonq  had  it  in  my  thoughts  to  trouble  you  with 
a  letter,  but  was  difcouraged  for  want  of  fomething 

*  Afterwards  Bifhop  of  Cloyne  in  Ireland,  author  of  the  Dialogue* 
•i'HjUs  and  Pixiloftcu*,  the  Minute  Philosopher,  etc, 
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that  I  could  think  worth  fending  fifteen  hundred  miles. 
Italy  is  fuch  an  exhaufted  fubjeft,  that,  I  dare  fay,  you'd 
cafily  forgive  my  faying  nothing  of  it ;  and  the  ima- 
gination of  a  Poet  is  a  thing  fo  nice  and  delicate,  that 
it  is  no  eafy  matter  to  find  out  images  capable  of  giving 
pleafure  to  one  of  the  few,  who  (in  any  age)  have  come 
cp  to  that  character.  I  am  neverthelefs  lately  re- 
turned from  an  ifland,  where  1  paffed  three  or  four 
months  ;  which,  were  it  fet  out  in  its  true  colours' 
might,  methinks,  amufe  you  agreeably  enough  for  a 
minute  or  two.  The  ifland  Inarime  is  an  epitome  of 
the  whole  earth,  containing  within  the  compafs  of 
eighteen  miles,  a  wonderful  variety  of  hills,  vales, 
ragged  rocks,  fruitful  plains,  and  barren  mountains, 
all  thrown  together  in  a  'moil  romantic  confufion. 
The  air  is  in  the  hotteft  feafon  conftantly  refrefhed  by 
cool  breezes  from  the  fen.  The  vales  produce  excel- 
lent wheat  and  Indian  corn,  but  are  moftly  covered 
with  vineyards,  intermix'd  with  fruit-trees.  Befides 
the  common  kinds,  as  cherries,  apricots,  peaches,  etc. 
they  produce  oranges,  limes,  almonds,  pomegranates, 
figs,  water-melons,  and  many  other  fruits  unknown  to 
our  climates,  which  lie  every  where  open  to  the  paf- 
lenger.  The  hills  are  the  greater  part  covered  to  the 
lop  with  vines,  fome  vviih  chefnut  groves,  and  others 
with  thickets  of  myrtle  and  lentifcus.  The  fields  in 
the  northern  fide  are  divided  by  hedge-rows  of  myr- 
tle. Seveitt!  fountains  and  rivulets  add  to  the  beauty 
of  this  lar.dibtpe,  which  is  likewife  fet  off  by  the 
vaiiety  of  fome  barren  {pots,  and  naked  rocks.  But 
that  which  crowns  the  fcene  is  a  large  mountain, 
rifing  out  of  the  middle  of  the  Ifland  (once'  a  terri- 
ble Vulcano,  by  the  ancients  called  MINIS  Epomeus) 
its  lower  parts  are  adorned  with  vines,  and  other  fruits; 
the  middle  affords  pafture  to  flocks  of  goats  and  iheep ; 
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and  the  top  is  a  Tandy  pointed  rock,  from  whicii  you 
have  the  fined  profpecl  in  the  world,  furveying  at  one 
view,  befides  feveral  pleafant  iflands  lying  at  your  feet, 
a  traft  of  Italy  about  three  hundred  miles  in  length, 
from  the  promontory  of  Antium  to  the  cape  of  Palinu- 
rus :  the  greater  part  of  which  hath  been  fung  by  Ho- 
mer and  Virgil,  as  making  a  confiderable  part  of  the 
travels  and  adventures  of  their  two  Heroes.  The 
iflands  Caprea,  Prochyta,  and  Parthenope,  together 
with  Cajeta,  Cumse,  Monte  Mifcno,  the  habitations 
of  Circe,  the  Syrens,  and  the  Lasllrigones,  the  bay  of 
Naples,  the  promontory  of  Minerva,  and  the  whole 
Campagnia  felice,  make  but  a  part  of  this  noble  land- 
fcape  ;  which  would  demand  an  imagination  as  warm,, 
and  numbers  as  flowing  as  your  own,  to  defcribe  it.- 
The  inhabitants  of  this  delicious  ifle,  as  they  are  with- 
out riches  and  honours,  fo  are  they  without  the  vices 
and  follies  that  attend  them  ;  and  were  they '  but  as 
much  ftrangers  to  revenge,  as  they  are  to  avarice  and 
ambition,  they  might  in  faft  anfwer  the  poetical  no- 
tions of  the  golcfen  age.  But  they  have  got,  as  am 
alloy  to  their  happineis,  an  ill  habit  of  murdering  one 
another  on  flight  offences.  We  had  an  inftance  of  this 
the  fecond  night  after  our  arrival,  a  youth  of  eighteen 
being  (hot  dead  by  our  door :  and  yet  by  the  fole  fecret 
of  minding  our  own  bufim;s,  we  found  a  means  of 
living  fecurely  among  thofe  dangerous  people.  Would* 
you  know  how  we  pafs  tl.e  time  at  Naples  ?  Our  chieF 
entertainment  is  the  devotion  of  our  neighbours :  be- 
fidts  the  gaiety  of  their  Churches  (where  folks  go  to  fee: 
what  they  call  una  bella  Devotione  (i.  e  Xa  f°rt  of  religi- 
ous Opera)  they  make  fireworks  almoft  every  week,  out 
of  devotion  ;  the  ftreets  are  often  hung  with  arras,  out 
of  devotion  ;  and  (what  is  flill  more  ftrange)  the  ladies- 
invite  gentlemen  to  their  houf.-s  and  treat  them  with. 
M  6 
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muficand  fweetmeats,  out  of  devotion  ;  in  a  word,  were 
it  not  for  this  devotion  of  its  inhabitants,  Naples  would 
have  little  elfe  to  recommend  it,  befide  the  air  and 
fituation.  Learning  is  in  no  very  thriving  ftate  here, 
as  indeed  no  where  elfe  in  Italy  ;  however,  among  many 
pretenders,  form:  men  of  tafte  are  to  be  met  with.  A 
friend  of  mine  told  me  not  long,  fmce,  that  being  to 
vifit  Salvini  at  Florence,  he  found  him  reading  your  Ho- 
iner  :  he  liked  the  notes  extremely,  and  could  find  no 
other  fault  with  the  verfion,  but  that  he  thought  it  ap- 
proached too  near  a  paraphrafe  ;  which  fhews  him  not 
to  be  fufficiendy  acquainted  with  our  language.  I  wi(h 
you  health  to  go  on  with  that  noble  work,  and  when 
you  have  that,  I  need  not  wifh  you  fuccefs.  You  will 
io  roe  the  juftice  to  believe,  that  whatever  relates  to 
your  welfare  is  fincerely  wiftied  by 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VIII. 
Mr.  POPE  to  *  *  *. 

Dec.  12,   1718. 

'TpHE  old  projecl  of  a  Window  in  the  bofom,  to  ren- 
der the  Soul  of  man  vifible,  is  what  every  hcneft 
friend  has  manifold  reafcn  to  wifh  for ;  yet  even  that 
would  not  do  in  our  cafe  while  you  ate  fo  far  feparated 
from  me,  and  fo  long.  I  begin  to  fear  you'll  die  in 
Ireland,  and  that  Denunciation  will  be  fulfilled  upon 
you,  Hibernus  es,  et  in  Hiberni.im  reverteri!.  I  fliould 
be  apt  to  think  you  in  Sancho's  cafe ;  feme  Duke  has 
made  you  Governor  of  an  ifland,  or  wet  place,  and  you 
are  adminiftiing  laws  to  the  wild  Trim.  But  I  muft 
own,  when  you  talk  of  Building  and  Planting,  yo* 
t  mch  my  ftring  ;  and  I  am  as  apt  to  pardon  you,  as  the 
fellow  that  thought  himfelf  Jupiter  would  have  pardonM 
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the  otner  madman  who  call'd  himfelf  his  brother  Nep- 
tune: Alas,  Sir,  do  you  know  whom  you  talk  to  ?  one 
that  has  been  a  Poet,  was  degraded  to  a  Tranflatar,  and 
at  laft,  thro'  mere  dulnefs,  is  turned  an  Architect.  You 
know  Martial's  cenfure,  Praconem  facito  <vel  Aickitec- 
tum.  However,  I  have  one  way  left,  to  plan,  to  ele- 
vate, and  to  furprize  (as  Bays  fays) ;  the  next  news  you 
may  expeft  to  hear,  is  that  I  am  in  debt. 

The  hiftory  of  my  tranfplantation  and  fettlement 
which  you  defire,  would  require  a  volume,  were  I  to 
enumerate  the  many  projects,  difficulties,  viciffitudes, 
and  various  fates  attending  that  important  part  of  my 
life  :  much  more  fhould  I  defcribe  the  many  Draughts, 
Elevations,  Profiles,  Perfpe&ives,  etc.  of  every  Palace 
and  Garden  propos'd,  intended,  and  happily  raifed,  by 
the  ilrength  of  that  faculty  wherein  all  great  Genius's 
excel,  Imagination.  At  laft,  the  Gods  and  fate  have 
fix'd  me  on  the  borders  of  the  Thames,  in  the  diftricls 
of  Richmond  and  Twickenham  :  It  is  here  I  have  pafied 
an  entire  year  of  my  life,  without  any  fix'd  abode  in 
London,  or  more  than  cafting  a  tranfitory  glance  (for 
a  day  or  two  at  moft  in  a  month)  on  the  pomps  of  the 
Town.  It  is  here  I  hope  to  receive  you,  Sir,  returned 
from  eternizing  the  Ireland  of  this  age.  For  you  my 
ftructures  rife ;  for  you  my  Colonades  extend  their 
wings;  for  you  my  groves  afpire,  and  rofes  bloom. 
And,  to  fay  truth,  I  hope  pofterity  (which,  no  doubt, 
will  be  made  acquainted  with  all  thefe  things)  will  look 
upon  it  as  one  of  the  principal  motives  of  my  Archi- 
tecture, that  it  was  a  manfion  prepared  to  receive 
you,  againft  your  own  (hould  fall  to  duft,  which  is  de- 
iiin'd  to  be  the  tomb  of  poor  Frank  and  Betty,  and  the 
immortal  monument  of  the  fidelity  of  two  fuch  Ser- 
vants, who  have  excell'd  in  conilancy  the  very  Rats 
of  your  family, 
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What  more  can  I  tell  you  of  myfelf?  fo  much,  ancf 
yet  all  put  together  fo  little,  that  I  fcarce  care  or  know 
how  to  do  it.  .But  the  very  reafons  that  are  againft  put- 
ting it  upon  paper,  are  as  ftrong  for  telling  it  you  in 
perfon ;  and  I  am  uneafy  to  be  fo  long  denied  the  fatif- 
faction  of  it. 

At  prefent  I  confider  you  bound  in  by  the  Irim  Sea, 
like  the  ghofts  in  Virgil, 

Trifti  pains  inamabilis  unda 
Alligat,  ct  navies  Styx  circuwji'fa  ccercet ! 
and  I  can't  exprefs  how  I  long  to  renew  our  old  inter- 
courfe  and  converfation,  our  morning  conferences  in 
bed  in  the  fame  room,  our  evening  walks  in  the  park, 
our  amunng  voyages  on  the  water,  our  philofophical 
fuppers,  our  leclures,  our  diifertations,  our  gravities, 
our  reveries,  our  fooleries,  our  what  not? — This  awa- 
kens the  memory  of  fome  of  thofe  who  have  made  a 
part  in  all  thefe.  Poor  Parnelle,  Garth,  Rowe !  You 
juftly  reprove  me  for  not  fpeaking  of  the  death  of  the 
laft  :  Parnelle  was  too'  much  in  my  mind,  to  whofe  me- 
mory 1  am  erecting  the  beft  Monument  I  can..  What 
he  gave  me  to  publifh  was  but  a  fmall  part  of  what  he 
left  behind  him ;  but  it  was  the  beft,  and  I  will  not 
make  it  worfe  by  enlarging  it.  I'd  fain  know  if  he  be 
buried  at  Chefter,  or  Dublin  ;  and  what  care  has  been, 
or  is  to  be  taken  for  his  Monument,  etc.  Yet  I  have 
not  neglecled  my  devoirs  to,  Mr.  Rowe ;  I  am  writing 
this  very  day  his  epitaph  for  Weftminfter-Abbey. — Af.er 
thefe,  the  beft  natur'd  of  men,  Sir  Samuel  Garth,  has 
left  me  in  the  trueft  concern  for  his  lofs.  His  death 
was  very  heroical,  and  yet  uhaiteded  enough  to  have 
made  a  faint  or  a  philofopher  famous.  But  ill  tongues, 
and  worfe  hearts,  have  branded  even  his  laft  moments,  as 
wrongfully  as  they  did  his  life,  with  Ineii^icn.  You 
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muft  have  heard  many  tales  on  this  fubjeft ;  but  if  ever 
there  was  a  good  Chriftian,  without  knowing  himfelf  to 
be  fo,  it  was  Dr.  Garth. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IX. 

To  Mr.  *  »  *  *. 

Sept.  17. 

'"TTH  E  gaiety  of  your  letter  proves  you  not  fo  ftudi- 
•"•  ou»  of  Wealth  as  many  of  your  profeffion  are,  fince 
you  can  derive  matter  of  mirth  from  want  of  bufmefs. 
You  are  none  of  thofe  Lawyers  who  deferve  the  motto 
of  the  devil,  Circuit  quarens  yuem  dentoret.  But  your 
Circuit  will  at  leaft  procure  you  one  of  the  greateil  of 
temporal  blcffings,  Health.  What  an  advantageous 
circumftance  is  it,  for  one  that  loves  rambling  fo  well, 
to  be  a  grave  and  reputable  rambler  ?  while  (like  your 
fellow  Circuiteer,  the  Sun)  you  travel  the  round  of  the 
earth,  and  behold  all  the  iniquities  under  the  heavens  ? 
You  are  much  a  fuperior  genius  to  me  in  rambling  ; 
you,  like  a  Pigeon  (to  which  I  would  fooner  compare 
a  Lawyer*  than  to  a  Hawk)  can  fly  fome  hundred 
leagues  at  a  pitch ;  I,  like  a  poor  fquirrel,  am  conti- 
nually in  motion  indeed,  but  it  is  about  a  cage  of  three 
foot:  my  little  excumons  are  but  like  thofe  of  a  mop- 
keeper,  who  walks  every  day  a  mile  or  two  before  his 
own  door,  but  minds  his  bufinefs  all  the  while.  Your 
letter  of  the  caufe  lately  before  you,  1  could  not  but 
communicate  to  fome  ladies  of  your  acquaintance.  I 
am  of  opinion,  if  you  continued  a  correfpcndence  of 
the  fame  fort  during  a  whole  Circuit,  it  could  not  fail 
to  pleafe  the  fex,  better  than  half  the  novels  they  read  ; 
there  would  be  in  them  what  they  love  above  all  thiogs, 
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a  mod  happy  union  of  Truth  and  Scandal.  I  aflure 
you  the  Bath  affords  nothing  equal  to  it :  it  is  on  the 
contrary  full  of  grave  and  fad  men,  Mr.  Baron  S. 
Lord  Chief  Juftice  A.  Judge  P.  and  Counfellor  B.  who 
has  a  large  pimple  on  the  tip  of  his  nofe,  but  thinks  it 
inconfiftent  with  his  gravity  to  wear  a  patch,  notwith- 
ftanding  the  precedent  of  an  eminent  judge.  I  am, 
dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    X. 
To  the  Earl  of  BURLINGTON. 

MY  LORD, 

TF  your  Mare  could  fpeak,  fhe  would  give  an  account 
•^  of  what  extraordinary  company  fhe  had  on  the  road; 
which  fince  flie  cannot  do,  I  will. 

It  was  the  enterprizing  Mr.  Lintot,  the  redoubtable 
rival  of  Mr.  Tonfon,  who,  mounted  on  a  {tone- horfe 
(no  difagreeable  companion  to  your  Lordfhip's  mare) 
overtook  me  in  Windfor-foreft.  He  faid,  he  heard  I 
defign'd  for  Oxford,  the  feat  of  the  Mufes,  and  would, 
as  my  bookfeller,  by  all  means,  accompany  me  thither. 

I  afk'd  him  where  he  got  his  horfe  ?  He  anfwer'd,  he 
got  it  of  his  Publimer  :  "  For  that  rogue  my  Printer 
'*  (faid  he)  difappointed  me  :  I  hoped  to  put  him  in 
"  good-humour  by  a  treat  at  the  tavern,  of  a  brown 
"  fricafiee  of  rabbits,  which  coll  two  fhillings,  with  two 
"  quarts  of  wine,  beiides  my  converfation.  I  thought 
««  myfelf  cockfure  of  his  horfe,  which  he  readily  pro- 
'*  mis'd  me,  but  faid  that  Mr.  Tonfon  had  juft  fuch 
"  another  defign  of  going  to  Cambridge,  expecting 
"  there  the  copy  of  a  new  kind  of  Horace  from  Dr. 
"  r~~>  and  if  Mr,  Tonfon  went,  he  was  pre-ingagsd 
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*'  to  attend  him,  being  to  have  the  printing  of  the  faid 
"  copy. 

"  So  in  ftiort,  I  borrow'd  this  ftonehorfe  of  my  Pub- 
"  liffeer,  which  he  had  of  Mr.  Oldmixon  for  a  debt ;  he 
"  lent  me  too  the  pretty  boy  you  fee  after  me  :  he  was 
"  a  fmutty  dog  yelterday,  and  cofl  me  near  two  hours 
"  to  wafh  the  ink  off  his  face ;  but  the  Devil  is  a  fair- 
"  condition'd  Devil,  and  very  forward  in  his  Cathe- 
"  chife :  if  you  have  any  more  bags,  he  fhall  carry 
"  them." 

I  thought  Mr.  Lintot's  civility  not  to  be  neglefted, 
fb  gave  the  boy  a  fmall  bag,  containing  three  fhirts 
and  an  Elzevir  Virgil ;  and  mounting  in  an  inftant  pro- 
ceeded on  the  road,  with  my  man  before,  my  courteous 
ftationer  befide,  and  the  aforefaid  devil  behind.^ 

Mr.  Lintot  began  in  this  manner  :  "  Now  damn- 
"  them  !  what  if  they  ihould  put  it  into  the  news-paper^ 
"  how  you  and  I  went  together  to  Oxford?  what 
"  would  I  care  ?  If  I  mould  go  down  into  Suflex,  they 
•'  would  fay  I  was  gone  to  the  Speaker.  But  what  of 
*'  that  ?  If  my  fon  were  but  big  enough  to  go  on  with. 
"  the  bufmefs,  by  G — d  I  would  keep  as  good  com- 
«'  pany  as  old  Jacob." 

Hereupon  I  enquir'd  of  his  fon.  "  The  lad  (fays 
"  he)  has  fine  parts,  but  is  fomewhat  fickly,  much  as 
"  you  are — ]  fpare  for  nothing  in  his  education  at  Wefl- 
"  minfter.  Pray  don't  you  think  Weftminfter  to  be 
"  the  beft  fchool  in  England  ?  moft  of  the  late  Mini- 
"  ftry  came  out  of  it,  fo  did  many  of  this  Miniftry  j  I 
"  hope  the  boy  will  make  his  fortune." 

Don't  you  defign  to  let  him  pafs  a  year  at  Oxford  ? 
"  To  what  purpofe  ?  (faid  he)  the  Univerfities  do  but 
"  make  Pedants,  and  I  intend  to  breed  him  a  man  of 
"  bufmefs." 


24*  LETTERS  TO    AND 

As  Mr.  Lintot  was  talking,  I  obferv'd  he  fat  uneafy 
on  his  faddle,  for  which  I  expreffed  fome  folicitude : 
Nothing,  fays  he,  I  can  bear  it  well  enough  :  but  iince 
we  have  the  day  before  us,  methinks  it  would  be  very 
pleafant  for  you  to  reft  a-while  under  the  woods.  When, 
we  were  alighted,  "  See  here,  what  a  mighty  pretty 
**  Horace  I  have  in  my  pocket !  what  if  you  amus'd 
'*  yourfelf  in  turning  an  cde,  till  we  mount  again  ? 
"  Lord  !  if  you  pleas'd,  what  a  clever  Mifcellany 
**  might  you  make  at  leifure  hours."  Perhaps  I  may, 
faid  1,  if  we  ride  on  ;  the  motion  is  an  aid  to  my  fancy, 
a  round  trott  very  much  awakens  my  fpirits  :  then  jog 
on  apace,  and  I'll  think  as  hard  as  I  can. 

Silence  enfued  for  a  full  hour ;  after  which-  Mr. 
Lintot  lugg'd  the  reins,  ftop'd  fhort,  and  broke  out, 
"  Well, Sir, how  far  have  you  gone?"  I anfwer'd, Seven 
miles.  "  Z — ds,  Sir,  faid  Lintot,  I  thought  you  had 
•'  done  feven  ftanza's.  Oldfworth,  in  a  ramble  round 
"  Wimbleton  hill,  would  tranflate  a  whole  ode  in  half 
"  this  time.  I'll  fay  that  for  Cldfworth  (tho*  I  loft  by 
*'  his  Timothy's)  he  translates  an  ode  of  Horace  the 
**  quickeft  of  any  man  in  England.  I  remember  Dr. 
*'  King  would  write  verfes  in  a  tavern  three  hours  af- 
"  ter  he  could  not  fpeak  :  and  there's  Sir  Richard,  in 
"  that  rumbling  old  chariot  of  his,  between  Fleetditch 
"  and  St.  Giles's  pound,  fliall  make  you  half  a  Job." 

Pray,  Mr.  Lintot  (faid  J)  now  you  talk  of  Tranfla- 
tors,  what  is  your  method  of  managing  them  ?  "  Sir, 
*'  (reply'd  he)  thofe  are  the  faddeft  pack  of  rogues  in 
"  the  world  :  in  a  hungry  fit,  they'll  fwear  they  un- 
"  derftand  all  the  languages  in  the  univerfe  :  I  have 
*'  known  one  of  them  take  down  a  Greek  book  upon 
"  my  counter,  and  cry,  Ay,  this  is  Hebrew,  I  muft 
"  read  it  from  the  latter  end.  By  G — d  I  can  never 
*'  be  fure  in  thefe  fellows,  for  I  neither  underftand 
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"  Greek,  Latin,  French,  nor  Italian  myfelf.  But  this 
"  is  my  way;  I  agree  with  them  for  ten  {hillings  per 
"  meet,  with  a  provifo,  that  I  will  have  their  doings 
*'  corre&ed  by  whom  I  pleaie  ;  fo  by  one  or  other  they 
"  are  led  at  lafl  to  the  true  fenfe  of  an  author ;  my 
*'  judgment  giving  the  negative  to  all  my  tranflators."' 
But  how  are  you  fecure  thofe  correctors  may  not  impofe 
upon  you  ?  "  Why  I  get  any  civil  gentleman,  (efpe- 
*"'  cially  any  Scotchman)  that  comes  into  my  fhop,  to 
"  read  the  original  to  me  in  Englifh  ;  by  this  I  know 
"  whether  my  firil  tranflator  be  deficient,  and  whether 
"  my  corrector  merits  his  money  or  not  ? 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  happened  to  me  laft  month  :  I 
"  bargain'd  with  S*  for  a  new  verfion  of  Lucretius  to 
"  publiih  againft  Tonfon's  ;  agreeing  to  pay  the  author 
"  fo  many  {hillings  at  his  producing  fo  many  lines. 
"  He  made  a  great  progrefs  in  a  very  fhort  time,  and 
"  I  gave  it  to  the  corrector  to  compare  wit,h  the  Latin  ; 
<<  but  he  went  directly  to  Creech's  tranflation,  and 
"  found  it  the  fame  wordYor  word,  all  but  the  firft  page;. 
**  Now,  what  d'ye  think  I  did  ?  I  arrefted  the  tranfla- 
"  tor  for  a  cheat;  nay,  and  I  ftopt  the  corrector's  pay 
"  too,  upon  this  proof  that  he  had  made  ufe  of  Creech^ 
"  inftead  cf  the  original." 

Pray  tell  me  next  how  you  deal  with  the  Critics  ? 
"  Sir  (faid  he)  nothing  more  eafy.  I  can  filence  the 
"  moil  formidable  of  them  :  the  rich  ones  for  a  flieet 
"  a-piece  of  the  blotted  manufcript,  which  cofts  me 
"  nothing;  they'll  go  about  with  it  to  their  acquain- 
"  tance  and  pretend  they  had  it  from  the  author,  who 
"  fubmitted  to  their  correclion  :  this  has  given  feme 
"  of  them  fuch  an  air,  that  in  time  they  come  to  I  e 
"  confulted  with,  and  dedicated  to  as  the  top  Critics 
"  of  the  town. — As  for  the  poor  critics,  I'll  give  you 
"  one  inftance  of  my  management,  by  which  you  may 
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"  guefs  at  the  reft.  A  lean  man,  that  Icok'd  like  a 
'*  very  good  fcholar,  came  to  me  t'other  day  ;  he  tunr'd 
"  over  your  Homer,  fhook  his  head,  Ihrugg'd  up  his 
"  Ihoulders,  and  pim'd  at  every  line  of  it :  One  would 
•'  wonder  (fays  he)  at  the  ftrange  preemption  of  fome 
"  men  ;  Homer  is  no  fuch  eafy  taflc,  that  every  flrip- 
"  ling,  every  verfifier — He  was  going  on,  when  my 
"  wife  call'd  to  dinner  :  Sir,  faid  1,  will  you  pleafe  to 
"  eat  a  piece  of  beef  with  me  ?  Mr.  Lintot,  faid  he, 
"  I  am  forry  you  fhould  be  at  the  expence  of  this  great 
"  book,  I  am  really  concern'd  on  your  account — Sir, 
"  I  am  much  oblig'd  to  you :  if  you  can  dine  upon  a 
"  piece  of  beef,  together  with  a  flice  of  pudding — Mr. 
"  Lintot,  I  do  not  fay  but  MF.  Pope,  if  he  would  con- 
"  defcend  to  advife  with  men  of  learning — Sir,  the 
"  pudding  is  upon  the  table,  if  you  pleafe  to  go  in— 
'*  My  critic  complies,  he  comes  to  a  tafte  of  your  poetry, 
"  and  tells  me  in  th-e  Cams  breath,  that  the  book  is 
"  commendable,  and  the  pudding  excellent. 

"  Now,  Sir,  (concluded  Mr.  Lintot)  in  return  to  the 
"  franknefs  1  have  fliewn,  pray  tell  me,  Is  it  the  opi- 
"  nion  of  your  friends  at  court  that  my  Lord  Lanf- 
"  down  will  be  brought  to  the  bar  or  not  ?"  I  told 
him,  I  heard  he  would  not,  and  I  hop'd  it,  my  Lord 
being  one  I  had  particular  obligations  to.  "  That  may 
"  be  (reply'd  Mr.  Lintot)  but  by  G — d  if  he  is  not,  I 
"  {hall  lofe  the  printing  of  a  very  good  Trial." 

Thefe,  my  Lord,  are  a  few  traits  by  which  you  may 
difcern  the  genius  of  Mr.  Lintot,  which  I  have  chofen 
for  the  ftibjecl  of  a  letter.  I  dropt  him  as  fcon  as  [ 
got  to  Oxford,  and  paid  a  vifit  to  my  Lord  Caileton 
at  Middleton. 

The  converfations  I  enjoy  here  are  not  to  be  preju- 
diced by  my  pen,  and  the  pkafures  from  them  only  to 
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be  equal'd  when  I  meet  your  Lordfhip.  I  hope  in  a 
few  days  to  caft  myfelf  from  your  horfe  at  your  feet. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XI. 
To  the  Duke  of  B  u  c  K  i  NC  H  A  M. 

'fin  anfwer  to  a  Letter  in  which  he  inclofed  the  Defcription  of 
Buckingham-houfe,  written  by  him  to  the  D.  of  SKk) 

T)LINY  was  one  of  thofe  few  authors  who  had  a 
warm  houfe  over  his  head,  nay  two'  houfes,  as  ap- 
pears by  two  of  his  epiftles.  I  believe,  if  any  of  his 
contemporary  authors  durit  have  inform'd  the  public 
where  they  lodged,  we  mould  have  found  the  garrets  of 
Rome  as  well  inhabited,  as  thofe  of  Fleet-ftreet  j  but 
'tis  dangerous  to  let  creditors  into  fuch  a  fecret,  there- 
fore we  may  prefume  that  then,  as  well  as  now-a  days, 
nobody  knew  where  they  lived  but  their  bookfellers. 

It  feems,  th-at  when  Virgil  came  to  Rome,  he  had  no 
'lodging  at  all :  he  firft  introduc'd  himfelf  to  Auguftus 
by  an  epigram,  beginning  Nofle  pluit  tota — an  obferva- 
tion  which  probably  he  had  not  made,  unlefs  he  had 
lain  all  night  in  the  ftreet. 

Wlere  Juvenal  lived  we  cannot  affirm  ;  but  in  one 
of  his  fatyrs  he  complains  of  the  exceffive  price  of  lodg- 
ings ;  neither  do  I  believe  he  would  have  talk'd  fo 
feelingly  of  Codrus's  bed,  if  there  had  been  room  for  a 
•bedfellow  in  it. 

I  believe,  with  all  the  oftentation  of  Pliny,  he  would 
have  been  glad  to  have  changed  both  his  houfes  for 
your  Grace's  one ;  which  is  a  country-houfe  in  the 
fummer,  and  a  town  houfe  in  the  wir.tcr,  and  muft  be 
owned  to  be  the  propereft  habitation  for  a  wife  man. 
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who  fees  all  the  world  change  every  feafon  without  ever 
changing  himfelf. 

I  have  been  reading  the  defcription  of  Pliny's  houfe 
with  an  eye  to  yours,  but  finding  they  will  bear  no  com- 
parifon,  will  try  if  it  can  be  match'd  by  the  large  coun- 
try f^at  I  inhabit  at  prefent,  and  fee  what  figure  it  may 
make  by  the  help  of  a  florid  defcription.  , 

You  mud  exped  nothing  regular  in  my  defcription, 
any  more  than  in  the  houfe ;  the  whole  vaft  edifice  is 
.fo  disjointed,  and  the  feveral  parts  of  it  fo  detach'd  one 
from  the  other,  and  yet  fo  joining  again,  one  cannot  tell 
how,  that,  in  one  of  my  poetical  fits,  I  imagined  it  had 
been  a  village*  in  Amphion's  time,  where  the  cottages 
having  taken  a  country-dance  together,  had  been  all 
out,  and  ftood  ftone-ftill  with  amazement  ever  fince. 

You  muft  excufe  me,  if  I  fay  nothing  of  the  Front ; 
indeed  I  don't  know  which  it  is.  A  ftranger  would  be 
grievoufly  difappointed,  who  endeavour'd  to  get  into 
the  houfe  the  right  way.  One  would  reafonably  expeft 
after  the  entry  through  the  porch  to  be  let  into  the 
hall :  alas  nothing  lefs !  you  find  yourfelf  in  the  houfe 
of  office.  From  the  parlour  you  think  to  ftep  into  the 
drawing-room,  but  upon  opening  the  iron-nail'd  door, 
you  are  convinc'd  by  a  flight  of  birds  about  your  ears, 
and  a  cloud  of  duft  in  your  eyes,  that  it  is  the  Pigeon- 
houfe.  If  you  come  into  the  chapel,  you  find  its  altars, 
like  thofe  of  the  ancients,  continually  fmoaking,  but  it 
is  with  the  fleams  of  the  adjoining  kitchen. 

The  great  hall  within  is  high  and  fpacious,  flank'd 
on  one  fide  with  a  very  long  table,  a  true  image  of  an- 
cient hofpitality  :  the  walls  are  all  over  ornamented  with 
monftrous  horns  of  animals,  about  twenty  broken  pikes, 
ten  or  a  dozen  blunderbufTes,  and  a  rufty  matchlock 
mufquet  or  two,  which  we  were  inform'd  had  ferv'd  in 
the  civil  wars.  Here  is  one  vaft  arch'd  window  beauti- 
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fully  darken'd  with  divers  fcutcheons  of  painted  glafs : 
one  mining  pane  in  particular  bears  date  1286,  which 
alone  preferves  the  memory  of  a  Knight  whofe  iron  ar- 
mour is  long  fince  perifh'd  with  ruft,  and  whofe  ala- 
tafter  nofe  is  mou'der'd  from  his  monument.  The  face 
of  dame  Eleanor  in  another  piece  owes  more  to  that 
jingle  pane  than  to  all  the  glafTes  (he  ever  confulted  in 
Jier  life.  After  this,  who  can  fay  that  glafs  is  frail, 
when  it  is  not  half  fo  frail  as  human  beauty,  or  glory  ! 
and  yet  I  can't  but  figh  to  think  that  the  moft  authen- 
tic record  of  fo  ancient  a  family  fliould  lie  at  the  mercy 
of  every  infant  who  flings  a  ftone.  In  former  days 
there  have  din'd  in  this  hall  garter'd  Knights,  and 
courtly  Dames,  attended  by  ufhers,  fewers,  and  fenef- 
chals ;  and  yet  it  was  but  Jaft  night,  that  an  owl  flew 
hither  and  miftook  it  for  a  barn. 

This  hall  lets  you  (up  and  down)  over  a  very  high 
thremold  imo  the  great  parlour.  Its  contents  are  a 
broken-belly'd  virginal,  a  couple  of  cripled  velvet  chairs, 
with  two  or  three  mill-devv'd  pictures  of  mouldy  an.- 
ceftors,  who  look  as  difmally  as  if  they  came  frefh  from 
hell  with  all  their  brimftone  about  them ;  thefe  are  care- 
fully fet  at  the  farther  corner,  for  the  windows  being 
every  where  broken,  make  it  fo  convenient  a  place  to 
dry  poppies  and  muftard  feed,  that  the  room  is  appro- 
priated to  that  ufe. 

Next  this  parlour,  as  I  faid  before,  lies  the  pigeon- 
houfe,  by  the  fide  of  which  runs  an  entry,  which  lets 
you  on  one  hand  and  t'other  into  a  bed-chamber,  a 
buttery,  and  a  fmall  hole  call'd  the  chaplain's  ftudy  : 
then  follow  a  brew-houfe,  a  little  green  and  gilt  par- 
Jour,  and  the  great  ftairs,  under  which  is  the  dairy  ;  a 
little  farther  on  the  right  the  fervants  hall,  and  by  the 
fide  of  it  up  fix  fteps,  the  old  lady's  clofet  for  her  pri- 
vate devotions ;  which  has  a  lettice  into  the  hall,  in- 
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tended  (as  we  imagine)  that  at  the  fame  time  as  /he 
pray'd,  fhe  might  have  an  eye  on  the  men  and  maid*. 
There  are  upon  the  ground  floor  in  all  twenty  fix 
apartments,  among  which  I  muft  net  forget  a  chamber 
which  has  in  it  a  large  antiquity  of  timber,  that  feems 
to  have  been  either  a  bedftead,  or  a  cyder- prefs. 

The  kitchen  is  built  in  form  of  the  Rotunda,  being 
one  vaft  vault  to  the  top  of  the  houfe  ;  where  one  aper- 
ture ferves  to  let  out  the  fmoke,  and  let  in  the  light. 
By  the  blacknefs  of  the  walls,  the  circular  fires,  vaft 
cauldrons,  yawning  mouths  of  ovens  and  furnaces,  you 
would  think  it  either  the  forge  of  Vulcan,  the  cave  of 
Polypheme,  or  the  temple  of  Moloch.  The  horror  of 
this  place  has  made  fuch  an.impreffion  on  the  country 
people,  that  they  believe  the  Witches  keep  their  Sab- 
bath here,  and  that  once  a  year  the  Devil  treats  them 
with  infernal  venifon,  a  roaiied  tiger  ftuff'd  with  ten- 
penny  nails. 

Above  flairs  we  have  a  number  of  rooms :  you  never 
pafs  out  of  one  into  another  but  by  the  accent  or  defcent 
of  two  or  three  flairs.     Our  beft  room  is  very  long  and 
low,  oftheexaft  proportion  of  a  bandbox.     In  molt 
of  thefe  rooms  there  are  hangings  of  the  fineft  work  in 
the  world,  that  is  to  -fay,  thofe  which  Arachne  fp  ins 
from  her  own  bowels.     Were  it  not  for  this  only  fur- 
niture, the  whole  would  be  a  miferable  fcene  of  naked 
walls,  flaw'd  cielings,  broken  windows,  and  rufty  locks. 
The  roof  is  fo  decay'd,  that  after  a  favourable  fhower 
v>e  may  expoft  a  crop  of  mufhrcoms  between  the  chinks 
of  our  hoois.     All   tiie  doors  are  as  little  and  low  as 
thole  :o  ihe  cabbins  of  packet-boats.     Thefe  rooms  have 
'      many  years  had  no  other  inhabitants   than  certain 
.  u'ry  age  renders  them  worthy  of  this  feat, 
^  this  venerable  houfe  are  grey  :  flnce 
•d  it,  we  hq-e  at  leaft  lhat  this 
o-     •'•   ;v 
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ancient  manfion  may  not  fall  during  the  fmall  remnant 
thefe  poor  animals  have  to  live,  who  are  now  too  infirm 
to  remove  to  another.  There  is  yet  a  fmall  fubfiftence 
left  them  in  the  few  remaining  books  of  the  library. 

We  had  never  feen  half  what  I  had  defcribed,  but 
for  a  ftarch'd  grey-headed  Steward,  who  is  as  much  an 
antiqury  as  any  in  this  place,  and  looks  like  an  old  fa- 
mily picture  walk'd  out  of  its  frame.  He  entertain'd 
us  as  we  pafs'd  from  room  to  room  with  feveral  rela- 
tions of  the  family  ;  but  his  obfervations  were  particu- 
larly curious  when  we  came  to  the  cellar :  he  inform'd 
us  where  flood  the  triple  rows  of  butts  of  fack,  and 
where  were  ranged  the  bottles  of  tent,  for  toads  in  a 
morning  ;  he  pointed  to  the  ftands  that  fupported  the 
iroa-hoop'd  hoglheads  of  ftrong  beer ;  then  ftepping  to 
a  corner,  he  lugg'd  out  the  tatter'd  fragments  of  an  ur> 
framed  picture ;  "  This  (fays  he,  with  tears)  was  poor 
"  Sir  Thomas  !  once  matter  of  all  this  drink.  He  had 
"  two  fons,  poor  young  matters !  who  never  arrived 
"  to  the  age  of  his  been  they  both  fell  ill  in  this  very 
"  room,  and  never  went  out  on  their  own  legs."  He 
could  not  pafs  by  a  heap  of  broken  bottles  without  taking 
up  a  piece,  to  (how  us  the  Arms  of  the  family  upon  it. 
He  then  led  us  up  the  Tower  by  dark  winding  Hone 
fteps,  which  landed  us  into  feveral  little  rooms  one 
above  another.  One  of  thefe  was  nail'd  up,  and  our 
guide  whifper'd  to  us  as  a  fecret  the  occauon  of  it :  Jt 
feems  the  courfe  of  this  noble  blood  was  a  little  inter- 
rupted about  two  centuries  ago,  by  a  freak  of  the  lady 
Frances,  who  was  here  taken  in  the  faft  with  a  neigh- 
bouring Prior,  ever  fince  which  the  room  has  been  nail- 
ed  up,  and  branded  with  the  name  of  the  Adultery- 
Chamber.  The  ghofl  of  lady  Frances  is  fappofed  to 
walk  there,  and  fome  prying  maids  of  the  family  re- 
port that  they  have  fcen  a  lady  in  a  fardirigale  through 

VOL,  V,  N 
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the  key-hole  ;  but  this  matter  is  hufht  up,  and  the  fer- 
vants  are  forbid  to  talk  of  it. 

I  mull  needs  have  tired  you  by  this  long  defcription  : 
but  what  engaged  me  in  it,  was  a  generous  principle  to, 
preferve  the  memory  of  that,  which  itfelf  muft  loon  fall 
into  duft,  nay  perhaps  part  of  it,  before  this  letter 
reaches  your  hands. 

Indeed  we  owe  this  old  houfe  the  fame  kind  of  gra- 
titude that  we  do.  to  an  old  friend,  who  harbours  us  in 
his  declining  condition,  nay  even  in  his  laft  extremities. 
How  fit  is  this  retreat  for  uninterrupted  ftudy,  where 
no  one  that  paHes  by  can  dream  there  is  an  inhabitant, 
and  even  thofe  who  would  dine  with  us  dare  not  ftay 
under  our  roof!  Any  one  that  fees  it  will  own  I  could 
not  have  chofen  a  more  likely  place  to  converfe  with 
the  dead  in.  I  had  been  mad  indeed  if  I  had  left  your 
Grace  for  any  one  but  Homer.  But  when  I  return  to 
the  living,  1  fhall  have  the  fenfe  to  endeavour  to  con- 
verfe with  the  beft  of  them,  and  (hall  therefore  as  foon 
as  poffible  tell  you  in  perfon  how  much  I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XII. 

The  D.  of  Buc  K,I  NC  H.AM  to  Mr.  POPE. 

•\7OIJ  defire  my  opinion  as  to  the  late  difpute  in 
France  concerning  Homer :  And  I  think  it  ex- 
cufable  (at  an  age  alas  !  of  not  much  pleafure)  to  amufe 
royfelf  a  liule  in  taking  notice  of  a  controverfy,  than 
which  nothing  is  at  prefent  more  remarkable  (even  in  a 
nation  who  value  thcmfelves  fo  much  upon  the  Belles 
Lettrcs)  both  on  account  of  the  iliuftrious  fubjecl  of  it, 
and  of  the  two  perform  ingaged  in  the  quarrel. 

The  one  is  extraordinary  in  all  the  Lyric  kind  of  Poe- 
try, even  in  the  ppinion  of  his  very  adver&ry.     The 
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other  a  Lady  (and  of  more  value  for  being  fo)  not  only 
of  great  Learning,  but  with  a  Genius  admirably  turn'd 
to  that  fort  of  it  which  moft  becomes  her  Sex,  for  foft- 
nefs,  genteelnefs,  and  promoting  of  virtue ;  and  fuch 
as  (one  would  think)  is  not  fo  liable  as  other  parts  of 
fcholarfhip,  to  rough  difputes,  or  violent  animofity. 

Yet  it  has  fo  happen'd,  that  no  writers,  even  about 
Divinity  itfelf,  have  been  more  outrageous  or  unchari- 
table than  thefe  two  polite  authors ;  by  fufFering  their 
judgments  to  be  a  little  warped  (if  I  may  ufe  that  ex- 
preffion)  by  the  heat  of  their  eager  inclinations,  to  at- 
tack or  defend  fo  great  an  Author  under  debate^  I  wim 
for  the  fake  of  the  public,  which  is  now  fo  well  enter- 
tained by  their  quarrel,  it  'may  not  end  at  laft  in  their 
agreeing  to  blame  a  third  man  who  is  fo  prefumptu- 
ous  as  to  ceiifure  both,  if  they  mould  chance  to 
hear  it. 

To  begin  with  matter,  of  fa£l.  M.  D'Acier  has 
well  judg'd,  that  the  beft  of  all  Poets  certainly  deferved 
a  better  tranflation,  at  leaft  into  French  profe,  becaufe 
to  fee  it  done  in  verfe  was  defpair'd  of:  I  believe  in- 
deed from  a  defeft  in  that  language,  incapable  of  mount- 
ing to  any  degree  of  excellence  fuitable  to  fo  very  great 
an  undertaking. 

She  has  not  only  perform'd  this  tafk  as  well  as  profe 
can  do  it,  (which  is  indeed  but  as  the  wrong  fide  of  ta- 
peftry  is  able  to  reprefent  the  right  *)  me  has  added  to 
it  alfo  many  learned  and  ufeful  annotations.  With  all 
which  (lie  moft  obligingly"  delighted  not  only  her 
own  fex,  but  moft  of  ours,  ignorant  of  the  Greek,  and 
confequently  her  adverfa:y  himielf,  who  frankly  ac- 
knowledges that  ignorance. 

'Tis  no  wonder  therefore,  if,  in  doing  this,  me  is 
grown  fo  enamour'd  of  that  unfpeakably-charming  Au- 

•  A  thought  of  Cervantes, 
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thor,  as  to  have  a  kind  of  horror  at  the  leaft  mention  of 

a  man  bold  enough  to  blame  him. 

Now  as  to  M.  de  la  Motte,  he  being  already  de- 
fervedly  famous  for  all  forts  of  Lyric  poetry,  was  fo  far 
introduced  by  her  into  thofe  beauties  of  the  Epic  kind 
( tho'  but  in  that  way  of  tranflation )  as  not  to  refill 
the  pleafure  and  hope  of  reputation,  by  attempting  that 
in  verfe,  which  had  been  applauded  fo  much  for  the 
difficulty  of  doing  it  even  in  profe  ;  knowing  how  this, 
well  executed,  mult  extremely  tranfcend  the  other. 

But,  as  great  Poets  are  a  little  apt  to  think  they  have 
an  ancient  right  of  being  excus'd  for  vanity  on  all  oc- 
cafions,  he  was  not  content  to  out-do  M.  D'Acier,  but 
endeavour'd  to  out- do  Homer  himfelf,  and  all  that  ever 
in  any  age  or  nation  went  before  him  in  the  fame  enter- 
prize  ;  by  leaving  out,  altering,  or  adding  whatever  he 
thought  belt. 

Againit  this  prefumptuous  attempt,  Homer  has  been 
in  all  times  fo  well  defended,  as  not  to  need  my  fmall 
sffiltance ;  yet  1  mull  needs  fay,  his  excellencies  are  fuch, 
that  for  their  fakes  he  deferves  a  much  gentler  touch 
for  his  feeming  errors.  Thefe  if  M.  de  la  Motte  had 
tranflated  as  well  as  the  reft,  with  an  apology  for  having 
retained  them  only  out  of  meer  veneration  ;  his  judg- 
ment, in  my  opinion,  would  have  appear'd  much  grea- 
ter than  by  the  beft  of  his  alterations,  though  I  admit 
them  to  be  written  very  finely.  I  join  with  M.  de  la 
Motte  in  wondering  at  fome  odd  things  in  Homer,  but 
'tis  chiefly  becaufe  of  his  fublime  ones,  I  was  about  to 
fay  his  divine  ones,  which  almolt  furprize  me  at  find- 
ing him  any  where  in  the  fallible  condition  of  human 
nature. 

And  now  we  are  wondering,  I  am  in  a  difficulty  to 
guefs  what  can  be  the  reafon  of  thefe  exceptions  againft 
Komer,  from  one  who  has  himfelf  tranflated  him,  con- 
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trary  to  the  general  cuftom  of  tranflators.  Is  there  not 
a  little  of  that  in  it  ?  I  mean  to  be  fingular,  in  getting 
above  the  title  of  a  Tranflator,  tho'  fufficiently  honour- 
able in  this  cafe.  For  fuch  an  ambition  no  body  has 
lefs  occafion,  than  one  who  is  fo  fine  a  Poet  in  other 
kinds ;  and  who  mutt  have  too  much  wit  to  believe, 
any  alteration  of  another  can  entitle  him  to  the  deno- 
mination of  an  Epic  Poet  himfelf :  tho'  no  man  in  this 
age  feems  more  capable  of  being  a  good  one,  if  the 
French  tongue  would  bear  it.  Yet  in  his  tranflation  he 
has  done  too  well,  to  leave  any  doubt  (with  all  his 
faults)  that  her's  can  be  ever  parallel'd  with  it. 

Befides  h£  could  not  be  ignorant,  that  finding  faults 
is  the  moft  eafy  and  vulgar  part  of  a  critic ;  whereas 
nothing  {hews  fo  much  flcill  and  tafte  both,  as  the  being 
thoroughly  fenfible  of  the  fublimeft  excellencies. 

What  can  we  fay  in  excufe  of  all  this  ?  Humanum  eft 
errare :  Since  as  good  a  Poet  as,  1  believe,  the  French 
language  is  capable  of,  and  as  (harp  a  Critic  as  any  na- 
tion can  produce,  has  by  too  much  cenfuring  Homer 
fubje&ed  a  tranflation  to  cenfure,  that  would  have  other- 
wife  flood  the  teft  of  the  fevereft  adverfary. 

But  fince  he  would  needs  chufe  that  wrong  way  of 
ciiticifm,  I  wonder  he  mifs'd  a  fione  fo  eafy  to  be  thrown 
againit  Homer,  not  for  his  filling  the  Iliad  with  fo  much 
{laughter  (  for  that  is  to  be  excured,  fince  a  War  is 
not  capable  of  being  defcribed  without  it)  but  with  fo 
many  various  part'culars  of  wounds  and  horror,  as  fhew 
the  writer  (I  am  afraid)  fo  delighted  that  way  himfelf, 
as  not  the  leall  to  doubt  his  reader  being  fo  alfo.  Like 
Spanioletta,  whofe  difmal  pictures  are  the  more  dif- 
agreeable  for  being  always  fo  very  movingly  painted. 
Even  Hector's  laft  parting  from  his  fon  and  Andrjmache 
hardly  makes  us  amends  for  his  bo'y's  being  clragg'd 
thrice  round  the  town.  M.  de  la  Motte  in  his  ftroa- 
N  3 
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geft  objections  about  that  difmal  combat,  has  fuflicient 
caufe  to  blame  his  inraged  adverfary ;  who  here  gives 
an  inftancc  that  it  is  impofiible  to  be  violent  without 
committing  fome  miftake ;  her  paflion  for  Homer  blind- 
ing her  too  much  to  perceive  the  very  grofteft  of  his 
failings.  By  which  warning  I  am  become  a  little  more 
capable  of  impartiality,  though  in  a  difpute  about  that 
very  Poet  for  whom  I  have  the  greatcft  veneration. 

M.  D'Acier  might  have  confider'd  a  little,  that  what- 
ever were  the  motives  of  M.  de  la  Motte  to  fo  bold  a 
proceeding,  it  could  not  darken  that  fame  which  I  am 
fure  fhe  thinks  mines  fecurely  even  after  the  vain  at- 
tempts of  Plato  himfelf  againil  it:  caus'd  only  perhaps 
by  a  like  reafon  with  that  of  Madam  D'Acier's  anger 
againft  M.  de  la  Motte,  namely,  the  finding  that  in 
piofe  his  genius  (great  as  it  was)  could  not  be  capa- 
ble of  the  fublime  heights  of  poetry,  which  therefore 
he  banifhed  out  of  his  commonwealth. 

Nor  were  thefe  objections  to  Homer  any  more  lef- 
feningof  her  merit  in  translating  him  as  vvell  as  that  way 
is  capable  of,  viz.  fuliy,  plainly,  and  elegantly,  than 
the  moft  admirable  veries  can  be  any  difparageoient  to 
as  excellent  profe, 

The  beft  excufe  for  all  this  violence  is,  its  being  in  a 
caufe  which  gives  a  kind  of  reputation  even  to  furFering, 
jiotwithftanding  ever  fo  ill  a  management  of  it. 

The  worft  of  defending  even  Homer  in  fuch  a  paffi- 
onate  manner,  is  its  being  more  a  proof  of  her  weaknef?, 
than  of  his  being  liable  to  none.  For  what  is  it  can  ex- 
cufe Homer  any  more  than  Hector,  for  flying  at  the 
firft  fight  of  Achilles  ?  whofe  terrible  afpeft  fure  needed 
not  fuch  an  inexcufable  fright  to  fet  it  off";  and  methinks 
all  that  account  of  Minerva's  reftoring  his  dart  to 
Achilles,  comes  a  little  too  late,  for  excuftng  Hector's 
fo  terrible  apprehenfion  at  the  very  furft» 
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LETTER 
To  the  Duke  of  B  u  c  K  i  N  c  H  A  M. 

Sept.  i,  1718. 

T  Am  much  honoured  by  your  Grace's  compliance  with 
my  requefl,  in  giving  me  your  opinion  of  the 
French  difpute  concerning  Homer.  And  I  fhall  keep 
my  word,  in  fairly  telling  wherein  I  difagree  from 
you.  It  is  but  in  two  or  three  very  fmall  points,  not 
fo  much  of  the  difpute,  as  of  the  parties  concern'd  in 
it.  I  cannot  think  quite  fo  highly  of  the  Lady's 
learning,  tho'  I  refpeft  it  very  much.  It  is  greaf 
complaifance  in  that  polite  nation,  to  allow  her  to  be 
a  Critic  of  equal  rank  with  her  hufband.  To  inftance 
no  further,  his  remarks  on  Horace  ihevv  more  good 
Senfe,  Penetration,  and  a  better  Tafte  of  his  author, 
and  thofe  upon  Ariftotle's  Art  of  Poetry  more  Skill  and 
Science,  than  any  of  her's  on  any  author  whatever  *. 
In  truth,  they  are  much  more  flight,  dwell  more  in  ge- 
nerals, and  are,  befides,  for  the  moil  part  lefs  he"r  own  » 
of  which  her  Remarks  upon  Homer  are  an  example, 
where  Euftathius  is  tranfcribed  ten  times  for  once  that 
he  is  quoted.  Nor  is  there  at  all  more  depth  of  learn- 
ing in  thofe  Tipon  Terence,  Plautus,  or  (where  they 
were  moft  wanted)  upon  Ariftophanes,  only  the  Greek 
fcholia  upon  the  latter  are  fome  of  the  bell  extant. 

Your  Grace  will  believe  me,  that  I  did  not  fearch  to 
find  defects  in  a  Lady  ;  my  employment  upon  the  Iliad 
forced  me  to  fee  them  ;  yet  I  have  had  fo  much  of  the 
French  complaifance  as  to  conceal  her  thefts  ;  for  where- 
ever  I  have  found  her  notes  to  be  wholly  another's 
(which  is  the  cafe  in  fome  hundreds)  I  have  barely  quo- 

*  This  is  a  juft  Character  of  that  excellent  Critic's  writings, 
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ted  the  true  Proprietor  withput  obferving  upon  it.  If 
Madam  D'Acier  has  ever  feen  my  obfeivations,  (he  will 
be  fenfible  of  this  conduct,  but  what  effect  it  may  have 
upon  a  Lady,  I  will  not  anfwer  for. 

In  the  next  place,  as  to  M.  de  la  Motte,  1  think  your 
Grace  hardly  does  him  right,  in  fuppofing  he  could  have 
no  Idea  of  the  beauties  of  Homer's  Epic  Poetry,  but 
what  he  learn'd  from  Madam  D'Acier's  Profe-tranfla- 
tion.  There  had  been  a  very  elegant  Profe-tranflation 
before,  that  of  Monfieur  de  la  Valterie ;  fo  elegant, 
that  the  ftyle  of  it  was  evidently  the  original  and  model 
of  the  famous  Telemaque.  Your  Grace  very  juilly 
animadverts  againft  the  too  great  difpofition  of  find- 
ing faults,  in  the  one,  and  of  confeffing  none  in  the 
other.  But  doubtlefs,  as  to  Violence,  the  Lady  has  in- 
finitely the  better  of  the  Gentleman.  Nothing  can  be 
more  polite,  difpaffionate,  or  fenfible,  than  M.  de  la 
Motte's  manner  of  managing  the  difpute  :  and  fo  much 
as  I  fee  your  Grace  admires  the  beauty  of  his  verfe  (in 
which  you  have  the  fufFrage  too  of  the  Archbifhop  of 
Cambray)  I  will  venture  to  fay,  his  profe  is  full  as 
£'«od.  1  think  therefore  when  you  fay,  no  difputants 
even  in  Divinity  could  be  more  outragious  and  uncha- 
ritable than  thefe  two  authors,  you  are  a  1  ttle  too  hard 
upon  M.  de  la  Moue.  Not  but  that  (with  your  Grace) 
1  doubt  as  little  of  the  zeal  of  Commentators  as  of  the 
y.eal  of  Divines,  and  am  as  ready  to  believe  of  the  paf- 
fions  and  pride  of  mankind  in  general,  that  (did  but  the 
fame  inrerefts  go  along  with  them)  they  would  carry 
the  learned  world  to  as  violent  extremes,  animofities, 
and  even  perfections,  about  variety  of  opinions  in  Cri- 
ticifm,  as  ever  they  did  about  Religion  :  and  that,  in 
defect  of  Scripture  to  quarrel  upon,  we  fhould  have 
Fiench,  Italian,  and  Dutch  Commentators  ready  to 
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barn  one  another  about  Homer,  Virgil,  Terence,  and 
Horace. 

J  do  not  wonder  your  Grace  is  (hock'd  at  the  flight 
of  Heftor  upon  the  firft  appearance  of  Achilles  in  the 
twenty-fecond  Iliad.  However  (to  fhe\v  myfelf  a  true 
Commentator,  if  not  a  true  Critic)  I  will  endeavour  to- 
excufe,  if  not  to  defend  it  in  my  Notes  on  that  book. 
And  to  fave  myfelf  what  trouble  I  can,  inftead  of  doing 
it  in  this  letter,  I  will  draw  up  the  fubftance  of  what  I 
nave  to  fay  for  it  ia  a  (eparate  paper,  which  I'll  mew 
your  Grace  when  next  we  meet.  1  will  only  dsfire  you 
to  allow  me,  that  Hector  was  in  an  abfolute  certainty 
of  death,  and  deprefrd  over  and  above  with  the  con- 
icience  of  being  in  an  ill  caufe.  If  your  heart  be  fc* 
great,  as  not  to  grant  the  firft  of  thefe  will  fink  the  fpi- 
rit  of  a  Hero,  you'll  at  lealt  be  fo  good,  as  to  allow  the 
fecond  may.  But,  I  can  tell  your  Grace,  no  lefs  a 
Hero  than  my  Lord  Peterborow,  when  a  perfbn  com- 
plimented him  for  never  being  afraid,  made  this  anfwer; 
"  Sir,  fliew  me  a  danger  that  1  think  an  imminent  and 
"  real  one,  and  I  promife  you  I'll  be  as  much  afraid  as 
'*  any  of  you." 

I  am  your  Grace's,  etc. 


LETTER    XIV. 
From  Dr.  ARBUTHNOT. 

London,  Sept.  7,  r;i4. 

T  Am  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  taking  notice  of  a 
poor  old  diftreffed  courtier,  commonly  the  moft 
defpifeable  thing  in  the  world.  This  blow  has  fo 
rous'd  Scribleras  that  he  has  recover'J  his  fenfes,  and 
thinks  and  talks  like  other  men.  F.rom  being  frolick- 
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feme  and  gay  he  is  turn'd  grave  and  morofe.  His  lucu- 
brations lie  negle&ed  among  old  news-papers,  cafes, 
petitions,  and  abundance  of  unanfwerable  letters.  I 
wifh  to  God  they  had  been  among  the  papers  of  a  noble 
Lord  fealed  up.  Then  might  Scriblerus  have  pafs'd  for 
the  Pretender,  and  it  would  have  been  a  moft  excellent 
and  laborious  work  for  the  Flying  Poft  or  fome  fuch  au- 
thor to  have  allegoriz'd  all  his  adventures  into  a  plot, 
and  found  out  myfteries  fomewhat  like  the  Key  to  the 
Lock.  Martin's  office  is  now  the  fecond  door  on  the 
left  hand  in  Dover-ftreet,  where  he  will  be  glad  to  fee 
Dr.  Parnelle,  Mr.  Pope,  and  his  old  friends,  to  whom 
he  can  flill  afford  a  half  pint  of  claret.  It  is  with  fome 
pleafure  that  he  contemplates  the  world  iiill  bufy,  and 
all  mankind  at  work,  for  him.  I  have  feen  a  letter  from 
Dean  Swift ;  he  keeps  up  his  noble  fpirit,  and  tho'  like 
a  man  knock'd  down,  you  may  behold  him  flill  with  a 
Hern  countenance,  and  aiming  a  blow  at  his  adverfhries. 
I  will  add  no  more,  being  in  hafte,  only  that  I  will 
never  forgive  you  if  you  don't  ufe  my  aforefaid  houfe  in 
Dover-ftreet  with  the  fame  freedom  as  you  did  that 
in  St.  James's ;  for  as  our  friendlhip  was  not  begun  up- 
on the  relation  of  a  courtier,  fo  I  hope  k  will  not  end 
with  it.  I  will  always  be  proud  to  be  reckon'd 
amongft  the  number  of  your  friends  and  humble  fcr- 


LETTER    XV. 
To  Dr.  ARBUTIJNOT. 


Sept.  10. 


T  Am  glad  your  Travels  delighted  you  ;  improve  you, 
•*•  I  am  fure,  they  could  not;  you  are  not  fo  much  a 
youth  as  that,  tho*  you  run  about  with  a  King  of  fix- 
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teen,  and  (what  makes  him  ftill  more  a  child)  a  King 
of  Frenchmen.  My  own  time  has  been  more  melan- 
choly, fpent  in  an  attendance  upon  death,  which  has 
feized  one  of  our  family  :  my  mother  is  fomething 
better,  though  at  her  advanced  age  every  day  is  a 
climacleric.  There  was  joined  to  this  an  indifpofition 
of  my  own,  which  I  ought  to  look  upon  as  a  flight  one 
compared  with  my  mother's,  becaufe  my  life  is  not  of  . 
half  the  confequence  to  any  body  that  her's  is  to  me, 
All  thefe  incidents  have  hinder'd  my  more  fpeedy  reply 
to  your  obliging  letter. 

The  article  you  enquire  of,  is  of  as  little  concern  to 
me  as  you  defire  it  mould  ;  namely,  the  railing  papers 
about  the  Odyfley.  If  the  book  has  merit,  it  will  ex- 
tinguifh  all  fuch  nafty  fcandal ;  as  the  Sun  puts  an  end 
to  flinks,  merely  by  coming  out. 

I  wifli  I  had  nothing  to  trouble  me  more ;  an  honeft 
mind  is  not  in  the  power  of  any  difhoneft  one.  To  • 
break  its  peace,  there  muft  be  fome  guilt  or  confciouf- 
nefs,  which  is  inconfiftent  with  its  own  principles.  Not 
but  malice  and  injuftice  have  their  day,  like  fome  poor 
fhort-lived  vermine  that  die  in  mooting  their  own  flings. 
Falmood  is  Folly  (fays  Homer)  and  liars  and  calumnia- 
tors at  laft  hurt  none  but  themfelves,  even  in  this 
world  :  in  the  next,  'tis  charity  to  fay,  God  have 
mercy  on  them  !  they  were  the  devil's  vicegerents  up-  • 
on  earth,  who  is  the  father  of  lies,  and,  I  fear,  has 
a  right  to  difpofe  of  his  children. 

I've  had  an  occafion  to  make  thefe  reflections  of  late 
more  jufHy  than  from  any  thing  that  concerns  my  wri- 
tings, for  it  is  one  that  concerns  my  morals,  and  (which  > 
I  ought  to  be  as  tender  of  as  my  own)  the  good  charac- 
ter oi  another  very  innocent  perfon,  who  I'm  fure  (hares 
your  friendfliip  no  lefs  than  1  do.     No  creature  has  bet- 
ter natural  difpofitions,  or  would  aft  more  rightly  or  . 
N  6         <<,'•'<   *'  , 
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reafonably  i.i  every  duty,  did  fhe  aft  by  herfelf,  or  from 
herfelf ;  but  you  know  it  is  the  misfortune  of  that  family 
to  be  governed  like  a  (hip,  I  mean  the  Head  guided  by 
the  Tail,  and  that  by  every  wind  that  blows  in  it. 


LETTER    XVI. 

..!>     i<*T.    •  •      ...*    -  H-*k    '.'•'•.: 

Mr.  POPE  to  the  Earl  of  O  x  F  o  R  D. 

MY  LORD,  Oft.  zi,  1721. 

X7OUR  Lordfhip  may  be  furprized  at  the  liberty  I 
*  take  in  writing  to  you :  tho'  you  will  allow  me  al- 
ways to  remember,  that  you  once  permitted  me  that 
honour,  in  conjunction  with  fome  others  who  better 
deferved  it.  1  hope  you  will  not  wonder  I  am  ffill  de- 
firous  to  have  you  think  me  your  grateful  and  faithful 
fervant ;  but,  1  own,  I  have  an  ambition  yet  farther,  to 
have  others  think  me  fo,  which  is  the  occafion  I  give 
your  Lordfhip  ihe  trouble  of  this.  Poor  Parnelle,  be- 
fore he  died,  left  me  the  charge  of  publilhing  thefe  few 
remains  of  his ;  I  have  a  flrong  defire  to  make  them, 
their  author,  and  their  publifher,  more  confiderab'e,  by 
addreffirjg  and  dedicating  them  all  to  you.  There  is  a 
pleafure  in  bearing  telUmony  to  truth,  and  a  vanity  per- 
haps, which  at  leail  is  as  excufable  as  any  vanity  can  be. 
I  beg  you,  my  Lord,  to  allow  me  to  gratify  it  in  pre- 
fixing this  paper  of  honeft  veifes  to  the  book.  I  fend 
the  book  itfelf,  which,  I  dare  fay,  you'll  receive  more 
fatnfaftion  in  perufing,  than  you  can  from  any  thing 
written  upon  trie  fubjtft  of  yourfelf.  Therefore  I  am 
a  goad  deal  in  doubt,  whether  you  will  care  for  fuch 
an  addition  to  it.  All  I  {hall  fay  for  it  is,  that  'tis 
the  only  dedication  I  ever  writ,  and  {hall  be  the  only 
one,  whether  you  accept  of  it  or  not:  for  I  will  not 
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bow  the  knee  to  a  lefs  man  than  my  Lord  Oxford,  and 
I  exped  to  fee  no  greater  in  my  time. 

After  all,  if  your  Lordfhip  will  tell  my  Lord  Hariey 
that  I  muft:  not  do  this,  you  may  depend  upon  a  fup- 
preffion  of  thefe  verfes  (the  only  copy  whereof  I  fend 
you)  but  you  never  fhall  fupprefs  that  great,  fincere, 
and  entire  refpeft,  with  which  1  am  always, 
My  Lord, 

Your,  etc. 

LETTER    XVII. 
The  Earl  of  OXFORD  to  Mr.  POKE. 

SIR,  Erampton-Caftle,  Nov.  6,  1721. 

T  Received  your  packet,  which  could  not  but  give  me 
great  pleafure,  to  fee  you  prelei  ve  an  old  friend  in 
your  memory  ;  for  it  muft  needs  be  very  agreeable  to 
be  remember'd  by  thofe  we  highly  value.  But  then 
how  much  mame  did  it  caufe  me,  when  I  read  your 
very  fine  verfes  inclos'd  ?  my  mind  reproach'd  me  how 
far  ftiort  I  came  of  what  your  great  friendfhip  and  deli- 
cate pen  would  partially  defcribe  me.  You  a(k  my  con- 
fent  to  publifh.  it :  to  what  ftnits  doth  this  reduce 
me  ?  1  look  hack  indeed  to  thofe  evenirgs  1  have  ufe- 
fully  and  pleafantly  fper.t,  with  Mr.  Pope,  Mr.  Parnelle, 
Dean  Swift,  the  Do&or,  etc.  I  mould  be  glad  the 
•  world  knew  you  admitted  me  to  your  friendfhip,  and 
fmce  your  afFe&ion  is  too  hard  for  your  judgment,  I 
am  contented  to  let  the  world  know  how  well  Mr.  Pope 
can  write  upon  a  barren  fubjeft.  I  return  you  an  exaft 
copy  of  the  verfes,  that  I  may  keep  the  Original,  as  a 
teitimony  of  the  only  error  you  have  been  guilty  of. 
1  hope  very  fp eedily  to  embrace  you  in  London,  and 
to  affure  you  of  the  particular  eiteem  and  friendftnp 
vvhcrjwith  I  am  Your,  etc. 

OXFORD. 


[    *64    ] 

LETTERS 

TO    AND   FROM 

EDWARD  BLOUNT,  Efq; 

From  the  Year  1714  to  1725. 

LETTER    I. 
Mr,  POPE  to  EDWARD  BLOUNT,  Efq. 

Auguft  27,  1714. 

WHatever  ftudies  on  the  one  hand,  or  amufements 
on  the  other,  it  fliall  be  my  fortune  to  fall  into, 
I  fhall  be  equally  incapable  of  forgetting  you  in  any 
of  them.  The  tafk  I  undertook,  though  of  weight 
enough  in  itfelf,  has  had  a  voluntary  increafe  by  the 
inlarging  my  deiign  of  the  Notes ;  and  the  neceffity  of 
confulting  a  number  of  books  has  carried  me  to  Ox- 
ford :  but  I  fear?  thro'  my  Lord  Harcourt's  and  Dr. 
Clarke's  means,  I  [hall  be  more  converfant  wi;h  the 
pleafures  and  company  of  the  place,  than  with  the 
books  and  manuscripts  of  it. 

1  find  ftill  more  reafon  to  complain  of  the  negligence 
of  the  Geographers  in  their  maps  of  old  Greece,  fince  I 
looked  upon  two  or  three  more  noted  names  in  the  pub- 
lic libraries  here.  But  with  all  the  care  I  am  capable 
of,  I  have  fome  caufe  to  fear  the  engraver  will  preju- 
dice me  in  a  few  fituations.  I  have  been  forced  to  write 
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to  him  in  fo  high  a  flyle,  that  were  my  epiflle  inter- 
cepted, it  would  raife  no  fmall  admiration  in  an  ordi- 
nary man.  There  is  fcarce  an  order  in  it  of  lefs  impor- 
tance, than  to  remove  fuch  and  fuch  mountains,  alter 
the  courfe  of  fuch  and  fuch  rivers,  place  a  large  city 
on  fuch  a  coait,  and  raze  another  in  another  country, 
I  have  fet  bounds  to  the  fea,  and  faid  to  the  land, 
Thus  far  fhalt  thou  advance,  and  no  farther  *.  In  the 
mean  time,  I  who  talk  and  command  at  this  rate,  am 
in  danger  of  lofing  my  horfe,  and  Hand  in  fome  fear  of 
a  country  juftice-f-.  To  difarm  me  indeed  may  be  but 
prudential,  confidering  what  armies  I  have  at  prefent 
on  foot,  and  in  my  fervice  ;  an  hundred  thoufand  Gre- 
cians are  no  contemptible  body  ;  for  all  that  I  can  tell, 
they  may  be  as  formidable  as  four  thoufand  prjefts ; 
and  they  feem  proper  forces  to  (end  againft  thofe  in 
Barcelona.  That  fiege  deferves  as  fine  a  poem  as  the 
Iliad,  and  the  machining  part  of  poetry  would  be  the 
jufter  in  it,  as,  they  fay,  the  inhabitants  expedl  angels 
from  heaven  to  their  affiftance.  May  I  venture  to  fay, 
who  am  a  Papift,  and  fay  to  you  who  are  a  Papift,  that 
nothing  is  more  aftonifliing  to  me,  than  that  people  fo 
greatly  warm'd  with  a  fenfe  of  liberty,  fhould  be  capa- 
ble of  harbouring  fuch  weak  fuperilition,  and  that  fo- 
much  bravery  and  fo  much  folly  can  inhabit  the  fame 
breafts  ? 

I  could  not  but  take  a  trip  to  London  on  the  death 
of  the  Queen,  mov'd  by  the  common  curiofity  of  man- 
kind, who  leave  their  own  bufmefs  to  be  looking  upon 
that  of  other  mens.  I  thank  God,  that,  as  for  myfelf, 
I  am  below  all  the  accidents  of  ftate-changes  by  my 
circumflatices,  and  above  them  by  my  philofophy.  Com- 

*  This  relates  to  the  map  of  ancient  Greece,  laid  down  by  eur 
Author  in  his  obfervations  on  the  fecond  Iliad. 

f  Some  of  the  laws  were,  at  this  time,  put  in  force  againft  the 
Papifls. 
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mon  charity  of  man  to  man,  and  univerfal  good  will  to 
all,  are  the  points  I  have  mod  at  heart ;  and  I  am- 
fure,  thofe  are  not  to  be  broken  for  the  fake  of  any 
governors,  or  government.  I  am  willing  to  hope  the 
bed,  and  what  I  more  wifh  than  my  own  or  any  par- 
ticular man's  advancement,  is,  that  this  turn  may  put 
an  end  entirely  to  the  divifions  of  Whig  and  Tory ; 
that  the  parties  may  love  each  other  as  well  as  I  love 
them  both,  or  at  leaft  hurt  each  other  as  little  as  I 
would  either :  and  that  our  own  people  may  live  as 
quietly  as  we  (hall  certainly  let  theirs  j  that  is  to  fay> 
that  want  of  power  itfelf  in  us  may  not  be  a  furer  pre- 
vention of  harm,  than  want  of  will  in  them.  I  am 
fure,  if  all  Whigs  and  all  Tories  had  the  fpirit  of  one 
Roman  Catholic  that  I  know,  it  would  be  well  f->r  all 
Roman  Catholics ;  and  if  all  Roman  Catholics  had  al- 
ways had  that  fpirit,  it  had  been  well  for  all  others ; 
and  we  had  never  been  charged  with  fo  wicked  a  fpirit 
as  that  of  perfecution. 

I  agree  with  you  in  my  fentiments  of  the  ftate  of  our 
nation  fince  this  change  :  I  find  myferf  juft  in  the  fame 
fuuation  of  mind  you  defcribe  as  your  own,  heartily 
wifhing  the  good,  that  is,  the  quiet  of  my  country,  and 
hoping  a  total  end  of  all  the  unhappy  divisions  of  man- 
kind by  party-fpirit,  which  at  belt  is  but  the  maduefi 
of  many  for  the  gain  of  a  few. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    II. 
From  Mr.  B  L  o  u  N  T. 

TT  is  with  a  great  deal  of  pleafure  I  fee  your  letter, 
•*•  dear  Sir,  written  in  a  ftyle  that  fhews  you  full  of 
health,  and  in  the  midft  of  diverfions :  I  think  thofe 
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two  things  necefTary  to  a  man  who  has  fuch  under- 
takings in  hand  as  yours.  All  lovers  of  Homer  are  in- 
debted to  you  for  taking  fo  much  pains  about  the  fitua- 
tion  of  his  Hero's  kingdoms ;  it  will  not  only  be  of 
great  ufe  with  regard  to  his  works,  but  to  all  that  read 
any  of  the  Greek  hiftorians ;  who  generally  are  ill  un- 
derftood  thro'  the  difference  of  the  maps  as  to  the  places 
they  treat  of,  which  makes  one  think  one  author  con- 
tradicls  another.  You  are  going  to  fet  us  right ;  and 
'tis  an  advantage  every  body  will  gladly  fee  you  engrofs 
the  glory  of. 

You  can  draw  rules  to  be  free  and  eafy,  from  formal 
pedants ;  and  teach  men  to  be  Ihort  and  pertinent,  from 
tedious  commentators.  However,  I  congratulate  your 
happy  deliverance  from  fuch  authors,  as  you  (with  all 
your  humanity)  cannot  wi(h  alive  again  to  cnnverfe  with. 
Critics  will  quarrel  with  you,  if  you  dare  to  pleafe 
without  their  leave  ;  and  Zealots  will  fhrug  up  their 
moulders  at  a  man,  that  pretends  to  go  to  Heaven 
out  of  their  form,  drefs  and  diet.  I  would  no  more 
make  a  judgment  of  an  author's  genius  from  a  damn- 
ing critic,  than  I  would  of  a  man's  religion  from  an 
unfaving  zealot. 

1  could  take  great  delight  in  affording  you  the  nevr 
glory  of  making  a  Barceloniad  (if  1  may  venture  to 
coin  fuch  a  word  :)  1  fancy  you  would  find  a  juller  pa- 
rallel than  it  feems  at  firlt  fight  ;  for  the  Trojans  too- 
had  a  great  mixture  of  folly  with  their  bravery  ;  and 
J  am  oat  of  countenance  for  them  when  I  read  the 
wife  refult  of  their  council,  where,  after  a  warm  debate 
between  Antenor  and  Paris  about  reftoring  Helen,  Priani 
fagely  determines  that  they  (hall  go  to  fupper.  And. 
as  for  the  Greeks,  what  can  equal  their  fuperftition  in 
facrificing  an  innocent  lady  ? 

Tartum  Religio  potuit,  etc. 
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I  have  a  good  opinion  of  my  politics,  fince  they 
agree  with  a  man  who  always  thinks  fo  juftly  as  you.  I 
wifh  it  were  in  our  power  to  perfuade  all  the  nation 
into  as  calm  and  ileady  a  difpofition  of  mind. 

We  have  receiv'd  the  late  melancholy  newsr  with  the 
ufual  ceremony,  of  condoling  in  one  breath  for  the  lofs 
of  a  gracious  Queen,  and  in  another  rejoicing  for  an 
illuftrious  King.  My  views  carry  me  no  farther,  than 
to  wifh  the  peace  and  welfare  of  my  country ;  and  my 
morals  and  politics  teach  me  to  leave  all  that  to  be  ad- 
jufted  by  our  reprefentatives  above,  and  to  divine  pro- 
vidence. It  is  much  at  one  to  you  and  me,  who  fit  at 
the  helm,  provided  they  will  permit  us  to  fail  quietly 
in  the  great  fhip.  Ambition,  is  a  vice  that  is  timely 
JnOrtify'd  in  us  poor  papifts ;  we  ou^ht  in  recompence 
to  cultjv-ace  as  rnany  virtues  in  ourfelves  as  we  can,  that. 
tve  may  be  truly  great.  Among  my  ambitions,  that 
of  being  a  fincere  friend  is  one  of  the  chief:  yet  I 
will  confefs  that  I  have  a  fecret  pleafure  to  have  fome 
of  my  defendants  know,  that  their  Ancedor  was  great 
with  Mr.  Pope. 

I  am,*  etc. 


LETTER     III. 
From  Mr.  B  L  o  u  N  r. 

Nov.  11,  1715,. 

TT  is  an  agreement  of  long  date  between  you  and 
me,  that  you  fhould  do  with  my  letters  juft  as  you 
pleafed,  and  anfwer  them  at  your  leifure  ;  and  that  is 
as  foon  as  1  fhall  think  you  ought.  I  have  fo  true  a 
tafte  of  the  fubftantial  part  of  your  friend  fhip,.  that  I 
wave  all  ceremonials ;  and  am  fure  to  make*  you  as 
many  vifits  as  I  can,  and  leave  you  to  return  them 
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whenever  you  pleafe,  affuring  you  they  fhail  at  all  times 
be  heartily  welcome  to  me. 

The  many  alarms  we  have  from  your  parts,  have  no 
effeft  upon  the  genius  that  reigns  in  our  country,  which 
is  happily  turn'd  to  preferve  peace  and  quiet  among  us. 
What  a  difmal  fcene  has  there  been  opined  in  the 
North,  what  ruin  have  thofe  unfortunate  rafli  gentlemen 
drawn  upon  themfelves  and  their  miferable  followers, 
and  perchance  upon  many  others  too,  who  upon  no  ac- 
count would  be  their  followers  ?  However,  it  may  look 
ungenerous  to  reproach  people  in  diflrefs.  I  don't  re- 
member you  and  I  ever  ufed  to  trouble  ourfelves,  about 
politics,  but  when  any  matter  happened  to  fall  into  out 
difcourfe,  we  us'd  to  condemn  all  undertakings  that 
tended  towards  the  difturbing  the  peace  and  quiet  of 
our  country,  as  contrary  to  the  notions  we  had  of 
morality  and  religion,  which  oblige  us  on  no  pre- 
tence whatfoever  to  violate  the  laws  of  charity.  Ho** 
many  lives  have  there  been  loft  in  W  blood,  and  how 
many  more  are  there  like  to  be  taken  off  in  cold  ?  If 
the  broils  of  the  nation  affect  you,  come  down  to  me, 
and  though  we  are  farmers,  you  know  Eumeus  made 
his  friends  welcome.  You  lhall  here  worfliip  the  Echo 
at  your  eafe  ;  indeed  we  are  forced  to  do  fo,  becaufe  we 
can't  hear  the  firft  report,  and  therefore  are  obliged  to 
liiten  to  the  fecond  ;  which,  for  fecurity  fake,  1  do  not 
always  believe  neither. 

'Tis  a  great  many  years  fince  I  fell  in  love  with  the 
character  of  Pomponius  Atticus  :  I  long'd  to  imitate 
him  a  little,  and  have  contriv'd  hitherto,  to  be,  like 
him,  engaged  in  no  party,  but  to  be  a  faithful  friend 
to  fome  in  both  :  I  find  myfelf  very  well  in  this  way. 
hitherto,  and  live  in  a  certain  peace  of  mind  by  it, 
which,  I  am  perfuaded,  brings  a  man  more  content 
than  all  the  perquifites  of  wild  ambition,  I  with  plea- 
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fare  join  with  you  in  wifliing,  nay  I  am  not  afhamed  to 
fay,  in  praying  for  the  welfare,  temporal  and  eternal* 
of  all  mankind.  How  much  more  affectionately  then 
fhall  I  do  fo  for  you,  fince  I  am  in  a  molt  particular 
manner,  and  with  all  fmcerity, 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER    IV. 

Jan.  21,   1715-16. 

T  Know  of  nothing  that  will  be  fo  interefting  to  you 
at  prefent,  as  fome  circumftances  of  the  lad  aft  of 
that  eminent  comic  poet,  and  our  friend,  Wycherley. 
He  had  often  told  me,  as  I  doubt  not  he  did  all  his 
acquaintance,  that  he  would  marry  as  foon  as  his  life 
was  defpair'd  of:  Accordingly  a  few  days  before  his 
*1eath  he  underwent  the  ceremony  ;  and  join'd  together 
thofe  two  facramonts  which,  wife  men  fay,  fhould  be 
the  laft  we  receive  ;  for  if  7ou  obferve,  Matrimony  is 
placed  after  Extreme  unftion  in  our  Cacechifm,  at  a 
kind  of  hint  of  the  order  of  time  in  which  they  are  to 
be  taken.  The  old  man  then  lay  down,  fatisfy'd  in  the 
confcience  of  having  by  this  one  a£t  paid  his  juft  debts, 
obliged  a  woman,  who  (he  was  told)  had  merit,  and 
fhewn  an  heroic  refentment  of  the  ill  ufage  of  his  next 
heir.  Some  hundred  pounds  which  he  had  with  the 
Lady,  diicharged  thofe  debts ;  a  jointure  of  four  hun- 
dred a  year  made  her  a  recompence  ;  and  the  nephew 
he  left  to  comfort  himfelf  as  \\ell  as  he  could,  with  the 
referable  remains  of  a  mortgaged  eftate.  I  faw  our 
friend  twice  afcer  this  was  done,  lefs  peeviih  in  his  fick- 
nefs  than  he  ufed  to  be  in  his  health ;  neither  much 
afraid  of  dying,  nor  (which  in  him  had  been  more 
likely)  much  aihamed  of  marrying.  The  evening  be- 
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fore  he  expired,  he  called  his  young  wife  to  the  bed- 
fide,  and  earneftly  entreated  her  not  to  deny  him  one 
requefl,  the  laft  he  fhould  make.  Upon  her  afTurances 
of  confenting  to  it,  he  told  her,  "  My  dear,  it  is  only 
"  this,  that  you  will  never  marry  an  old  man  again." 
I  cannot  help  remarking,  that  ficknefs,  which  often  de- 
ftroys  both  wit  and  wifdom,  yet  feldom  has  power  to 
remove  that  talent  which  we  call  humour :  Mr.  Wy- 
cherley  fhew'd  his,  even  in  this  laft  compliment ;  tho'  I 
think  his  requeft  a  little  hard,  for  why  mould  he  bar 
her  from  doubling  her  jointure  on  the  fame  eafy  terms  ? 
So  trivial  as  thefe  circumftances  are,  I  mould  not  be 
difpleas'd  myfelf  to  know  fuch  trifles,  when  they  con- 
cern or  characlerife  any  eminent  perfon.  The  wifeft 
and  wittieft  of  men  are  feldom  wifer  or  wittier  than 
others  in  thefe  fober  moments :  at  leaft,  our  friend  ended 
much  in  the  character  he  had  lived  in  :  and  Horace's 
rule  for  a  play,  may  as  well  be  apply'd  to  him  as  a 
pjay-wrighf., 

Servetur  ad  imum 
Quails  ab  incept u  procejferit,  et  Jibl  conftet. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    V. 

Feb.  10,   1715-16. 

JAM  juft  return'd  from  the  country,  whither  Mr. 
Rowe  accompanied  me,  and  pafs'd  a  week  in  the 
Foreft.  I  need  not  tell  you  how  much  a  man  of  his 
turn  entertain'd  me  ;  but  I  muft  acquaint  you  there  is  a 
vivacity  and  gaiety  of  difpofition  almoft  peculiar  to 
him,  which  make  it  impoffible  to  part  from  him  with- 
out that  uneafmefs  which  generally  fucceeds  all  our 
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pleafures.  1  have  been  juft  taking  a  folitary  walk  by 
moon-mine,  full  of  reflections  on  the  tranfitory  nature 
of  all  human  delights ;  and  giving  my  thoughts  a  loofe 
in  the  contemplation  of  thofe  fatis  factions  which  pro- 
bably we  may  hereafter  tafte  in  the  company  of  fepa- 
rate  fpirits,  when  we  fhall  range  the  walks  above,  and 
perhaps  gaze  on  this  world  at  as  vaft  a  diftance  as  we 
now  do  on  thofe  worlds.  The  pleafures  we  are  to  en- 
joy in  that  converfation,  muft  undoubtedly  be  of  a 
nobler  kind,  and  (not  unlikely)  may  proceed  from  the 
difcoveries  each  fhall  communicate  to  another,  of  God 
and.  of  Nature  ;  for  the  happinefs  of  minds  can  furely 
be  nothing  but  knowledge. 

The  higheft  gratification  we  receive  here  from  com- 
pany is  mirth,  which  at  the  beft  is  but  a  fluttering  un- 
quiet motion,  that  beats  about  the  breaft  for  a  few 
moments,  and  after  leaves  it  void  and  empty.  Keep- 
ing good  company,  even  the  beft,  1*3  but  a  lefs  fhame- 
ful  art  of  lofing  time.  What  we  here  call  fcience  ar.tl 
ftudy,  are  little  better:  the  greater  number  of  arts  to 
which  we  apply  ourfelves  are  mere  gvoping  in  the  dark, 
and  even  the  fearch  of  our  moil  important  concerns  in. 
a  future  being,  is  but  a  needlefs,  anxious,  and  uncer- 
tain hafte  to  be  knowing,  fooner  than  we  can,  what 
without  all  this  folicitude  we  fnall  know  a  little  later. 
We  are  but  curious  imperdnents  in  the  cafe  of  futurity. 
'Tis  not  our  bufinefs  to  be  guefling  what  the  ftate  of 
fouls  fhall  be,  but  to  be  doing  what  may  make  our 
own  ftate  happy  j  we  cannot  be  knowing,  but  we  can 
be  virtuous. 

If  this  be  my  notion  of  a  great  part  of  that  high  fci- 
ence, Divinity,  you  will  be  fo  civil'as  to  imagine  I  lay 
no  mighty  Itrefs  upon  the  reft.  Even  of  my  darling 
poetry  I  realiy  make  no  other  ufe,  than  horfes  of  the 
bells  that.gmgle  about  their  cars  (tho'  now  and  then 
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they  tofs  their  heads  as  if  they  were  proud  of  them) 
only  to  jog  on  a  little  more  merrily. 

Your  obfervations  on  the  narrow  conceptions  of  man- 
kind in  the  point  of  friendmip,  confirm  me  in  what  I 
was  fo  fortunate  as  at  my  firft  knowledge  of  you  ta 
hope,  and  fmce  fc  amply  to  experience.  Let  me  take 
fo  much  decent  pride  and  dignity  upon  me,  as  to  tell 
you,  that  but  for  opinions  like  thefe  which  I  difcover'd 
in  your  mind,  I  had  never  made  the  trial  I  have  done  ; 
which  has  fucceeded  fo  much  to  mine,  and,  I  believe, 
not  lefs  to  your  fatisfa&ion  :  for,  if  I  know  you  right, 
your  pleafure  is  greater  in  obliging  me,  than  I  can  feel 
on  my  part,  till  it  falls  in  my  power  to  oblige  you. 

Your  remark,  that  the  variety  of  opinions  in  politics 
or  religion  is  often  rather  a  gratification,  than  an  objec- 
tion, to  people  who  have  fenfe  enough  to  confider  the 
beautiful  order  of  nature  in  her  variations ;  makes  me 
think  you  have  not  conftrued  Joannes  Secundus  wrong, 
in  the  verfe  which  precedes  that  which  you  quote  : 
Rene  n;ta  fdes,  as  I  take  it,  does  no  way  fignify  the 
Roman  Catholic  Religion,  tho'  Secundus  was  of  it.  I 
think  it  was  a  geoerous  thought,  and  one  that  flow'd 
from  an  exalted  mind,  That  it  was  not  improbable 
but  that  God  might  be  delighted  with  the  various  me- 
thods of  worihipping  him,  which  divided  the  whole 
world.  I  am  pretty  fure  you  and  I  mould  no  more 
make  good  Inquiii'ors  to  the  modern  tyrants  in  faith, 
than  we  could  have  been  qualified  for  Lidors  to  Pro- 
cruues,  when  he  converted  refraclory  members  with  the 
rack.  In  a  word,  I  can  only  repeat  to  you  what,  I 
think,  I  have  formerly  faid ;  that  I  as  little  fear  God 
will  damn  a  man  who  lias  Charity,  as  I  hope  that  any 
Pr-ieit  can.fave  him  without  it. 

I  am,  etc. 
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LETTER    VI. 

March  20,  1715-16. 

T  Find  that  a  real  concern  is  not  only  a  hindrance  to 
•*•  fpeaking,  but  to  writing  too  :  the  more  time  we 
give  ourfelves  to  think  over  one's  own  or  a  friend's  un- 
happinefs,  the  more  unable  we  grow  to  exprefs  the  grief 
that  proceeds  from  it.  It  is  as  natural  to  delay  a  lerer 
at  fuch  a  feafon  as  this,  as  to  retard  a  melancholy  vifit 
to  a  perfon  one  cannot  relieve.  One  is  alhamed  in  that 
circumftance,  to  pretend  to  entertain  people  with  trifling, 
infignificant  affectations  of  forrow  on  the  one  hand,  or 
unfeafonable  and  forced  gaieties  on  the  other.  'Tis  a 
kind  of  profanation  of  things  facred,  to  treat  fo  fo- 
lemn  a  matter  as  a  generous  voluntary  fuffering,  with 
compliments,  or  heroic  gallantries.  Such  a  mind  as 
your's  has  no  need  of  being  fpirited  up  into  honour,  or 
like  a  weak  woman,  praifed  into  an  opinion  of  its  own 
virtue.  'Tis  enough  to  do  and  Piffer  what  we  ought » 
and  men  mould  know,  that  the  noble  power  of  fuffer- 
ing bravely  is  as  far  above  that  of  enterprizing  greatly, 
as  an  unblemifh'd  confcience  and  inflexible  refoluticn 
are  above  an  accidental  flow  of  fr.irits,  or  a  fudden  tide 
of  blood.  If  the  whole  religious  bufmefs  cf  mankind  be 
included  in  refignation  to  our  Maker,  and  charity  to 
our  fellow- creatures,  there  are  now  fome  people  who 
give  us  as  good  an  opportunity  of  practifmg  the  one,  as 
themfelves  have  given  an  inilarce  of  the  violation  of  the 
other.  Whoever  is  really  brave,  has  always  this  com- 
fort when  he  is  opprefs'd,  that  he  knows  himfelf  to  be 
fuperior  to  thofe  who  injure  him  :  for  the  greateft  power 
on  earth  can  no  fooner  do  him  that  injury,  but  the  brave 
man  can  make  himfelf  greater  by  forgiving  it. 
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If  it  were  generous  to  feek  for  alleviating  confolatior.s 
in  a  calamity  of  fo  much  gloryvone  might  fay,  that  to 
be  ruin'd  thus  in  the  grofs,'  with  a  whoie  people,  is  but 
like  perifhing  in  the  general  conflagration,  where  no- 
thing we  can  value  is  left  behind  us. 

Methinks,  the  moft  heroic  thing  we  are  left  capable 
of  doing,  is  to  endeavour  to  lighcen  each  other's  ioad, 
and  (opprefs'd  as  we  are)  to  fuccour  fuch  as  are  yet  more 
opprefs'd.  If  there  are  too  many  who  cannot  be  afiiiled 
but  by  what  we  cannot  give,  our  money ;  there  are  yet 
others  who  may  be  relieved  by  our  coanfel,  by  our 
countenance,  and  even  by  our  chearfulnefs.  The  mif- 
fortunes  of  private  families,  the  mifundei (landings  of 
people  whom  diftrefies  make  fufpicious,  the  coidnefTes 
of  relations  whom  change  of  religion  may  difunite,  or 
the  neceffities  of  half-ruined  eftates  render  unkind  to 
each  other ;  thefe  at  leaft  may  be  foftened  in  fome  de- 
gree, by  a  general  well-managed  humanity  among  our- 
felves  ;  if  all  thofe  who  have  your  principles  of  belief, 
had  alfo  your  fenfe  and  conduft.  But  indeed  moll  of 
them  have  given  lamentable  proofs  of  the  contrary  ;  and 
'tis  to  be  apprehended  that  they  who  waist  fenfe,  are 
only  religious  through  weaknefs,  and  good-natur'd  thro' 
fhame.  Thefe  are  narrow  minded  creatures  that  never 
deal  in  efTentials,  their  faith  never  looks  beyond  cere- 
monials, nor  their  charity  beyond  relations.  As  poor 
as  I  am,  I  would  gladly  relieve  any  diftrefled,  con- 
fcientious  French  refugee  at  this  inftant :  what  mull  iny 
concern  then  be,  when  I  perceive  fo  many  anxieties  no.v 
tearing  thofe  hearts,  which  1  have  defircd  a  piace  in, 
and  clouds  of  melancholy  riling  on  thofe  faces,  whicli 
1  have  long  look'd  upon  with  alixclion  r  1  begin  alrea:ly 
to  feel  both  what  fome  apprehend,  and  what  others  arc 
yet  too  ftupid  to  apprehend.  I  grieve  with  the  old,  for 
fo  many  additional  inconveniencies  and  chagrins,  more 
VOL.  V.  O 
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tfcan  their  fmall  remain  of  life  Teemed  deftined  to  un- 
dergo ;  and  with  the  young,  for  fo  many  of  thofe  gaie- 
ties and  pleafures  (the  portion  of  youth)  which  they 
will  by  this  means  be  deprived  of.  This  brings  into  my 
mind  one  or  other  of  thofe  I  love  beft,  and  among  them 
the  widow  and  fatherlefs,  late  of  — .  As  I  am  certain 
no  people  living  had  an  earlier  and  truer  fenfe  of  others 
misfortunes,  or  a  more  generous  refignaticn  as  to  what 
might  be  their  own,  fo  I  earneitly  wi(h  that  whatever 
part  they  mud  bear,  may  be  render' d  as  fupportable  to 
them,  as  it  is  in  the  power  of  any  friend  to  make  it. 

But  I  know  you  have  prevented  me  in  this  thought, 
as  you  always  will  in  any  thing  that  is  good,  or  gene- 
rous :  I  find  by  a  letter  of  your  lady's  (which  I  have 
feen)  that  their  eafe  and  tranquillity  is  part  of  your  care. 
I  believe  therevs  fome  fatality  in  it,  that  you  fhould  al- 
ways, from  time  to  time,  be  doing  thofe  particular 
things  that  make  me  enamour'd  of  you. 

I  write  this  from  Windfor-Foreft,  of  which  I  am  come 
to  take  my  lad  look.  We  here  bid  our  neighbours  adieu, 
much  as  thofe  who  go  to  be  hang'd  do  their  fellow-pri- 
feners,  who  are  condemn'd  to  follow  them  a  few  weeks 
after.  I  parted  from  honeft  Mr.  D  *  with  tendernefs ; 
and  from  old  Sir  William  Trumbull  as  from  a  venerable 
prophet,  foretelling  with  lifted  hands  the  miferies  to 
come,  from  which  be  is  juft  going  to  be  remov'd 
himfeif. 

Perhaps,  now  I  have  learnt  fo  far  as 

Ncs  dulda  linquimus  a><va, 
ray  next  leflbn  may  be 

Nos  Patrlam  fugimus. 

Let  that,  and  all  elfe  be  as  Heaven  pleafes  !  I  have  pro- 
vided juft  enough  to  keep  me  a  man  of  honour.  J  be- 
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Ikve  you  and  I  {hall  never  be  afhamed  of  each  other.  I 
know  I  wi(h  my  country  well,  and,  if  it  undoes  me,  k 
fhall  not  make  me  with  it  otherwife. 


LETTER    VII. 
From  Mr.  B  L  o  u  v  T. 

March  24,   17.1^-16. 

VfOUR  letters  give  me  a  gleam  of  fatisfadtion,  in 
the  midft  of  a  very  dark  and  cloudy  fituation  of 
thoughts,  which  it  would  be  more  than  human  to  be 
exempt  from  at  this  time,  when  our  homes  muil  eit'  er 
be  left,  or  be  made  too  narrow  for  us  to  turn  in.  Poe- 
tically fpeaking,  I  fhouid  lament  the  lofs  Wind  for- foreft 
and  you  fuftain  of  each  other,  but  that,  methinks,  one 
can't  fay  you  are  parted,  becaufe  you  will  live  by  and  in 
one  another,  while  verfe  is  verfe.  This  confideration 
hardens  me  in  my  opinion  rather  to  congratulate  you, 
fince  you  have  the  pleafure  of  the  profpacl  whenever  you 
take  it  from  your  fhelf,  and  at  the  fame  time  the  folid 
cafh  you  fold  it  for,  of  which  Virgil  in  his  exile  knew 
nothing  in  thofe  days,  and  which  will  make  every  place 
eafy  to  you.  I,  for  my  part,  am  not  fo  happy ;  my 
parva  rura  a-re  faften'd  to  me,  fo  that  I  can't  exchange 
them,  as  you  have,  for  more  portable  means  of  fubfif- 
tance  ;  and  yet  I  hope  to  gather  enough  to  make  the 
Patriatrfugimus  fupportable  to  rne :  'tis  what  I  am  re- 
folved  on,  with  my  Penate.  Jf  therefore  you  afk  me, 
to  whom  you  fhaH  complain  ?  I  will  exhort  you  to  leave 
lazinefs  and  the  elms  of  St.  James's  Par!;,  and  choofe 
to  join  the  other  two  propofals  in  one,  fafety  and  friead- 
fnip  (the  leaft  of  which  is  a  good  motive  for  molt 
things,  as  the  other  is  for  almoil  every  thing)  and  go 
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with  me  where  War  will  not  reach  us,  nor  paultry  con* 
ftables  fummon  us  to  veitries. 

The  future  epiftle  you  flatter  me  with,  will  find  me 
ftill  here,  and  I  think  I  may  be  here  a  month  longer. 
Whenever  I  go  from  hence,  one  of  the  few  reafons  to 
make  me  regret  my  home  will  be,  that  I  mail  not  have 
the  pleafure  of  faying  to  you, 

H':c  tamen  bane  mecum  poteris  requiefcere  noflem, 
which  would  have  rendcr'd  this  place  more  agreeable, 
than  ever  it  elfe  could  be  to  rue  ;  for  I  proteft,  it  is  with 
the  utmoft  fincerity  that  I  aflure  you  I  am  entirely, 

Dear  Sir, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VIII. 

June  22,   1716. 

"IF  a  regard  both  to  public  and  private  affairs  may 
•*•  plead  a  lawful  excufe  in  behalf  of  a  negligent  cor- 
refpondent,  I  have  really  a  very  good  title  to  it.  I 
cannot  fay  whether  'tis  a  felicity  or  unhappinef-,  that  I 
am  obliged  at  this  time  to  give  my  whole  application  to 
Homer ;  when  without"  that  employment,  my  thoughts 
muft  turn  upon  what  is  lefs  agreeable,  the  violence, 
madnefs,  and  refentment  of  modern  War-makers  *, 
which  are  likely  to  prove  (  to  fome  people  at  leaft  ) 
more  fatal,  than  the  fame  qualities  in  Achilles  did  to 
his  unfortunate  countrymen. 

Tho'  the  change  of  my  fcene  of  life,  from  Windfbr- 
forell  to  the  fide  of  the  Thames,  be  one  of  the  grand 
.-lira's  of  my  days,  and'may  be  called  a  notable  period 
in  fo  inconiiderabie  a  hklory  ;  yet  you  can  fcarce  ima- 
gine any  hero  paffing  from  one  itage  of  life  to  another, 

*  This  was  written  in  the  year  of  the  affair  of  Preflon. 
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with  fo  much  tranquillity,  fo  eafy  a  tranfuion,  and  fo 
laudable  a  behaviour.  1  am  become  fo  truly  a  citizen 
of  the  world,  (according  to  Plato's  expreffion)  that  I 
look  with  equal  indifference  on  what  I  have  left,  and 
on  what  I  have  gained.  The  times  and  amufements 
paft  are  not  more  like  a  dream  to  me,  than  thofe  which 
are  prefent :  I  lie  in  a  refrefhing  kind  of  inaction,  and 
have  one  comfort  at  leaft  from  obfcurity,  that  the  dark, 
nefs  helps  me  to  fleep  the  better.  I  now  and  then  re- 
ile£t  upon  the  enjoyment  of  my  friends,  whom,  I  fancy, 
I  remember  much  as  feparate  fpirits  do  us,  at  tender  ia- 
tervals,  neither  interrupting  their  own  employments* 
nor  altogether  carelefs  of  ours,  but  in  general  conftantly 
\vifhing  us  well,  and  hoping  to  have  us  one  day  in  their 
company. 

To  grow  indifferent  to  the  world  is  to  grow  philofo- 
phical,  or  religious  (which  foever  of  thoie  turns  -,ve 
chance  to  take)  and  indeed  the  world  is  ftich  a  thing, 
as  one  that  thinks  preity  much,  muft  either  laugh  at, 
or  be  angry  with  :  but  if  we  laugh  at  it,  they  fay  we 
are  proud  ;  and  if  we  are  angry  with  it,  they  fay  we 
are  ill  natur'd.  So  the  nioft  politic  way  is  to  feem  al- 
ways better  pleasM  than  one  can  be,  greater  admirers, 
greater  lovers,  and  in  fhort  greater  fools  than  we  really 
are:  fo  fliall  we  live  comlortably  with  our  families* 
quk'tly  with  our  neighbours,  favoured  by  our  mafters, 
and  happy  with  our  miilrefles.  I  have  filled  my  paper, 
and  fo  adieu. 


LETTER    IX. 

Sept.  8,  1717. 

T  Think  your  leaving  England  was  like  a  £,o  >d  man's 
leaving  the  world,  with  the  blefTed  confcicnce  of 
having  acted  well  in  it  j  and  t  hope  you  have  received 
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your  reward,  in  being  happy  where  you  are.  T  believe, 
in  the  religious  country  you  inhabit,  you'll  be  better 
pleafed  to  find  I  confider  you  in  this  light,  than  if  I 
compared  you  to  thofe  Greeks  and  Romans,  whofe  con- 
fhncy  in  fufFering  pain,  and  whofe  refohition  in  purfuit 
of  a  generous  end,  you  would  rather  imitate  than 
boaft  of. 

But  I  had  a  melancholy  hint  the  other  day,  as  if  you 
were  yet  a  martyr  to  the  fatigue  your  virtue  made  you 
undergo  on  this  fide  the  water.  I  beg,  if  your  health 
be  rel'cored  to  you,  not  to  deny  me  the  joy  of  knowing 
if.  Your  endeavours  of  fervice  and  good  advice  to  the 
poor  papifts,  put  me  in  mind  of  Noah's  preaching  forty 
years  to  thofe  folks  that  were  to  be  drowned  at  1  aft.  At 
the  werft  I  heartily  wifh  your  Ark  may  find  an  Arrarat, 
and  the  wife  and  family  (the  hopes  of  the  good  patri- 
arch) land  fafely  after  the  deluge,  upon  the  fhore  of 
Totnefj. 

If  I  durft  mix  prophane  with  facred  hiftory,  I  would 
chear  you  with  the  old  tale  of  Brutus  the  wandering 
Trojan,  who  found  on  that  very  coall  the  happy  end  of 
his  peregrinations  and  adventures. 

1  have  very  lately  read  JefTery  of  Monmoutk  ( to 
whom  your  Cornwall  is  not  a  little  beholden)  in  the 
tranfiation  of  a  clergyman  in  my  neighbourhood.  The 
poor  man  is  highly  concerned  to  vindicate  Jeffery's  vera- 
city as  an  hiflorian  ;  ind  told  me  he  was  perfectly  afto- 
nilhed,  we  of  the  Roman  communion  could  doubt  of 
the  legends  of  his  Giants,  while  we  believe  thofe  of  our 
Saints.  1  am  forced  to  make  a  fair  compofition  with 
him  ;  and,  by  crediting  fome  of  the  wonders  of  Corinaeus 
and  Gogmagog,  have  brought  him  fo  far  already,  that 
he  fpeaks  refpe&fully  of  St.  Ghriflopher's  carrying 
Chriit,  and  the  refufcitation  of  St. 
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chicken.  Thus  we  proceed  apace  in  converting  each 
©ther  from  all  manner  of  infidelity. 

Ajax  and  Heclor  are  no  more  to  be  compared  to 
Corinasus  and  Arthur,  than  the  Guelphs  and  Ghibellines 
are  to  the  Mohocks  of  ever  dreadful  memory.  Th?s 
amazing  writer  has  made  me  lay  afide  Homer  for  a 
week,  and,  when  I  take  him  up  again,  I  fhall  be  very 
well  prepared  to  tranflate,  wkh  belief  and  reverence,  the 
fpeech  of  Achilles's  Horfe. 

You'll  excufe  all  this  trifling,  or  any  thing  elfe  which 
prevent  a  meet  full  of  compliment:  .and  believe  tlieie 
is  nothing  more  true  (even  more  true  than  any  thing  in 
Jettery  is  falfe)  than  that  I  have  a  conftant  affeftion  for 
you,  and  am,  etc. 

P.  S.  I  know  you  will  take  part  in  rejoicing  for  the 
victory  of  Prince  Eugene  over  the  Turks,  in  the  zeal 
you  bear  to  the  Chriftian  intereft,  tho'  your  Coufin  of 
Oxford  (with  whom  I  dined  yefterday)  fays,  there  is  no 
ether  difference  in  the  Chriftians  beating  the  Turks,  or 
the  TUJ  ks  beating  the  Chriftians,  than  whether  the  Em- 
peror mall  firft  declare  war  againfl  Spain,  or  Spain  de- 
clare it  againft  the  Emperor. 


LETTER    X. 

Nov.  27,  1717. 

>"pHE  queftion  you  propofed  to  me  is  what  at  prefent 
I  am  the  molt  unfit  man  in  the  woild  to  anfwer, 
by  my  lofs  of  one  of  the  beft  of  fathers. 

He  had  lived  in  fuch  a  courfe  of  Temperance  as  vvss 
enough  to  make  the  longeft  life  agreeable  to  him,  and 
in  fuch  a  courfe  of  piety  as  fufficed  to  make  the  moft 
fudden  death  fo  alfo.  Sudden  indeed^it  was :  however, 
1  heartily  beg  of  God  to  give  me  fuch  a  one,  provided 
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I  can  lead  fuch  a  life.  I  leave  him  to  the  mercy  of 
God,  and  to  the  piety  of  a  religion  that  extends  beyond 
the  grave  :  Si  qua  fft  ea  cura,  etc. 

He  has  left  me  to  the  tickhfh  management  of  fo  nar- 
row a  fortune,  that  any  one  falfe  ftep  would  be  fatal. 
My  mother  is  in  that  difpirited  Hate  of  resignation,  which 
is  the  effect  of  long  life,  and  the  lofs  of  what  is  dear  to 
us.  We  are  really  each  of  us  in  want  of  a  friend,  of 
fuch  an  humane  turn  as  yourfelf,  to  make  almoft  any 
thing  defirable  to  us.  1  feel  your  abfence  more  than 
ever,  at  the  fame  time  I  can  lefs  exprefs  my  regards  to 
you  than  ever;  and  mall  make  this,  which  is  the  mod 
fmcere  letter  I  ever  writ  to  \ou,  the  Ihorteft  and  fainted 
perhaps  of  any  you  have  received.  'Tis  enough  if  you 
reflect,  that  barely  to  remember  any  perfon  when  one's 
mind  is  taken  up  with  a  (enfible  forrow,  is  a  great  de- 
gree of  frientifnip.  I  can  fay  no  more  but  that  I  love 
jou,  and  all  that  are  years ;  and  that  I  wifh  it  may  be 
very  long  before  any  of  yours  fhall  feel  for  you  what  I 
BOW  feel  for  my  father.  Adieu. 


LETTER    XI. 

Rentcornb  in  Glouceflerfhire,  O£>.  3,  1721. 
\7O1J  R  kind  letter  has  overtaken  me  here,  for  I  have 
been  in  and  about  this  country  ever  fmce  your  de- 
parture. 1  am  well  pleafea  to  date  this  from  a  place  fa 
well  known  to  Mrs.  Blount,  where  I  write  as  if  1  were 
dictated  to  by  her  anceftors,  whofe  faces  are  all  upon 
me.  I  fear  none  fo  much  as  Sir  Chriilopher  Guife, 
who,  being  in  his  fhirt,  feems  as  ready  to  combat  me» 
as  her  own  Sir  John  was  to  demolish  Duke  Lancaftere. 
I  dare  fay  your  lady  will  recclleft  his  fi  ;ure.  I  look'd 
upon  the  manfion,  walls,  and  terraces ;  the  plantations, 
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and  flopes,  which  nature  has  made  to  command  a  va- 
riety of  valleys  and  riling  woods;  wi:h  a  veneration 
jnix'd  with  a  pleafure,  that  reprefented  her  to  me  in 
thofe  puerile  amufements,  which  engaged  her  fo  many 
years  ago  in  this  place.  I  fancied  I  faw  her  fobsr  over 
a  fampler,  or  gay  over  a  jointed  baby.  I  dare  fay 
fhe  did  one  thing  more,  even  in  thofe  early  times  ; 
"  remember'd  her  Creator  in  the  days  of  her  youth.'* 

Yon  defcribe  fo  well  your  hermitical  ftate  of  life,  that 
none  of  the  ancient  anchorites  could  go  beyond  you, 
for  a  cave  in  a  rock,  with  a  fine  fpring,  or  any  of 
the  accommodations  that  befit  a  folitary.  Only  I 
don't  remember  to  have  read,  that  any  of  thofe  vene- 
rable and  holy  perfonages  took  with  them  a  lady,, 
and  begat  fons  and  daughters.  You  muft  moaeiliy 
be  content  to  be  accounted  a  patriarch.  But  were 
you  a  little  younger,  1  ftioul  J  rather  rank  you  with  Sir 
Amadis,  and  his  fjllows..  If  piety  be  fo  romantic,  I 
fiiall  turn  hermit  in  good  earneil ;  for,  I  fee,  one  may 
go  fo  far  as  to  be  poetical,  and  hope  to  fave  one's  foul, 
at  the  fame  time.  I  really  wilh  myfeif  fomething  more, 
tiiat  is,  a  prophet ;  for  I  wifti  I  were,  as  Habakkuk* 
to  be  taken  by  the  hair  of  his  head,  and  vifit  Daniel  in 
his  den.  You  are  very  obliging  in  faying,  I  have  now 
a  whole  family  upon  my  hands  to  whom  to  clifcharge 
the  part  of  a  friend  ;  I  aflure  you,  I  like  them  all  fo 
well,  that  I  will  never  quit  my  hereditary  right  to  them; 
you  have  made  me  yours,  and  confeq.uentiy  them  mine.- 
I  {till  fee  them  walking  on  my  green  at  Twickenham, 
and  gratefully  remember,  not  only  their  green  gowns, 
but  the  inftrudions  they  gave  me  how  to  flide  down  and- 
tsrfp  up  the  ftecpefl  flopes  of  my  mount. 

Pray  think  of  me  fometimes,  as  1  (hall  often  of  you  j. 
and  knosv  me  for  what  1  am,  that  is, 

Your.,,  etc^ 

OS 
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LETTER    XII. 

O&.  21,  1721. 

"T7OUR  very  kind  and  obliging  manner  of  enquiring; 
*  after  me,  among  the  firft  concerns  of  life,  at  your 
refufcitation,  mould  have  been  fooner  anfvver'd  and  ac- 
knowledged. I  fincerely  rejoice  at  your  recovery  from 
an  illnels  which  gave  me  lefs  pain  than  it  did  you,  only 
from  my  ignorance  of  it.  I  mould  have  elfe  been  feri- 
oufly  and  deeply  afflicted,  in  the  thought  of  your  dan- 
ger by  a  fever.  I  think  it  a  fine  and  a  natural  thought,, 
xvhich  1  lately  read  in  a  letter  of  Montaigne's  publim'd 
by  P.  Cofte,  giving  an  account  of  the  lail  words  of  an 
intimate  friend  of  his  :  "  Adieu,  my  friend  !  the  pain  I 
*'  feel  will  foon  be  over ;  but  J  grieve  for  that  you  are  to 
*'  feel,  which  is  to  laft  you  for  life." 

I  join  with  your  family  in  giving  God  thanks  for 
lending  us  a  worthy  man  fomewhat  longer.  The  com- 
forts you  receive  from  their  attendance,  put  me  in  mind 
of  what  old  Fletcher  of  Sakoune  faid  one  day  to  me  : 
Alas,  1  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  die ;  I  am  a  poor 
individual ;  no  creature  to  wi(h,  or  to  fear,  for  my 
life  or  death:  'Tis  the  only  reafon  I  have  to  repent 
being  a  fingle  man  j  now  I  grow  eld,  I  am  like  a 
tree  without  a  prop,  and  without  young  trees  to  grow 
round  me,  for  company  and  defence.'* 
I  hope  the  gout  will  foon  go  after  the  fever,  and  all 
evil  things  remove  far  from  you.  But  pray  tell  me, 
when  will  you  move  towards  us  ?  If  you  had  an  interval 
to  get  hither,  I  care  not  what  fixes  you  afterwards,  ex- 
cept the  gout.  Pray  come,  and  never  flir  from  us  again. 
Do  away  your  dirty  acres,  call  them  to  dirty  people^ 
fuch  as  in  the  fcripture-phrafe  poflefs  the  land.  Shake 
ciryour  earth  like  the  noble  animal  in  Milion, 
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The  tawny  lion,  pawing  to  get  free 

His  binder  parts,  be  f firings  as  broke  from  lands* 

And  ramp  jnt  /hakes  bis  brinded  muin  :  the  cuicft 

7he  lizard,  and  the  lygert  as  the  mole 

Rijiiig,  the  crumbled  ea' tb  afave  them  threw 

In  hillocks  ! 

But,  I  believe,  Milton  never  thought  thefe  fine  verfes 
of  his  fhould  be  apply'd  to  a  man  felling  a  parcel  of 
dirty  acres  ;  tho'  in  the  main,  I  think,  it  may  have  fome 
refemblance.  For,  God  knows !  this  little  fpace  of  ground 
nouriihes,  buries,  and  confines  us,  as  that  of  Ecien  did 
thofe  creatures,  till  we  can  fluke  it  loofe,  at  leaft  in  our 
affe&ions  and  defines. 

Believe,  dear  Sir,  I  truly  love  and  value  you  :  let 
Mrs.  Blount  know  that  (he  is  in  the  lift  of  rny  Msmtnto, 
Domine,  famulorum.  famularumque 's,  etc.  My  poor  mo- 
ther is  far  from  well,  declining ;  and  I  am  watching 
over  her,  as  we  watch  an  expiring  taper,  that  even  when 
it  looks  brighteft,  waltes  fafteft.  I  am  1(as  you  will  fee 
from  the  whole  air  of  this  lettei)  not  in  the  gayeft  nor 
eaiieft  humour,  but  always  wiih  linearity, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XIII. 

June  27,  1723. 

\7OU  may  truly  do  me  thejuftice  to  think  no  man  is 
*  more  your  fmcere  wcll-wiiher  than  myfelf,  or  more 
the  fmcere  well-  wiftier  of  your  whole  family;  with  all 
which,  I  cannot  deny  but  I  havte  a  mixture  of  envy  to 
you  all,  for  loving  one  another  fo  well ;  and  for  enjoy- 
ing the  fvveets  of  that  life,  which  can  only  be  tailed  by 
people  of  good- will. 
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They  from  all  foales  the  dar  huffs  can  exclude, 
And fr:m  a  d(J\irt  bsriifl}  filiiude. 

Torbay  is  a  paradife,  and  a  dorm  is  but  an  amufement 
to  fuch  people.  If  you  drink  Tea  upon  a  promontory 
that  over-hangs  the  fea,  it  is  preferable  to  an  Affembly : 
.,and  the  whiiliing  of  the  wind  better  mufic  to  contented 
and  loving  minds,  than  the  Opera  to  the  fpleenfu!,  am- 
bitious, dileas'd,  diftafied,  and  diilrafted  fouls  which  this 
world  affords ;  nay,  this  world  affords  no  other.  Hap- 
py they,  who  are  baniih'd  from  us  !  but  happier  they, 
who  can  baniih  them  (elves ;  or  more  properly  banifh, 
the  wotld  from  them  ! 

Alas !  1  live  at  Twickenham  ! 

I  take  that  period  to  be  very  fublime,  and  to  include 
more  than  a  hundred  fentences  that  might  be  writ 
to  exprefs  ciflra&ion,  hurry,  multiplication  of  nothings, 
and  all  the  fatiguing  perpetual  bufmefs  of  having  no 
bufinefs  to  do.  You'll  wonder  I  reckon  tranflating 
ihe  Odyfiey  as  nothing.  But  whenever  I  think  feri- 
oufly  (and  of  Lite  I  have  met  with  fo  many  occafions 
of  thinking  ferioufiy,  that  I  begin  never  to  think 
otherwife)  I  cannot  but  think  thefe  things  very  idle  ; 
as  idle  as  if  a  bcait  of  burden  fliould  go  on  jingling 
his  bells,  without  bearing  any  thing  valuable  about 
him,  or  ever  ferving  his  matter. 

Life's  va^n  Am:<fimcnt!t  amid  ft  which  ive  dwell ; 

Not  nueigtid,  or  underload,   by  the  grim  God  of  Hell  f 
faid  a  heathen  poet ;  as  he  is  tranflated  by  a  chriflian 
Biihop,  who  has,  firft  by  .his  exhortations,  and  fmce  by 
his  example,  taught  me  to  think  as  becomes  a  jeafon- 
able  creature — but  he  is  gone  ! 

I  remember  I  promis'd  to  write  to  you,  as  fcon  as  I 
Ihould  hear  you  were  got  home.  You  inuft  look  on 
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this  as  the  firft  day  I've  been  myfelf,  and  pafs  over  the 
mad  interval  un-imputed  to  me.  Ho?v  punctual  a  cor- 
refpondent  I  ftall  henceforward  be  able  or  not  able  to 
be,  God  knows :  but  he  knows,  I  fhall  ever  be  a  punc- 
tual and  grateful  friend,  and  all  the  good  wifhes  of  fuch> 
an  one  will  ever  attend  you. 


LETTER    XIV. 

Twick'nam,  June  z,  1725. 

\7OU  {hew  yourfelf  a  juft  man  and  a  friend  in  thofe 
gueffes  and  fuppofitions  you  make  at  the  poffible 
reafons  of  my  filence :  every  one  of  which  is  a  true 
one.  As  to  forgetfulnefs  of  you,  or  yours,  I  affure 
you,  the  promilcuous  converfaticns  of  the  town  ferve 
only  to  put  me  in  mind  of  better,  and  more  quiet,  to- 
be  had  in  a  corner  of  the  world  (undifturb'd,  innocent, 
ferene,  and  fenfible)  with  fuch  as  you.  Let  no  accefs 
of  any  diftruft  make  you  think  of  me  differently  in  a 
cloudy  day  from  what  you  do  in  the  molt  funfhiny  wea- 
ther. Let  the  young  ladies  be  affured  I  make  nothing 
new  in  my  gardens  without  wifhing  to  fee  the  "print 
of  their  fairy  fteps  in  every  pa't  of  them.  I  have  put 
the  laft  hand  to  my  works  of  this  kind,  in  happily 
finiming  the  fubterraneous  way  and  grotto  \  I  there 
found  a  fpring  of  the  cle'areil  water,  wh  ch  falls  in  a 
perpetual  rill,  that  echoes  thro'  the  cavern  day  and 
night.  From  the  river  Thames,  you  fee  thro'  my  arch 
up  a  walk  of  the  wildevnefs,  to  a  kind  of  open  temple, 
wholly  compos'd  cf  fiiells  in  the  ruftic  mann-jr ;  and 
from  that  dlllance  uruier  the  temple  you  look  down 
thro'  a  floping  arcade  of  trees,  and  fee  the  fails  on  the 
river  paffing  fjddcnly  and  vaniihing,  as  thro'  a  perfpec- 
tive  glafs.  When  you  fhu:  the  doors  of  this  grotto,  it 
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becomes  on  the  inftant,  from  a  luminous  room,  a  Camera 
cbfcura ;  on  the  walls  of  which  all  objects  of  the  river, 
hills,  woods,  and  boats,  are  forming  a  moving  picture 
in  their  vifible  radiations  :  and  when  you  have  a  mind 
to  light  it  up,  it  affords  you  a  very  different  fcene; 
it  is  Inifbed  with  fhells  interfperfed  with  pieces  of  look- 
ing-glafs  in  angular  forms  ;  and  in  the  cieling  is  a  ftar 
of  the  fame  material,  at  which  when  a  lamp  (of  an  or- 
bicular figure  of  thin  slabafter)  is  hung,  in  the  middle, 
a  thoufand  pointed  rays  glitter,  and  are  reflected  over 
the  place.  There  are  connected  to  this  grotto  by  a 
narrower  paflage  two  porches,  one  towards  the  river  of 
fmooth  Hones  full  of  light,  and  open  ;  the  other  toward 
the  garden  fhadow'd  with  trees,  rough  with  fhells,  flints,, 
and  iron- ore.  The  bottom  is  pav'd  with  fimple  pebble, 
as  is  alfo  the  adjoining  walk  up  the  wildernefs  to  the 
temple,  in  the  natural  tafte,  agreeing  not  ill  with  the 
little  dripping  murmur,  and  the  aquatic  idea  of  the 
whole  place.  It  wants  nothing  to  complete  it  but  a 
good  ftatue  with  an  infcription,  like  that  beautiful  an- 
tique one  which  you  know  I  am  fo  fond  of, 

Hujus  Nympha  loci,  facri  cuftociiafontis, 
Dormio,  dun:  bland<e  Jentio  murmur  aqute. 

farce  meum,  quifquii  tangis  cana  marmcra,  fomnutx 
Rumpere ;  ji  bibas,  fe--ue  lasers,  face. 

Nymph  of  the  grot,  thefe  facred  fprings  I  keep, 

And  to  the  murmur  of  thefe  waters  fleep  ; 

Ah  fpare  my  flumbers,  gently  tread  the  cave  ! 

And  drink  in  filence,  or  in  lilence  lave ! 
You'll  think  I  have  been  very  poetical  in  this  defcrip- 
tion,  but  it  is  pretty  near  the  truth.     I  wifh  you  were 
here  to  bear  teilimony  how  little  it  owes  to  Art,  either 
the  place  itfelf,  or  the  image  I  give  of  it. 

I  am,  etc. 
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LETTER    XV. 

Sept.  13,  1725,- 

T  Should  be  afham'd  to  own  the  receipt  of  a  very  kind 
•*•  letter  from  you,  two  whole  months  from  the  date  of 
this ;  if  I  were  not  more  afhamed  to  tell  a  lye,  or  to 
make  an  excufe,  which  is  worfe  than  a  lye  (for  being 
built  upon  fome  probable  circumftance,  it  makes  ufe  of 
a  degree  of  truth  to  falfify  with,  and  is  a  lye  guarded.) 
Your  letter  has  been  in  my  pocket  in  conftant  wearing, 
till  that,  and  the  pocket,  and  the  fuit,  are  worn  out ;. 
by  which  means  I  have  read  it  forty  times,  and  I  find 
by  fo  doing  that  I  have  not  enough  confidered  and  re- 
flected upon  many  others  you  have  obliged  me  with ; 
for  true  friendftrip,  as  they  fay  of  good  writing,  will 
bear  reviewing  a  thousand  times,  and  ftill  difcover  new 
beauties. 

I  have  had  a  fever,  a  fhort  one,  but  a  violent :  I  am 
now  well  j  fo  it  fhall  take  up  no  more  of  this  paper. 

1  begin  now  to  expeft  you  in  town  to  make  the  win- 
ter to  come  more  tolerable  to  us  both.  The  fummer  is 
a  kind  of  heaven,  when  we  wander  in  a  paradifaical 
fcene  among  groves  and  gardens ;  but  at  this  feafon, 
w«  are,  like  our  poor  firft  parents,  turn'd  out  of  that 
agreeable  though  folitary  life,  and  forced  to  look  about 
fbf  more  people  to  help  to  bear  our  labours,  to  get  into- 
warmer  houfes,  and  live  together  in  cities. 

I  hope  you  are  long  fince  perfectly  reftor'd,  and  ri/en 
from  your  gout,  happy  in  the  delights  of  a  contented 
family,  fmiling  at  ftorms,  laughing  at  greatnefs,  merry 
over  a  Chriftmas-fire,  and  exercifmg  all  the  functions 
of  an  old  Patriarch  ia  charity  and  hofphality.  I  will 
uot  tell  Mrs.  B*  what  I  think  me  is  doing  ;  for  I  con- 
clude it  is  her  opinion,  that  he  only  ought  to  know  it 
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for  whom  it  is  done  ;  and  {he  will  allow  herfelf  to  be 
far  enough  advanced  above  a  fine  lady,  not  to  delire  to 
fhine  before  men. 

Your  daughters  perhaps  may  have  fome  other  thoughts, 
which  even  their  mother  muft  excufe  them  for,  becaufe 
ihe  is  a  ^mother.  I  will  not  however  fuppofe  thofe 
thoughts  get  the  better  of  their  devotions,  but  rather 
excite  them  and  affift  the  warmth  of  them ;  while  their 
prayer  may  be,  that  they  may  raife  up  and  breed  as 
irreproachable  a  young  family  as  their  parents  have 
done.  In  a  word,  I  fancy  you  all  well,  eafy,  and 
happy,  juft  as  I  wifh  you  j  and  next  to  that,  1  wifb> 
you  all  with  me. 

Next  to  God,  is  a  good  man  :  next  in  dignity,  and 
next  in  value.  Minuijli  eux:  paullo  minus  ab  angelis.  If 
therefore  I  wifli  well  to  the  gool  and  the  d^ferving,. 
and  deiire  they  only  fhould  be  my  companions  and; 
correfpondents,  I  muft  very  foon  and  very  much  think 
of  you.  I  want  your  company,  and  your  example. 
Pray  make  hafte  to  town,  fo  as  not  again  to  leave  us : 
difcharge  the  load  of  earth  that  lies  on  you/  like  one 
of  the  mountains  under  which  the  poets  fay,  the  giants 
(the  men  of  the  earth)  are  whelmed  :  leave  earth,  to 
the  fons  of  the  earth,  your  converfation  is  in  heaverv 
Which  that  it  may  be  accomplifli'd  in  us  all,  is  the 
prayer  of  him  who  maketh  this  fhort  Sermon ;  value 
(to  you)  three-pence.  Adieu. 

Mr,  Blount  died  in  London  the  following  year,  1746. 


LETTERS 

TO   AND   FROM 

The  Hon.  ROBERT  DIGBY, 
From  the  Year  1714  to  1727. 


LETTER    I. 

T,p  the  Hon.  ROBERT   DIGBT. 

June  2,  17 17^ 

I  Had  pleas'd  myfelf  fooner  in  writing  to  you,  but 
that  1  have  been  your  fucceflbr  in  a  fit  of  ficknefs, 
and  am  not  yet  fo  much  recovered,  but  that  I  have 
thoughts  of  ufing  your  *  phyficians.  They  are  as  grave 
perfons  as  any  of  the  faculty,  and  (like  the  ancients) 
carry  their  own  medicaments  about  with  them.  But 
indeed  the  moderns  are  fuch  lovers  of  raillery,  that 
nothing  is  grave  enough  to  efcape  them.  Let  them 
laugh,  but  people  will  ftill  have  their  opinions  :  as  they 
think  our  Doctors  afles  to  them,  we'll  think  them  afles. 
to  our  Doctors. 

I  am  glad  you  are  fo  much  in  a  better  ftate  of  health, 
as  to  allow  me  to  jelt  about  it.    My  concern,  when  I 
*  Afles. 
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heard  of  your  danger,  was  To  very  ferious,  that  I  almolV 
take  it  ill  that  Dr.  Evans  fhould  tell  you  of  it,  or  you 
mention  it.  I  tell  you  fairly,  if  you  and  a  few  more 
fuch  people  were  to  leave  the  world,  I  would  not  give 
fix-pence  to  ftay  in  it. 

I  am  not  fo  much  concerned  as  to  the  point  whether 
you  are  to  live  fat  or  lean  :  moft  men  of  wit  or  honefty 
are  ufually  decreed  to  live  very  lean,  fo  I  am  inclined 
to  the  opinion  that  'tis  decreed  you  fhall ;  however  be 
comforted,  and  refleft,  that  you'll  make  the  better  .Bufto 
foe  it. 

'Tis  fomethirig  particular  in  you,  not  to  be  fatisfied 
with  fending  me  your  own  books,  but  to  make  your 
acquaintance  continue  the  frolic.  Mr.  Wharton  forced 
me  to  take  Gorboduc,  which  has  fince  done  me  great 
credit  with  feveral  people,  as  k  has  done  Dryden  and 
Oldham  fome  difkindnefs,  in  mewing  there  is  as  much 
difference  between  their  Gorboduc  and  this,  ae  between 
Queen  Anne  and  King  George.  It  is  truly  a  fcandal, 
that  men  fho-uld  write  with  contempt  of  a  piece  which, 
they  never  once  faw,  as  thofe  two  poets  did,  who  were 
ignorant  even  of  the  fex,  as  well  as-  fenfe,  of  Gorboduc, 

Adieu  !  I  am  going  to  forget  you  :  this  minute  you 
took  up  all  my  mind  ;  the  next  I  fliall  think  of  nothing 
but  the  reconciliation  with  Agamemnon,  and  the  reco- 
very of  Brifeis.  I  (hall  be  Achilles's  humble  fervant 
thefe  two  months  (with  the  good  leave  of  all  my  friends.) 
I  have  no  ambition  fo  ftrong  at  prefent,  as  that  noble 
one  of  Sir  Salathiel  Lovel,  recorder  of  London,  to  fw- 
nifh  out  a  decent  and  plentiful  execution,  of  Greeks  and 
Trojans.  It  is  not  to  be  exprefs'd  how  heartily  I  wifh 
the  death  of  all  Homer's  heroes,  one  after  another.  The 
Lord  preferve  me  in  the  day  of  battle,  which  is  juft  ap- 
proaching !  join  in  your  prayers  for  me,  and  know  me 
to  be  always 

Your*  etc. 
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LETTER    II. 

London ,  March  31,  tj  1 8 1 
'TpO  convince  'you  how  little  pairi  I  give  myfelf  ire 

•*•  correfponding  with  men  of  good  nature  and  good 
underftanding,  you  fee  I  omit  to  anfwer  your  letters  till 
a  time,  when  another  man  would  be  afhamed  to  own 
he  had  received  them.  If  therefore  you  are  ever  moved 
on  my  account  by  that  fpirit,  which  I  take  to  be  as  fa- 
miliar to  you  as  a  quotidian  ague,  I  mean  the  fpirit  of 
goodnefs,  pray  never  flint  it,  in  any  fear  of  obliging 
roe  to  a  civility  beyond  my  natural  inclination.  I  dare 
trull  you,  Sir,  not  orrfy  with  my  folly  when  I  write, 
but  with  my  negligence  when  I'  do  not;  and  expect 
equally  your  pardon  for  either. 

If  I  knew  how  to  entertain  you  thro'  the  reft  of  this 
paper,  it  flrould  be  fpotted  and  diverfified  with  con- 
ceits all  over ;  you  mould  be  put  out  of  breath  with 
laughter  at  each  fentence,  and  paufe  at  each  period,  to 
look  back  over  how  much  wit  you  have  patted.  But 
I  have  found  by  experience  that  people  now-a  days 
regard  writing  as  little  as  they  do  preaching  :  the  moft 
we  can  hope  is  to  be  heard  juft  with  decency  and  pa- 
tience, once  a  week,  by  folks  in  the  country.  Here  in 
town  we  hum  over  a  piece  of  fine  writing,  and  we 
whittle  at  a  fermon.  The  ftage  is  the  only  place  we 
feem  alive  at ;  there  indeed  we  flare,  and  roar,  and 
clap  hands  for  K.  George  and  the  government.  As 
for  all  other  virtues  but  this  loyalty,  they  are  an  obfo- 
lete  train,  fo  ill-drefb'd,  that  men,  women,  and  children 
hifs  them  out  of  all  good  company. 

Humility  knocks  fe  fneakingly  at  the  door,  that  every 

footman  outraps  it,  and  makes  it  give  way  to  the  free 
entrance  of  pride,  prodigality,  and  vain- glory. 
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My  Lady  Scudamore,  from  having  ruflicated  in  your 
company  too  long,  really  behaves  herfelf  fcandaloufly 
among  us  :  fhe  pretends  to  open  her  eyes  for  the  fake 
of  feeing  the  fun,  and  to  fleep  becaufe  it  is  night ; 
drinks  tea  at  nine  in  the  morning,  and  is  thought  to 
have  faid  her  prayers  before  j  talks,  without  any  man- 
ner of  ftiame,  of  good  books,  and  has  not  fecn  Gib- 
ber's play  of  the  Nonjuror.  I  rejoiced  the  other  day 
to  fee  a  libel  on  her  toilette,  which  gives  me  fome 
hope  that  you  have,  at  leaft,  a  taite  of  fcandal  left  you, 
in  defect  of  all  other  vices. 

Upon  the  whole  matter,  I  heartily  wifh  you  well  ; 
but  as  I  cannot  entirely  defire  the  ruin  of  all  the  joys 
of  this  city,  fo  ail  that, remains  is  to  wi.h  you  would 
keep  your  happinefs  to  yourleKes,  that  the  happx-lfc 
here  may  not  die  with  envy  at  a  blifs  which  they  can-, 
not  attain  to. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    III. 
From    Mr.  D  i  G  B  Y. 

Colefhill,  April  17, 
T  Have  read  your  letter  over  and  over  with  deiioht. 
By  your  defcription  of  the  town,  I  imagine  it  to 
lie  under  fome  great  enchantment,  and  am  very  much 
concerned  for  you  and  all  my  friends  in  it.  1  am  the 
more  afraid,  imagining,  fince  you  do  not  fly  ihofe  hor- 
rible monfters  rapine,  diflimulation,  and  luxury,  that  a 
magic  circle  is  drawn  about  YOU,  and  you  cannot  efcape. 
We  are  here  in  '.he  country  in  quite  another  world,  fur- 
rounded  with  bleffings  and  pleafui-es,  without  any  oc- 
cafion  of  exercifmg  our  irafcible  faculties;  inJecd  we 
cannot  boaft  of  good  breeding  and  the  art  of  life*  but 
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vet  we  don't  live  unpleafantly  in  primitive  fimplicity 
and  good  humour.  The  fafhions  of  the  town  affeft  us 
but  juft  like  a  raree-fhow  ;  we  have  a  curiofity  to  peep 
at  them,  and  nothing  more.  What  you  call  pride,  pro- 
digality, and  vain  glory,  we  cannot  find  in  pomp  and 
fplendor  at  this  diftance ;  it  appears  to  us  a  fine  glit- 
tering fcene,  which  if  we  don't  envy  you,  we  think 
you  happier  than  we  are,  in  your  enjoying  it.  What- 
ever you  may  think  to  perfuade  us  of  the  humility  of 
Virtue,  and  her  appearing  in  rags  amongft  you,  we 
can  never  believe  :  our  uninform'd  minds  reprefent  her 
fo  noble  to  us,  that  we  neceflarily  annex  fplendor  to 
her  :  and  we  could  as  ibon  imagine  the  order  of  things 
inverted,  and  that  there  is  no  man  in  the  moon,  as 
believe  the  contrary.  I  can't  forbear  telling  you  we 
indeed  read  the  fpoils  of  Rapine  as  boys  do  the 
Engliih  Rogue,  and  hug  ourfelves  full  as  much  over 
it  ;  yet  our  rofes  are  not  without  thorns.  Pray  give 
me  the  pleafure  of  hearing  (when  you  are  at  leifure) 
how  foon  I  may  expect  to  fee  the  next  volume  of 
Homer. 

.1  am,  etc. 


L  E  T  T  E  R    IV. 

May  i,  1720. 

X/Ou'll  think  me  very  full  of  myfelf,  when  after  long 
*  filence  (which  however,  to  fay  truth,  has  rather 
been  employed  to  contemplate  of  you,  than  to  forget 
you)  I  begin  to  talk  of  my  own  works.  I  find  it  is  in 
the  finilhing  a  book,  as  in  concluding  a  feffioa  of  par- 
liament, one  always  thinks  it  will  be  very  Toon,  and 
finds  it  very  late.  There  are  many  unlcok'd-for  inci- 
dents to  retard  the  clearing  any  public  account,  and  fo 
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I  fee  it  is  in  mine.  I  have  plagued  myfelf,  like  great 
minifters,  with  undertaking  too"  much  for  one  man  ; 
and  with  a  defire  of  doing  more  than  was  expedled  from 
me,  have  dooe  lefs  than  I  ought. 

For  having  defign'd  four  very  laborious  and  uncom- 
mon fort  of  Indexes  to  Homer,  I'm  forced,  for  want  of 
time,  to  publifh  two  only ;  the  defign  of  which  you 
will  own  to  be  pretty,  tho'  far  from  being  fully  exe- 
cuted. I've  alfo  been  obliged  to  leave  unfinifh'd  in  my 
deflc  the  heads  of  two  Effays,  one  on  the  Theology  and 
Morality  of  Homer,  and  another  on  the  Oratory  of 
Homer  and  Virgil.  So  they  muft  wait  for  future  edi- 
tions, or  perifli :  and  (one  way  or  other,  no  great  matter 
which)  dabit  Deus  bis  quoque  jinem.  I  think  of  you 
every  day,  I  aflure  you,  even  without  fuch  good  me- 
morials  of  you  as  your  fitters,  with  whom  I  fometimes 
talk  of  you,  and  find  it  o.ne  of  the  moft  agreeable  of 
all  fubjefts  to  them.  My  Lord  Digby  muft  be  perpe- 
tually remember'd  by  all  who  ever  knew  him,  or  knew 
his  children.  There  needs  no  more  than  an  acquain- 
tance with  your  family,  to  make  all  elder  fons  wilh  they 
had  fathers  to  their  lives  end. 

I  can't  touch  upon  the  fubjeft  of  filial  love,  without 
putting  you  in  mind  of  an  old  woman,  who  has  a  fin- 
cere,  hearty,  old-fafhion'd  refpedt  for  you,  and  con- 
ftantly  blames  her  fon  for  not  having  writ  to  youoftener 
to  tell  you  fo. 

I  very  much  wifh  (but  what  fignifies  my  wifhing  ?  my 
lady  Scudamore  wifh.es,  your  fiflers  wifn)  that  you  were 
with  us,  to  compare  the  beautiful  contrafte  this  feafcn 
affords  us,  of  the  town  and  the  country.  No  ideas  you 
could  form  in  the  winter  can  make  you  imagine  what 
Twickenham  is  (and  what  your  friend  Mr.  John  fon  of 
Twickenham  is)  in  this  warmer  feafon.  Our  river  glit- 
ters beneath  an  unclouded  fun,  at  the  fume  lime  that 
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its  banks  retain  the  verdure  of  fhowers :  our  gardens 
are  offering  their  firft  nofegays  ;  our  trees,  like  new  ac- 
quaintance brought  happily  together,  are  ftretching  their 
arms  to  meet  each  other,  and  growing  nearer  and 
nearer  -every  hour ;  the  birds  are  paying  their  thankf- 
giving  fongs  for  the  new  habitations  I  have  made  them; 
my  building  rifes  high  enough  to  attraft  the  eye  and 
curiofity  of  the  paflenger  from  the  river,  where,  upon 
beholding  a  mixture  of  beauty  and  ruin,  he  enquires 
what  houfe  is  falling,  or  what  church  is  rifing  ?  So  little 
tafte  have  our  common  Tritons  of  Vitruvius ;  whatever 
delight  the  poetical  gods  of  the  river  may  take,  in  re- 
flecting on  their  ftreams,  by  Tufcan  Porticos,  or  Ionic 
Pilafters. 

But  (to  defcend  from  all  this  pomp  of  ftyle)  the  beft 
account  of  what  I  am  building,  is,  that  it  will  afford  me 
a  few  pleafant  rooms  for  fuch  a  friend  as  yourfelf,  or  a 
cool  fituation  for  an  hour  or  two  for  Lady  Scudamore, 
when  me  will  do  me  the  honour  (at  this  public  houfe 
on  the  road)  to  drink  her  own  cyder. 

The  moment  I  am  writing  this,  I  am  furprized  with 
the  account  of  the  death  of  a  friend  of  mine;  which 
makes  all  I  have  here  been  talking  of,  a  mere  jell ! 
Building,  gardens,  writings,  pleafures,  works,  of  what- 
ever fluff  man  can  raife  1  none  of  them  (God  knows) 
capable  of  advantaging  a  creature  that  is  mortal,  or  of 
satisfying  a  foul  that  is  immortal !  Dear  Sir, 

1  am,  etc. 
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'      L  E  T  T  E  R    V. 
From  Mr.  D  i  c  B  Y. 

May  21,   1720. 

V7"OUR  letter,  which  I  had  two  pofts  ago,  was  very 
*  medicinal  to  me ;  and  I  heartily  thank  you  for  the 
relief  it  gave  me.  I  was  fick  of  the  thoughts  of  my  not 
having  in  all  this  time  given  you  any  teftimony  of  the 
affection  I  owe  you,  and  which  I  as  couftantly  indeed 
feel  as  I  think  of  you.  This  indeed  was  a  troublefome 
ill  to  me,  till,  after  reading  your  letter,  I  found  it  was 
a  mofl  idle  weak  imagination  to  think  I  could  io  offend 
you.  Of  all  the  impreffions  you  have  made  upon  me, 
I  never  receiv'd  any  with  greater  joy  than  this  of  your 
abundant  good-nature,  which  bids  me  be  aflured  of  fomc 
lhare  of  your  affe&ions. 

I  had  many  other  pleafures  from  your  letter ;  that 
your  mother  remembers  me  is  a  very  fincere  joy  to  me  ; 
I  cannot  but  reflect  how  alike  you  are;  from  the  time 
you  do  any  one  a  favour,  you  think  yourielvcs  obliged  as 
thofe  that  have  received  one.  This  is  indeed  an  old- 
fafhioned  refpeft,  hardly  to  be  found  out  of  your  houfe. 
I  have  great  hopes,  however,  to  fee  many  old-fafhioned 
virtues  revive,  fmce  you  have  made  our  age  in  love 
with  Homer;  1  heartily  wiih  you,  who  are  as  good 
a  citizen  as  a  poet,  the  joy  of  feeing  a  reformation 
from  your  works.  I  am  in  doubt  whether  I  fhculd 
congratulate  your  having  finilhed  Homer,  while  the  two 
efTays  you  mention  are  not  completed ;  but  if  you  ex- 
pedl  no  great  trouble  from  finifhing  thefe,  I  heartily  re- 
joice with  you. 

I  have  fome  faint  notion  of  the  beauties  of  Twicken- 
ham from  what  I  here  fee  round  me.  The  verdure  of 
fhowers  is  poured  upon  every  tree  and  field  about  us ; 
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the  gardens  unfold  variety  of  colours  to  the  eye  every 
morning,  ihe  hedges  breath  is  beyond  all  perfume,  and 
the  fong  of  birds  we  hear  as  well  as  you.  But  tho'  I 
hear  and  fee  all  this,  yet  I  think  they  would  delight  me 
more  if  you  was  here.  I  found  the  want  of  thefe  at 
Twickenham  while  1  was  there  with  you,  by  which  I 
guefs  what  an  increafe  of  charms  it  muft  now  have. 
How  kind  is  it  in  you  to  wiih  me  there,  and  how 
unfortunate  are  my  circumftances  that  allow  me  not  to 
vifit  you  ?  If  I  lee  you,  I  mull  leave  my  father  alone, 
and  this  uneafy  thought  would  difappoint  all  my  pro- 
pofed  pleafures ;  the  fame  circumftance  will  prevent  my 
profpecl  of  many  happy  hours  with  you  in  Lord  Ba- 
thurft's  wood,  and  1  fear  of  feeing  you  till  winter,  un- 
lefs  Lady  Scudamore  comes  to  Sherburne,  in  which  cafe 
I  mail  prefs  you  to  fee  Dorfetmire,  as  you  propofed. 
May  you  have  a  long  enjoyment  of  your  new  favou- 
rite Portico. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VI. 
From  Mr.  D  i  c  B  Y. 

Sherburne,  July  9,  1720, 

^IpHE  London  language  and  converfation  if,  I  find, 
•*•  quite  changed  fmce  I  left  it,  tho'  it  is  not  above 
three  or  four  months  ago.  No  violent  change  in  the 
natural  world  ever  aftonifhed  a  Philofopher  fo  much  as 
this  does  me.  I  hope  this  will  calm  all  Party  rage,  and 
introduce  more  humanity  than  has  of  late  obtained  in 
converfation.  All  fcandal  will  fure  be  laid  afide,  for 
there  can  be  no  fuch  difeafe  any  more  as  Spleen  in  this 
new  golden  age.  I  am  pleaied  with  the  thoughts  of 
feeing  nothing  but  a  general  good  humour  when  I  come 
VOL.  V.  P 
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up  to  town  ;  I  rejoice  in  the  univerfal  riches  I  hear  of, 
in  the  thought  of  their  having  this  effeft.  They  tell 
me  you  was  foon  content ;  and  that  you  cared  not 
for  fuch  an  increafe  as  others  wifhed  you.  By  this  ac- 
count I  judge  you  the  richeft  man  in  the  South-fea, 
and  congratulate  you  accordingly.  I  can  wifli  you 
only  an  increafe  of  health,  for  of  riches  and  fame 
you  have  enough. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VII. 

July  20,  1720. 

TfOUR  kind  defue  to  know  the  ftate  of  my  health 
had  not  been  unfatisfied  fo  long,  had  not  that  ill 
ftate  been  the  impediment.  Nor  ftiould  I  have  feem'd 
an  unconcerned  party  in  the  joys  of  your  family, 
which  I  heard  of  from  lady  Scudamore,  whofe  fhort 
Efchantfllon  of  a  letter  (of  a  quarter  of  a  page)  I 
value  as  the  fhort  glympfe  of  a  vifion  afforded  to 
fome  devout  hermit;  for  it  includes  (as  thofe  revela- 
tions do)  a  promife  of  a  better  life  in  the  Elyfian 
groves  of  Cirencefter,  whither,  I  could  fay  almoft  in 
the  flyle  of  a  fermon,  the  Lord  bring  us  all,  etc.  Thi- 
ther may  we  tend,  by  various  ways,  to  one  blififul 
bower:  thither  may  health,  peace,  and  good  humour 
wait  upon  us  as  aflbciates  :  thither  may  whole  cargoes 
of  nedtar  (liquor  of  life  and  longevity  !)  by  mortals  call'd 
fpaw-water,  be  conveyed;  and  there  (as  Milton  has  it) 
may  we,  like  the  deities, 

On  floors  repcs'd,  and with  frejh  garlands  crowned, 
Quajf  immortality  and  joy. 

When  I  fpeak  of  garlands,  I  fhould  not  forget  the 
green  veftments  and  fcarfs  which  your  fitters  promis'd 
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to  make  for  this  purpofe:  I  expeft  you  too  in  green, 
with  a  hunting-horn  by  your  fide,  and  a  green  hat,  the 
model  of  which  you  may  take  from  Olborne's  defcrip- 
tion  of  King  James  the  firft. 

What  words  what  numbers,  what  oratory,  or  what 
poetry,  can  fuJice,  to  exprefs  how  infinitely  I  efteem, 
value,  love,  and  defire  you  all,  above  all  the  great  ones 
of  this  part  of  the  world ;  above  all  the  Jews,  jobbers, 
bubblers,  fubfcribers,  projectors,  directors,  governors, 
treasurers,  etc.  etc.  etc.  infeeculafteculorum. 

Turn  your  eyes  and  attention  from  this  miferable 
mercenary  period  ;  and  turn  yourfelf,  in  a  juPc  contempt 
of  thefe  fons  of  Mammon,  to  the  contemplation  of 
books,  gardens,  and  marriage :  in  which  I  now  leave 
you,  and  return  (wretch  that  I  am  !)  to  water-gruel  and 
Palladio. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    VIII. 
From  Mr.  D  i  G  B  Y. 

Sherburne,  July  30."' 

T  Congratulate  you,  dear  Sir,  on  the  return  of  the 
•*  Golden-age,  for  fure  this  muft  be  fuch,  in  which 
money  is  mower'd  down  in  fuch  abundance  upon  us.  I 
hope  this  overflowing  will  produce  great  and  good  fruits, 
and  bring  back  the  figurative  moral  golden-age  to  us» 
I  have  fome  omens  to  induce  me  to  believe  it  may ; 
for  when  the  Mufes  delight  to  be  near  a  Court,  when  I 
find  you  frequently  with  a  Firft-minilter,  I  can't  but  ex- 
peft  from  fuch  an  intimacy  an  encouragement  and  re- 
vival of  the  polite  arts.  I  know,  you  defire  to  bring 
them  into  honour,  above  the  golden  Image  which  is  fee 
up  and  worfliipped ;  and,  if  you  cannot  effeft  it,  adieu 
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to  all  fuch  hopes.  You  feem  to  intimate  in  yours  ano- 
ther face  of  things  from  this  inundation  of  wealth,  as 
if  beauty,  wit,  and  valour  would  no  more  engage  our 
paffions  in  the  pleafurable  purfuit  of  them,  tho'  affift- 
ed  by  this  increafc :  if  fo,  and  if  monfters  only  as  va- 
rious as  thofe  of  Nile  arife  from  this  abundance,  who 
that  has  any  fpleen  about  him  will  not  hafte  to  town  to 
laugh  ?  What  will  become  of  the  play-houfe  ?  who  will 
go  thither,  while  there  is  fuch  entertainment  in  the 
ilreets  ?  I  hope  we  ihall  neither  want  good  Satire  nor 
Comedy  ;  if  we  do,  the  age  may  well  be  thought  bar- 
ren of  genius's,  for  none  has  ever  produced  better 
fubjefts. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    IX. 
From  Mr.  D  i  G  B  Y. 

Colefhill,  Nov.  12,  1720: 

T  Find  in  my  heart  that  I  have  a  taint  of  the  corrupt 
-*•  age  we  live  in.  1  want  the  public  Spirit  fo  much 
admired  in  old  Rome,  of  facrificing  every  thing  that  is 
dear  to  us  to  the  common-wealth.  I  even  feel  a  more 
intimate  concern  for  my  friends  who  have  fuffered  in  the 
S.  Sea,  than  for  the  public,  which  is  faid  to  be  undone 
by  it.  But,  I  hope,  the  reafon  is,  that  I  do  not  fee 
fo  evidently  the  ruin  of  the  public  to  be  a  confequence 
of  it,  as  I  do  the  lofs  of  my  friends.  I  fear  there  are 
few  befides  yourfelf  that  will  be  perfuaded  by  old  He- 
fiod,  that  balf'n  more  than  the  whole.  I  know  not  whe- 
ther I  do  not  rejoice  in  your  Sufferings  * ;  fince  they 
hive  ihevvn  me  your  mind  is  principled  with  fuch  a  fen- 
timent,  I  affure  you  I  expe£t  from  it  a  performance 
*  See  Note  on  v,  1 39,  of  the  fecond  Satire,  Book  ii.  of  Horace, 
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greater  ftill  than  Homer.  I  have  an  extreme  joy  from 
your  communicating  to  me  this  affection  of  your  mind  ; 

Quid  voveat  duhi  Nutricula  majui  alumno  ? 

Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  no  equipage  could  {hew  you  to 
my  eye  in  fo  much  fplendor.  I  would  not  indulge  this 
fit  of  philofophy  fo  far  as  to  be  tedious  to  you,  elfe  I 
could  profecute  it  with  pleafure. 

I  long  to  fee  you,  your  Mother,  and  your  Villa ;  till 
then  I  will  fay  nothing  of  Lord  Bathurft's  wood,  which 
I  faw  in  my  return  hither.  Soon  after  Chriftmas  I  de- 
fign  for  London,  where  I  fhall  mifs  Lady  Scudamore 
very  much,  who  intends  to  ftay  in  the  country  all  win- 
ter. I  am  angry  yvith  her,  as  I  am  like  to  fuffer  by 
this  refolution,  and  would  fain  blame  her,  but  cannot 
find  a  caufe.  The  man  is  curfed  that  has  a  longer  let- 
ter than  this  to  write  with  as  bad  a  pen,  yet  I  can  ufe 
it  with  pleafure  to  fend  my  fervices  to  your  good  mo- 
ther, and  to  write  myfelf 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    X. 

Sept.  I,  1722. 

"pvOctor  Arbuthnot  is  going  to  Bath,  and  will  ftay 
*~^  there  a  fortnight  or  more  :  perhaps  you  would  be 
comforted  to  have  a  fight  of  him,  whether  you  need 
him  or  not.  I  think  him  as  good  a  Doctor  as  any  man 
for  one  that  is  ill,  and  a  better  Doctor  for  one  that  is 
well.  He  would  do  admirably  for  Mrs.  Mary  Digby  : 
flae  needed  only  to  follow  his  hints,  to  be  in  eternal 
bufinefs  and  amufement  of  mind,  and  even  as  active 
as  me  could  defire.  But  indeed  I  fear  ftie  would  out- 
walk him  ;  for  (as  Dean  Swift  obferv'd  to  me  the 
very  firft  time  I  faw  the  Doctor)  tf  He  is  a  man  that 
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"  can  do  every  thing  but  walk."  His  brother,  who  iY 
lately  come  into  England,  gees  alfo  to  the  Bath  ;  and 
is  a  more  extraordinary  man  than  he,  worth  your 
going  thither  on  purpofe  to  know  him.  The  fpirit  of 
Philanthropy,  fo  long  dead  to  our  world,  is  reviv'd  in 
him :  he  is  a  philofopher  all  of  fire  ;  fo  warmly,  nay 
fo  wildly  in  the  right,  that  he  forces  all  others  about 
him  to  be  fo  too,  and  draws  them  into  his  own  Vortex. 
He  is  a  itar  that  looks  as  if  it  were  all  fire,  but  is  all  be- 
nignity, all  gentle  and  beneficial  influence.  If  there 
be  other  men  in  the  world  that  would  ferve  a  friend, 
yet  he  is  the  only  one,  I  believe,  that  could  make  even 
an  enemy  ferve  a  friend. 

As  all  human  life  is  chequer'd  and  mixed  with  acqui- 
iitions  and  lo/Tes  (tho*  the  latter  are  more  certain  and 
irremediable,  than  the  former  laPJng  or  fatisfadory)  & 
at  the  time  I  have  gain'd  the  acquaintance  of  one  wor- 
thy man  I  have  lofl  another,  a  very  eafy,  humane,  and 
gentlemanly  neighbour,  Mr.  Stonor.  'Tis  certain  the 
lofs  of  one  of  this  character  puts  us  naturally  upon  fet- 
•ting  a  greater  value  on  the  few  that  are  left,  tho'  the 
degree  of  our  efteem  may  be  different.  Nothing,  fays 
Seneca,  is  fo  melancholy  a  circumitance  in  human  life, 
or  fo  foon  reconciles  us  to  the  thought  of  our  own  death, 
as  the  reflection  and  pi  ofpecl  of  one  friend  after  another 
dropping  round  us  !  Who  would  ftand  alone,  the  fole 
remaining  ruin,  the  lalt  tottering  column  of  all  the 
fabric  of  friendmip  ;  once  fo  large,  fcemingly  fo 
ftrong,  and  yet  fo  fuddenly  funk  and  buried  ? 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER     XI. 

T  Have  belief  enough  in  the  goodnefs  of  your  whole 
•*•    family,  to  think  you  will  all  be  pleas'd  that  I  am 
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arrlv'd  in  fafety  at  Twickenham  ;  tho'  it  is  a  fort  of 
earneil  that  you  will  be  troubled  again  with  me,  at 
Sherburne,  or  Colefhill ;  for  however  I  may  like  one 
of  your  places,  it  may  be  in  that  as  in  liking  one  of 
your  family  ;  when  one  fees  the  reft,  one  likes  them 
all.  Pray  make  my  fervices  acceptable  to  them  ;  I 
wifti  them  all  the  happinefs  they  may  want,  and  the 
continuance  of  all  the  happinefs  they  have ;  and  I  take 
the  latter  to  comprize  a  great  deal  more  than  the  former. 
I  muft  feparate  Lady  Scudamore  from  you,  as,  I  fear, 
{he  will  do  herfelf  before  this  letter  reaches  you  :  fo  I 
wifh.  her  a  good  journey,  and  I  hope  one  day  to  try  if 
fhe  lives  as  well  as  you  do  :  tho'  I  much  queftion  if  Ihe 
fhe  can  live  as  quietly  :  I  fufpeft  the  Bells  will  be  ring- 
ing at  her  arrival,  and  on  her  own  and  Mifs  Scuda- 
more's  birth-days,  and  that  all  the  Clergy  in  the  coun- 
try come  to  pay  refpedls  ;  both  the  Clergy  and  their 
Bells  expecting  from  her,  and  from  the  young  Lady» 
further  bufinefs  and  further  employment.  Befides  all 
this,  there  dwells  on  the  one  fide  of  her  the  Lord  Con- 
ningflby,  and  on  the  other  Mr.  W  *.  Yet  I  mall, 
when  the  days  and  the  years  come  about,  adventure 
upon  all  this  for  her  fake. 

I  beg  my  Lord  Digby  to  think  me  a  better  man  than 
to  content  myfelf  with  thanking  him  in  the  common 
way.  I  am,  in  as  fmcere  a  fenfe  of  the  word,  his  fer- 
vant,  as  you  are  his  fon,  or  he  your  father. 

I  muft  in  my  turn  infift  upon  hearing  how  my  laft 
fellow-travellers  got  home  from  Clarendon,  and  defire 
Mr.  Philips  to  remember  me  in  his  Cyder,  and  to  tell 
Mr.  W  *  that  I  am  dead  and  buried. 

I  wim  the  young  ladies,  whom  I  almoft  robb'd  of 
their  good  name,  a  better  name  in  return,  (even  that 
very  name  to  each  of  them,  which  they  fhall  like  beft, 
for  the  fake  of  the  man  that  bears  it!) 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XII. 

1722. 

VfOUR  making  a.  fort  of  apology  for  your  not  wri- 
*  ting,  K  a  very  genteel  reproof"  to  me.  I  know  I 
was  to  blame,  but  1  know  I  did  not  intend  to  be  fo, 
and  (what  is  the  happieft  knowledge  in  the  world)  I 
know  you  will  forgive  me  :  for  fure  nothing  is  more  fa- 
tisfaftory  than  to  be  certain  of  fuch  a  friend  as  will  over- 
look one's  failings,  fmce  every  fuch  inftance  is  a  convic- 
tion of  his  kindnefs. . 

Jf  I  am  all  my  life  to  dwell  in  intentions,  and  never 
to  rife  to  aftions,  I  have  but  too  much  need  of  that 
gentle  difpofition  which  I  experience  in  you.  But  I 
hope  better  things  of  myfelf,  and  fully  purpofe  to  make 
you  a  vifit  this  fummer  at  Sherburne.  I'm  told  you  are 
all  upon  removal  very  fpeedily,  and  that  Mrs.  Mary 
Digby  talks  in  a  letter  to  Lady  Scudamore,  of  fee- 
ing ray  Lord  Bathurft's  wood  in  her  way.  How  much 
I  wifh  to  be  her  guide  thro'  that  enchanted  forefr,  is  not 
to  be  expreft  :  1  look  upon  myfelf  as  the  magician  ap- 
propriated to  the  place,  without  whom  no  mortal  can 
penetrate  into  the  receffes  of  thofe  facred  fhades.  I 
could  pafs  whole  days,  in  only  defcribing  to  her  the  fu- 
ture, and  as  yet  vifjonary  beauties,  that  are  to  rife  in 
thofe  fcenes :  the  palace  that  is  to  be  built,  the  pavil- 
lions  that  are  to  glitter,  the  colonades  that  are  to  adorn 
them  :  nay  more,  the  meeting  of  the  Thames,  and  the 
Sevein,  which  (when  the  noble  owner  has  finer  dreams 
than  ordinary)  are  to  be  led  into  each  other's  embraces 
thro'  ftcret  caverns  of  not  above  twelve  or  fifteen 
miies,  till  they  rife  and  celebrate  their  marriage  in  the 
roidit  of  an  immenfe  amphitheatre,  which  is  to  be  the 
admiration  of  poiterity,  a  hundred  years  hence.  But 
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till  the  deftin'd  time  (hall  arrive  that  is  to  manifeft  thefe 
wonders,  Mrs.  Digby  muft  content  herfelf  with  feeing 
what  is  at  prefent  no  more  than  the  fineft  wood  in 
England. 

The  objefts  that  attract  this  part  of  the  world,  are 
of  a  quite  different  nature.  Women  of  quality  are  all 
turn'd  followers  of  the  camp  in  Hyde-park  this  year, 
whither  all  the  town  refort  to  magnificent  entertain- 
ments given  by  the  officers,  etc.  The  Scythian  Ladies 
tfeat  dwelt  in  the  waggons  of  war,  were  not  more  clofely 
attached  to  the  luggage.  The  matrons,  like  thofe  of 
Sparta,  attend  their  fons  to  the  field,  to  be  witneffes  of 
their  glorious  deeds ;  and  the  maidens  with  all  their 
charms  difplay'd,  provoke  the  fpirit  of  the  Soldiers : 
Tea  and  Coffee  fupply  the  plac^  of  Lacedemonian 
black  broth.  This  camp  feems  crown'd  with  perpe- 
tual victory,  for  every  fun  that  rifes  in  the  thunder 
of  cannon,  fets  in  the  mufic  of  violins.  Nothing  is 
yet  wanting  but  the  conftant  prefence  of  the  Princets, 
to  reprefent  the  Mater  Exercilus. 

At  Twickenham  the  world  goes  othenvife.  There 
are  certain  old  people  who  take  up  all  my  time,  and 
will  hardly  allow  me  to  keep  any  other  company.  They 
were  introduced  here  by  a  man  of  their  own  fort,  who 
has  made  me  perfectly  rude  to  all  contemporaries,  aijd 
won't  fo  much  as  fuffer  me  to  look  upon  them.  The 
perfon  I  complain  of  is  the  Bifhop  of  Rochefter.  Yet 
he  allows  me  (from  fomething  he  has  heard  of  your 
character,  and  that  of  your  family,  as  if  you  were  of 
the  old  feel:  of  moralifts)  to  write  three  or  four  fides  of 
paper  to  you,  and  to  tell  you  (what  thefe  fort  of  people 
never  tell  but  with  truth  and  religious  iincerity)  that  I 
am,  and  ever  will  be, 

Your,  etc. 
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LETTER    XIII. 

•*npHE  fame  reafon  that  hinder' d  your  writing,  hin- 
der'd  mine,  the  pieafing  expectation  to  fee  you  in 
town.  Indeed  fmce  the  willing  confinement  I  have  lain 
under  here  with  my  mother  (whom  it  is  natural  and  rea- 
fonabie  I  mould  rejoice  with,  as  well  as  grieve)  I  could 
the  better  bear  your  abfence  from  London,  for  I  could 
hardly  have  feen  you  there;  and  it  would  not  have  been 
quite  reafonable  to  have  drawn  you  to  a  fick  room  hither 
from  the  firft  embraces  of  your  friends.  My  mother  is 
now  (I  thank  God)  wonderfully  recovered,  tho'  not  fo 
much  as  yet  to  venture  out  of  her  chamber,  but  enough 
to  enjoy  a  few  particular  friends,  when  they  have  the 
good  nature  to  look  upon  her.  I  may  recommend  to 
you  the  room  we  fit  in,  upon  one  (and  that  a  favourite) 
account",  that  it  is  the  very  warmeft  in  the  houfe ;  we 
and  our  fires  will  equally  fmile  upon  your  face.  There 
is  a  Perfian  proverb  that  fays  (I  think  very  prettily) 
**  The  converfation  of  a  friend  brightens  the  eyes." 
This  I  take  to  be  a  fplendor  ftill  more  agreeable  than 
the  fires  you  fo  delightfully  defcribe. 

That  you  may  long  enjoy  your  own  fire-fide  in  the 
metaphorical  fenfe,  that  is,  all  thofe  of  your  family  who 
make  it  pieafing  to  fit  and  fpend  whole  wintry  months 
together,  (a  far  more  rational  delight,  and  better  felc 
by  an  honefr  heart,  than  all  the  glaring  entertainments, 
numerous  lights,  and  falfe  fplendors,  of  an  AfTembly 
af  empty  heads,  aking  hearts,  and  falfe  faces.)  This  is 
my  fincere  wifli  to, you  aad  yours. 

You  fay  you  propofe  much  pleafure  in  facing  fome 
few  faces  about  town  of  my  acquaintance..  I  guefs  y.ou 
jnean  Mr?  Howard's  and  Mrs.  Blount's.  And  I  affure 
you  %  youi  ought  ta  take  as  much  pleafure  in.  their 
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hearts,  if  they  are  what  they  fometimes  exprefs  with  re- 
gard to  you. 

Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  to  you  all,  a  very  faithful  fervant, 

LETTER    XIV. 
From  Mr.  D  i  G  B  Y. 

Sherburne,  Aug.  14,  1723* 

T  Can't  return  from  fb  agreeable  an  entertainment  as 
yours  in  the  country,  without  acknowledging  it.  I 
thank  you  heartily  for  the  new  agreeable  idea  of  life 
yoa  there  gave  me  ;  it  will  remain  long  with  me,  for 
it  is  very  ftrongly  imprefTed  upon  my  imagination.  I 
repeat  the  memory  of  it  often,  and  (hall  value  that  fa- 
culty of  the  mind  now  more  than  ever,  for  the  power 
it  gives  me  of  being  entertained  in  your  villa,  when  ab- 
fent  frem  it.  As  you  are  pofieffed  of  all  the-pleafures 
of  the  country,  and,  as  I  think,  of  a  right  mind,  what 
can  I  wifh  you  but  health  to  enjoy  them  ?  This  I  fo- 
heartily  do,  that  1  fhould  be  even  glad  to  hear  your 
good  mother  might  lofe  all  her  prefent  pleafures  in  her 
unwearied  care  of  you,  by  your  better  heahh  convin- 
cing them  it  is  unneceiTary. 

I  am  troubled  and  {hail  be  fo  till  1  hear  you  have  re-- 
ceiv'd  this  letter:  for  you  gave  me  the  greateil  pleafure: 
imaginable  in  yours,  and  I  am  impatient  to  acknowledge 
it.  If  I  any  ways  deferve  that  friendly  warmth  and' 
affeclion  with  which  you  write,  it  is,  that  I  have  a  heart 
full  of  love  and  efteem  for  you  :  fo  truly,  that  I  mould 
lofe  the  greateft  pleafure  of  my  life  if  1  loft  your  good' 
opinion.  Jt  rejoices  me  very  much  to  be  reckoned  by 
you  in  the  clafs  of  honeft  men  ;  for  tho'  I  am  not  trou» 
bled  over  much  about  the  opinion  moil  may  have  of 
me,  yet,  I  own,  it  would  grieve  me  not  to  be.  thought 
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well  of,  by  you  and  fome  few  others.  I  will  not  doubt 
my  own  ilrength,  yet  I  have  this  further  fecurity  to 
maintain  my  integrity,  that  I  cannot  part  with  that, 
without  forfeiting  your  elleera  with  it. 

Perpetual  diforder  and  ill  health  have  for  fome  years 
fo  difguifed  me,  that,  I  fometimes  fear  I  do  not  to  my 
beft  friends  enough  appear  what  I  really  am.  Sicknefs 
is  a  great  oppreffor ;  it  does  great  injury  to  a  zealous 
heart,  ftifling  its  warmth,  and  not  fuffering  it  to  break 
out  in  aclion.  But,  I  hope,  I  {hall  not  make  this  com- 
plaint much  longer.  I  have  other  hopes  that  pleafe  me 
too,  tho'  not  fo  well  grounded ;  thefe  are,  that  you 
may  yet  make  a  journey  weftward  with  Lord  Bathurfr, ; 
but  of  the  probability  of  this  I  do  not  venture  to  reafon, 
becaufe  I  would  not  part  with  the  pleafure  of  that  belief. 
It  grieves  me  to  think  how  far  I  am  removed  from  you, 
and  from  that  excellent  Lord,  whom  1  love !  Indeed  I 
remember  him,  as  one  that  has  made  ficknefs  ealy  to 
me,  by  bearing  with  my  infirmities  in  the  fame  manner 
that  you  have  always  done.  I  often  too  confider  him 
in  other  lights  that  make  him  valuable  to  me.  With 
him,  I  know  not  by  what  connection,  you  never  fail  to 
come  into  my  mind,  as  if  you  were  infeparable.  I 
have,  as  you  guefs,  many  philofophical  reveries  in  the 
ihades  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  of  which  you  are  a  great 
part.  You  generally  enter  thefe  with  me,  and  like  a 
good  Genius,  applaud  and  ftrengthen  all  my  fenti- 
inents  that  have  honour  in  them.  This  good  office 
which  you  have  often  done  me  unknowingly,  I  muflr 
acknowledge  now,  that  my  own  breail  may  not  re- 
proach me  with  .ingratitude,  and  difquiet  me  when  I 
would  mufe  again  in  that  folemn  fcene.  I  have  not 
room  now  left  to  aflc  you  many  queltions  I  intended 
about  (he  Odyfiey.  I  beg  I  may  know  how  far  you 
have  carried  UlyfTes  on  his  journey,  aud  how  you  have 
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been  entertained  with  him  on  the  way  ?  I  defire  I  may 
hear  of  your  health,  of  Mrs.  Pope's,  and  of  every  thing 
elfe  that  belongs  to  you. 

How  thrive  your  garden  plants  ?  how  look  the  trees  ? 
how  fpring  the  Brocoli  and  the  Fenochio  ?  hard  names 
to  fpeil  !  how  did  the  poppies  bloom  ?  and  how  is  the 
great  room  approv'd  ?  what  parties  have  you  had  of 
pleafure  ?  what  in  the  grotto  ?  what  upon  the  Thames  ?. 
I  would  know  how  all  your  hours  pafs,  all  you.  fay, 
and  all  you  do;  of  which  I  fhould  queftion  you  yet 
farther,  but  my  paper  is  full  and  fpares  you.  My  bro- 
ther Ned  is  wholly  yours,  and  fo  my  father  dellres  to 
be,  and  every  foul  here  whofe  name  is  Digby.  My 
filler  will  be  yours  in  particular.  What  can  I  add  more  2 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XV. 

October  10. 

T  Was  upon  the  point  of  taking  a  much  greater  journey 
•*  than  to  Bermudas,  even  to  that  undifco<ver  d  country* 
from  whofe  bourn  No  traveller  returns  ! 

A  fever  carried  me  on  the  high  gallop  towards  it  for 
fix  or  feven  days — But  here  you  have  me  now,  and  that 
is  all  I  fhall  fay  of  it :  fince  which  time  an  impertinent 
lamenete  kept  me  at  home  twice  as  long  j  as  if  fate 
fhould  fay  (after  the  other  dangerous  illnefs)  "  You  fhaii 
"  neither  go  into  the  other  world,  nor  any  where 
•'  you  like  in  this."  Elfe  who  knows  but  I  had  been 
at  Horn-lacy  f 

I  confpire  in  your  fer.timents,  emulate  your  pleafures, 
wi(h  for  your  company.  You  are  all  of  one  heart  and 
one  foul,  as  was  faid  of  the  primitive  Chriftians  :  'tis 
like  the  kingdom  of  the  juii  upon,  earth  j  not  a  wicked 
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•wretch  to  interrupt  you,  but  a  fet  of  try'd,  experienced 
friends,  and  fellow- comforters,  who  have  feen  evil  men 
and  evil  days ;  and  have  by  a  fuperiorreftitude  of  heart 
fet  yourfelves  above  them,  and  reap  your  reward.  Why 
\vill  you  ever,  of  your  own  accord,  end  fuch  a  millen- 
nary  year  in  London  ?  tranfmigrate  (if  I  may  fo  call  k) 
into  other  creatures,  in  that  fcene  of  folly  militant, 
when  you  may  reign  for  ever  at  Hom-lacy  in  fenfe  and 
reafon  triumphant  ?  I  appeal  to  a  third  Lady  in  your 
family,  whom  I  take  to  be  the  moft  innocent,  and  the 
leaft  warp'd  by  idle  fathion  and  cuftom  of  you  all ;  I 
appeal  to  her,  if  you  are  not  every  foul  of  you  better 
people,  better  companions,  and  happier,  where  you 
are?  I  defire  her  opinion  under  her  hand  in  your  next 
letter,  I  mean  Mifs  Scudamore's  *.  I  am  confident  if 
{he  would  or  durft  fpeak  her  fenfe,  and  employ  that 
reafoning  which  God  has  given  her,  to  infufe  more 
thoughtfulnefs  into  you  ail ;  thofe  arguments  could  not 
fail  to  put  you  to  the  blufh,  and  keep  you  out  of  town, 
like  people  fenfible  of  your  own  felicities.  I  am  not 
without  hopes,  if  fhe  can  detain  a  parliament-man  and 
a  lady  of  quality  from  the  world  one  winter,  that  I 
may  come  upon  you  with  fuch  Irrefirtible  arguments 
another  year,,  as  may  carry  you  all  with  me  to  Bermu- 
das f ,  the  feat  of  all  earthly,  happineis,  and  the  new  Je* 
rufalem  of  the  righteous. 

Don't  talk  of  the  decay  of  the  year,  the  feafon  is 
good  where  the  people  are  fo  :  'tis  the  beft  time  of  the 
year  for  a  painter ;  there  is  more  variety  of  colours  in 
the  leaves,  the  profpe&s  begin  to  open,  thro1  the  thin- 
ner woods,  over  the  valleys  ;  and  thro'  the  high  cano- 
pies of  trees  to  the  higher  arch  of  heaven:  fhe  dews 

*  Afterwards  Duchefs  of  Beaufort,  at  this  time  very  young. 

•f-  About  this  time  the  Rev.  Dean  Berkley  conceived  his  project 
of  en-tling  a  fcttlementin  Bermudas  for  the  Propagation  of.  tke 
Chriftian  faitb,.  and  introduction  of  Sciences  into  America* 
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of  the  morning  impearl  every  thorn,  and  fcatter  dia- 
monds on  the  verdant  mantle  of  the  earth ;  the  frofts 
are  frefti  and  wholefome :  what  would  you  have  ?  the 
Moon  {runes  too,  tho'  not  for  Lovers  thefe  cold  nights* 
but  for  Aftrenomers. 

Have  ye  not  reflecting  Tdefcopes*,  whereby  ye  may 
innocently  magnify  her  fpots  and  blemifh.es  ?  Content 
yourfelves  with  them,  and  do  not  come  to  a  place  where 
your  own  eyes  become  reflecting  Telefcopes,  and  where 
thole  of  all  others  are  equally  fuch  upon  their  neigh- 
bours. Stay  you  at  lead  (for  what  I've  faid  before  re- 
lates only  to  the  ladies  :  don't  imagine  I'll  write  about 
any  Eyes  but  theirs)  ftay,  I  fay,  from  that  idle,  bufy- 
looking  Sanhedrin,  where  wifdom  or  no  wifdom  is  the 
eternal  debate,  not  (as  it  lately  was  in  Ireland)  an  acci- 
dental one. 

If,  after  all,  you  will  defpife  good  advice,  and  refolve 
to  come  to  London,  here  you  will  find  me,  doing  jult 
the  things  I  mould  not,  living  where  I  mould  not,  and 
as  worldly,  as  idle,  in  a  word  as  much  an  Anti-Bermu- 
danift  as  any  body.  Dear  Sir,  make  the  ladies  know  I 
am  their  fervant,  you  know  J  am. 

Yours,  etc. 


LETTER    XVI. 

Aug.  12. 

I  Have  been  above  a  month  {trolling  about  in  Buck- 
inghammire  and  Oxfordfhire,  from  garden  to  gar- 
den, but  ftill  returning  to  Lord  Cobham's  with  frefli 
fetisfaclion.  i  mould  be  forry  to  fee  my  Lady  Scuda- 
more'S,  till  it  has  had  the  full  advantage  of  Lord  B  *  's 
improvements ;  and  then  I  will  expect  fomething  like 

*  Ttefc  inflruments  were  juft  tbea  brought  to  gcrfe&ion. 
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the  waters  of  Riflcin?,  and  the  woods  of  Oakley  toge- 
ther, which  (without  flattery)  would  be  at  leaft  as  good; 
as  any  thing  in  our  world  :  For  as  to  the  hanging  gar- 
dens of  Babylon,  the  Paradife  of  Cyrus,  and  the  Shara- 
waggi's  of  China,  I  have  little  or  no  ideas  of  them, 
but,  I  dare  (ay,  Lord  B  *  has,  becaufe  they  were  cer- 
tainly both  very  great,  and  very  wild.  1  hope  Mrs. 
Mary  Digby  is  quite  tired  of  his  Lordihip's  Extrai'a- 
gante  Bergerie :  and  that  {he  is  juft  now  fitting,  or  ra- 
ther reclining  on  a  bank,  fatigued  with  over- much  danc- 
ing and  ringing  at  his  unwearied  requeft  and  inftiga- 
tion.  1  know  your  love  of  eafe  fo  well,  that  you  might 
be  in  danger  of  being  too  quiet  to  enjoy  quiet,  and  too 
philofophka!  to  be  a  philcfopher ;  were  it  not  for  the 
ferment  Lord  B.  will  put  you  into.  One  of  his  Lord- 
flip's  maxims  is,,  that  a  total  abftinence  from  intem- 
perance orbufinefs,  is  no  more  philofophy,  than  a  total 
confopition  of  the  fenfes  is  repofe  :  one  muft  feel  enough 
cf  its  contrary  to  have  a  relifh.  of  either.  But,  after 
all,  let  your  temper  work,  and  be  as  fedate  and  con- 
templative as  you  will,  I'll  engage  you  fhall  be  fit  for 
any  of  us,  when  you  come  to  town  in  the  winter.  Folly 
will  laugh  you  into  all  the  cuftoms  of  the  company 
here  ;  nothing  will  be  able  to  prevent  your  converfion 
to  her,  but  indifpofition,  which,  I  hope,  will  be  far 
from  you.  I  am  telling  the  worft  that  can  come  of 
you  ;  for  as  to  vice,  you  are  fafe  ;  but  folly  is  many  an 
honeft  man's,  nay  every  good-humour'd  man's  lot :  nay, 
it  is  the  feafoning  of  life ;  and  fools  (in  one  fenfe)  are 
the  fait  of  the  earth  :  a  little  is  excellent,  tho'  indeed  a 
whole  mouthful  is  juftly  calPd  the  Devil. 

So  much  for  your  diverfions  next  winter,  and  for 
mine.  I  envy  you  much  more  at  prefent,  than  I  mall 
then  ;  for  if  there  be  on  earth  an  image  of  paradife,  it 
is  in  fuch  perfect  Union  and  Society  as  you  all  poiTcfs» 
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I  would  have  my  innocent  envies  and  wiflies  of  yonr 
ftate  known  to  you  all ;  which  is  far  better  than  making 
you  compliments,  for  it  is  inward  approbation  and 
eileem.  My  Lord  Digby  has  in  me  a  fincere  fervant, 
or  would  have,  were  there  any  occafion  for  m-j  to  ma- 
nifeft  it. 


LETTER    XVII. 

Decemb.  28,  1724. 

TT  is  now  the  feafon  to  wifti  you  a  good  end  of  one 
-*•  year,  and  a  happy  beginning  of  another:  but  both 
thefe  you  know  how  to  make  your/elf,  by  only  continu- 
ing fuch  a  life  as  you  have  been  long  accuftomed  to 
lead.  As  for  good  works,  they  are  things  I  dare  not 
name,  either  to  thofe  that  do  them,  or  to  thofe  that  do 
them  not ;  the  firft  are  too  modeft,  and  the  latter  too 
lelfilh,  to  bear  the  mention  of  what  are  become  either 
too  old  fafhion'd,  or  too  private,  to  conftitute  any  part 
of  the  vanity  or  reputation  of  the  prefent  age.  How- 
ever, it  were  to  be  wifli'd  people  would  now  an  1  then 
look  upon  good  works  as  they  do  upon  old  waul;obes, 
merely  in  cafe  any  of  them  fhouid  by  chance  come  into 
fafhion  again  ;  as  ancient  fardingales  revive  in  modern, 
hoop'd  petticoats,  (which  may  be  properly  compared  to 
charities,  as  they  cover  a  multitude  of  fins.) 

They  tell  me  that  at  Colefliill  certain  antiquated  cha- 
rities, and  obfolete  devotions  are  yet  fubfifting  :  that  a 
thing  called  Chriftian  chcarfulnefs  (not  incompatible 
with  Chriftmas  pyes  and  plumb-broth)  whereof  frequent 
is  the  mention  in  old  fermons  and  almanacks,  is  really 
kept  alive  and  in  practice  :  that  feeding  the  hungry,  and 
giving  alrr.s  to  the  poor,  do  yet  make  a  part  of  good 
houfe-keeping,  in  a  latitude  not  more  remote  from 
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London  than  four/core  miles :  and  laftjy,  that  prayers 
and  roaft-beef  adually  make  fome  people  as  happy,  as 
a  whore  and  a  bottle.  But  here  in  town,  I  afl'ure  you, 
men,  women,  and  children  have  done  with  thefe  things. 
Charity  not  only  begins,  but  ends,  at  home.  Inftead 
of  the  four  cardinal  virtues,  now  reign  four  courtly 
ones :  we  have  cunning  for  prudence,  rapine  for  juftice, 
time-ferving  for  fortitude,  and  luxury  for  temperance. 
Whatever  you  may  fancy  where  you  live  in  a  itate  of 
ignorance,  and  fee  nothing  but  quiet,  religion,  and 
good-humour,  the  cafe  is  juft  as  I  tell  you  where  peo- 
ple underftand  the  world,  and  know  how  to  live  with 
Credit  and  glory. 

I  wifh  that  Heaven  would  open  the  eyes  of  men,  and 
make  them  fenfible  which  of  thefe  is  right ;  whether, 
upon  a  due  conviftion,  we  are  to  quit  faftion,  and  gam- 
ing, and  high  feeding,  and  all  manner  of  luxury,  and 
to  take  to  your  country  way  ?  or  you  to  leave  prayers, 
and  almfgiving,  and  reading,  and  exercife,  and  come 
into  our  meafures  ?  I  wifh  (I  fay)  that  this  matter  were 
as  clear  to  all  men,  as  it  is  to 

Your  affe&ionate,  etc. 


.   LETTER    XVIIF. 

DEAR  SIR,  April  21,  1726. 

T  Have  a  great  inclination  to  write  to  you,  tho*  I  can- 
•*•  not  by  writing  any  more  than  I  could  by  words,  ex- 
prefs  what  part  I  bear  in  your  fufferings.  Nature  and 
Efteem  in  you  are  join'd  to  aggravate  your  affliftion  : 
the  latter  I  have  in  a  degree  equal  even  to  yours,  and  a 
tye  of  friendfhip  approaches  near  to  the  tendernefs  of 
nature :  yet,  God  knows,  no  man  living  is  lefs  fit  to 
comfort  you,  as  no  man  is  more  deeply  fenfible  than 
snyfelf  of  the  greatnefs  of  the  lofs.  That  very  virtue, 
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which  fecures  his  prefent  ftate  from  all  the  forrovvs  inci- 
dent to  ours,  does  but  aggrandife  our  fenfaticw  of  its 
being  remov'd  from  our  fight,  from  our  affeftion,  and 
from  our  imitation  ;  for  the  friendfhip  and  fociety  ©f 
good  men  does  not  only  make  us  happier,  but  it  makes 
us  better.  Their  Death  does  but  complete  their  felicity 
before  our  own,  who  probably  are  not  yet  arrived  to  that 
degree  of  perfection  which  merits  an  immediate  reward. 
That  your  dear  brother  and  my  dear  friend  was  fo,  I 
take  his  very  removal  to  be  a  proof;  Providence  would 
certainly  lend  virtuous  men  to  a  world  that  fo  much 
wants  them,  as  long  as  in  its  juftice  to  them  it  could 
fpare  them  to  us.  May  my  foul  be  with  thofe  who 
have  meant  well,  and  have  acted  well  to  that  meaning  I 
and,  I  doubt  not,  if  this  prayer  be  granted,  I  mall  be 
with  him.  Let  us  preferve  his  memory  in  the  way  he 
would  beft  like,  by  recollecting  what  his  behaviour 
would  have  been,  in  every  incident  of  our  lives  to  come, 
and  doing  in  each  juft  as  we  think  he  would  have  done; 
fo  we  lhall  have  him  always  before  our  eyes,  and  in 
our  minds,  and  (what  is  more)  in  our  lives  and  manners. 
I  hope  when  we  (ball  meet  him  next,  we  (hall  be  more 
of  a  piece  with  him,  and  confequently  not  to  be  ever- 
more feparated  from  him,  I  will  add  but  one  word 
that  relates  to  what  remains  of  yourfelf  and  me,  fince 
fo  valued  a  part  of  us  is  gone ;  it  is  to  beg  you  to  ac- 
cept, as  yours  by  inheritance,  of  the  vacancy  he  has  left 
in  a  heart,  which  (while  he  could  fill  it  with  fuch  hopes, 
wifhes  and  affections  for  him  as  fuited  a  mortal  creature) 
was  truly  and  warmly  his  ;  and  (hall  (I  affure  you  in 
the  fmcerity  of  forrow  for  my  own  lofs)  be  faithfully  at 
your  fervice  while  I  continue  to  love  his  memory,  that 
is,  while  1  continue  to  be  myfelf. 

Mr.  Digby  died  in  the  year  1726,  and  is  buried  in  the  church  of 
Sheiburne  in  Dorfetihire,  with  an  Epitaph  written  by  the  Author , 
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Bifhop  of  ROCHESTER, 
From  the  Year  1716  to  1723. 


LETTER    I. 
The  Bifhop  of  R  o  c  n  E  s  T  E  R  to  Mr,  POPE, 

Decemb.  171?. 

I  Return  your  *  Preface,  which  I  have  read  twice  with 
pleafure.  The  modefly  and  good  fenfe  there  is  in 
it,  muft  pleafe  every  one  that  reads  it  :  And  fince  there 
is  nothing  that  can  offend,  I  fee  not  why  you  fhould 
balance  a  moment  about  printing  it  —  always  provided, 
that  there  is  nothing  faid  there  which  you  may  have 
occafion  to  unfay  hereafter  :  of  which  you  yourfelf  are 
the  beft  and  the  only  judge.  This  is  my  fmcere  opi-. 
flion,  which  I  give,  becaufe  you  afk  it  :  and  which  I 
would  not  give  tho'  afked,  but  to  a  man  I  value  as 
much  as  1  do  you  ;  being  fenfible  how  improper  it  is, 
on  many  accounts,  for  me  to  intcrpofe  in  things  of  this 

*  The  general  preface  to  Mr.  Pope's  Poems,  firfl  priattd  i"i7>, 
the  year  after  the  date  of  this  letter, 


LETTERS,  etc.  319 

nature ;  which  I  never  underflood  well,  and  now  under- 
itand  fomewhat  lefs  than  ever  I  did.  But  I  can  deny 
you  nothing  ;  efpecially  fmce  you  have  had  the  good- 
nefs  often,  and  patiently,  to  hear  what  I  have  faid  againft 
rhyme,  and  in  behalf  of  blank  verfe ;  with  little  di£ 
cretion,  perhaps,  but,  I  am-iure,  without  the  lead  pre- 
judice :  being  myfelf  equally  incapable  of  writing  well 
in  either  of  thofe  ways,  and  leaning  therefore  to  nei- 
ther fide  of  the  queftion,  but  as  the  appearance  of  rea- 
fon  inclines  me.  Forgive  me  this  error,  if  it  be  one ; 
an  error  of  above  thirty  years  {landing,  and  which  there- 
fore  I  fhall  be  very  loth  to  part  with.  In  other  mat- 
ters which  relate  to  polite  writing,  I  (hall  feldom  differ 
from  you  :  ,or,  if  I  do,  fhall,  I  hope,  have  the  prudence 
to  conceal  my  opinion.  I  am  as  much  as  I  ought  to 
be,  that  is,  as  much  as  any  man  can  be, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    If. 

The  Bifhop  of  ROCHESTER  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Feb.  18,  1717. 

T  Hoped  to  find  you  laft  night  at  Lord  Bathurft's,  and 
•••  came  but  a  few  minutes  after  you  had  left  him.  I 
brought  Gorboduc  *  with  me ;  and  Dr.  Arbuthnot  tel- 
ling me  he  fhould  fee  you,  I  depofited  the  book  in  his 
hands :  out  of  which,  I  think,  my  Lord  Bathurft  got  it 
before  we  parted,  and  from  him  therefore  you  are  to 
claim  it.  If  Gorboduc  mould  ftill  mifs  his  way  to  you, 
others  are  to  anfvver  for  it ;  I  have  delivered  up  my 

*  A  Tragedy,  written  in  the  Reign  of  Edward  the  fixth  (and 
much  the  beft  performance  of  that  Age)  by  Sackville,  afterwards 
E^rl  of  Dorfet,  and  Lord  Treafurer  to  Queen  Elizabeth.  It  was 
then  very  fcarce,  but  lately  reprinted  by  R,  Dodfley  in  Pall-mall. 
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truft.  I  am  not  forty  your  f  Alcander  is  burnt ;  had  I 
known  your  intentions,  I  would  have  interceded  for  the 
firft  page,  and  put  it,  with  your  leave,  among  my  curi- 
ofities.  In  truth,  it  is  the  only  inftance  of  that  kind  I 
ever  met  with,  from  a  perfon  good  for  any  thing  elfe, 
nay  for  every  thing  elfe  to  which  he  is  pleas'd  to  turn 
himfelf. 

Depend  upon  it,  I  Ihall  fee  you  with  great  pleafure 
at  Bromley ;  and  there  is  no  requeft  you  can  make  to  me, 
that  I  (hall  not  moft  readily  comply  with.  I  wifh  you 
health  and  happinefs  of  all  forts,  and  would  be  glad  to 
be  inftrumental  in  any  degree  towards  helping  you  to 
the  lead  mare  of  either.  I  am  always,  every  where, 
moft  affectionately  and  faithfully 

Your,  etc. 


L  E  T  T  E  R    III. 

The  Bifhop  of  ROCHESTER  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Bromley,  Nov.  8,  1717. 

T  Have  nothing  to  fay  to  you  on  that  melancholy  fub- 
•*•  jeft,  with  an  account  of  which  the  printed  paper* 
have  furnilhed  me,  but  what  you  have  already  faid  to 
yourfelE 

When  you  have  paid  the  debt  of  tendernefs  you  owe 
to  the  memory  of  a  Father,  I  doubt  not  but  you  will 
turn  your  thoughts  towards  improving  that  accident  to 
your  own  eafe  and  happincfs.  You  have  it  now  in  your 
power,  to  purfue  that  method  of  thinking  and  living 
which  you  like  beft.  Give  me  leave,  if  I  am  not  a 
little  too  early  in  my  applications  of  this  kind,  to  con- 
gratulate you  upon  it ;  and  to  affure  you  that  there  is  no 

•f  An  Heroic  Poem  writ  at  15  years  old. 
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tnan  living,  who  wifhes  you  better,  or  would  be  more 
pieas'd  to  contribute  any  ways  to  your  fatisfaftion  or 
iervice. 

I  return  you  your  Milton,  which,  upon  collation,  I 
find  to  be  revifed,  and  augmented,  in  feveral  places, 
as  the  title  page  of  my  third  edition  pretends  it  to  be. 
When  I  fee  you  next,  I  will  (hew  you  the  feveral  paf- 
fages  alter'd,  and  added  by  the  author,  befide  what  you 
mentioned  to  me. 

I  proteft  to  you,  this  laft  perufal  of  him  has  given 
me  fuch  new  degrees,  I  will  not  (ay  of  pleafure,  but 
of  admiration  and  aftonifhment,  that  I  look  upon  the 
fublimity  of  Homer,  and  the  majefty  of  Virgil,  with 
fomewhat  lefs  reverence  than  I  ufed  to  do.  I  challenge 
you,  with  all  your  partiality,  to  ihew  me  in  the  firft  of 
thefe  any  thing  equal  to  the  Allegory  of  Sin  and  Death, 
either  as  to  the  greatnefs  and  juftnefs  of  the  inven- 
tion, or  the  height  and  beauty  of  the  colouring.  What 
I  look'd  upon  as  a  rant  of  Barrow's,  I  now  begin  to 
think  a  ferious  truth,  and  could  almoft  venture  to  fet 
my  hand  to  it, 

Hefc  quicunque  legit,  tanium  cednij/e  putabit 

M<eoniden  Ranas,  Virgilium  Culices* 
But  more  of  this  when  we  meet.  When  I  left  the  town 
the  D.  of  Buckingham  continued  fo  ill  that  he  receiv'd 
no  meflages ;  oblige  me  fo  far  as  to  let  me  know  how 
he  does ;  at  the  fame  time  I  (hall  know  how  you  do, 
and  that  will  be  a  double  fatisfaction  to 

Your,  etc. 


3«z  LETTERSTOAND 

LETTER    IV. 
The  Anfwer. 

MY  LORD,  Nov.  20,  1717. 

T  Am  truly  obliged  by  your  kind  condolence  on  my 
•^  Father's  death,  and  the  defire  you  exprefs  that  I 
fhould  improve  this  incident  to  my  advantage.  I 
know  your  Lordlhip's  friendmtp  to  me  is  fo  extenfive, 
that  you  include  in  that  wilh  both  my  fpiritual  and  my 
temporal  advantage  ;  and  it  is  what  I  owe  to  that  fiiend- 
fhip,  to  open  my  mind  unrefervedly  to  you  on  this 
head.  It  is  true,  I  have  loft  a  parent  for  whom  no 
gains  I  could  make  would  be  any  equivalent.  But  that 
was  not  my  only  tye  :  I  thank  God  another  ftill  remains 
(and  long  may  it  remain)  of  the  fame  tender  nature  : 
Genitrix  eft  mibi— -and  excufe  me  if  1  fay  with  Euryalus, 
nequeam  lacrymas  perftrre  parentis. 

A  rigid  divine  may  call  it  a  carnal  tye,  but  fure  it  is  a 
virtuous  one  :  at  leaft  I  am  more  certain  that  it  is  a  duty 
of  nature  to  preferve  a  good  parent's  life  and  happinefs, 
.than  {  am  of  any  fpeculative  point  whatever. 

Ignaram  hujus  quvdcunqiie  peridi 
Hanc  ego,  tiunc,  iinjuam  ? 

For  (he,  my  Lord,  would  think  this  feparation  more 
grievous  than  any  other,  and  I,  for  my  part,  know  as 
little  as  poor  Euryalus  did,  of  the  fuccefs  of  fuch  an  ad- 
venture, (for  an  Adventure  it  is,  and  no  fmall  one,  in 
fpite  of  the  mod  pofitive  divinity.)  Whether  the  change 
would  be  to  my  fpiritual  advantage,  God  only  knows  : 
this  I  know,  that  I  mean  as  well  in  the  religton  I  now 
profefs,  as  I  can  poffibly  ever  do  in  another.  Can  a 
man  who  thinks  fo,  juitify  a  change,  even  if  he  thought 
both  equally  good ,?  To  fuch  an  one,  the  part  of  Join- 
9 
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/«>  with  any  one  body  of  Chriftians  might  perhaps  be 
eafy,  but  t  think  it  would  not  be  fb,  to  Renounce  the 
other. 

Your  Lordfhip  has  formerly  advis'd  me  to  read  the 
Left  controverfies  between  the  Churches.  Shall  I  tell 
you  a  fecret  ?  I  did  fo  at  fourteen  years  old,  (for  I  loved 
reading,  and  my  father  had  no  ether  books)  there  wa» 
a  collection  of  all  that  had  been  written  on  both  fides 
in  the  reign  of  King  James  the  fecond  :  I  warm'd  my 
head  with  them,  and  the  confequence  was,  that  I  found 
myfelf  a  Papift  and  a  Proteftant  by  turns,  according  to 
the  laft  book  I  read  *.  I  am  afraid  moft  Seekers  are  in 
the  fame  cafe,  and  when  they  Hop,  they  are  not  fo  pro- 
perly converted,  as  out-witted.  You  fee  how  little 
glory  you  would  gain  by  my  converfion.  And  after  all, 
1  yerily  believe  your  Lordfliip  and  I  are  both  of  the  fame 
religion,  if  we  were  thoroughly  underftood  by  one  ano- 
ther, and  that  all  honeft  and  reafonable  chriftians  would 
be  fo,  if  they  did  but  talk  enough  together  every  day  -f 
and  had  nothing  to  do  together,  but  to  ferve  God,  and 
live  in  peace  with  their  neighbour. 

As  to  the  temporal  fide  of  the  queftion,  I  can  have  no 
difpute  with  you  ;  it  is  certain,  all  the  beneficial  circum- 
ftances  of  life,  and  all  the  finning  ones,  lie  on  the 
part  you  would  invite  me  to.  But  if  I  could  bring 
myfelf  to  fancy,  what  I  think  you  do  but  fancy,  that 
I  have  any  talents  for  active  life,  I  want  health  for 
it ;  and  befides  it  is  a  real  truth,  I  have  lefs  Inclina- 
tion (if  poflible)  than  Ability.  Contemplative  life  is 
not  only  my  fcene,  but  it  is  my  habit  too.  I  begun 
my  life  where  moft  people  end  theirs,  with  a  dif-relifh, 
of  a!l  that  the  world  calls  ambition  :  I  don't  know 

*  This  is  an  excellent  defcription  of  every  Reader  labouring  ia 
religious  ccntroverfy,  without  poUeffing  the  pnncifles  on  which  a 
light  judgment  of  the  points  in  queftion  is  to  be  re*uiate«Jt 
VOL.  V,  CL 
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why  'tis  called  fo,  for  to  me  it  always  feem'd  to  be 
rather  flooding  than  climbing.  I'll  tell  you  my  politic  and 
religious  fentiments  in  a  few  words.  In  my  politics,  I 
think  no  further  than  how  to  preferve  the  peace  of  my 
life,  in  any  government  under  which  I  live  ;  nor  in  my 
icligion,  than  to  rrefeive  the  peace  of  my  confcience, 
in  any  church  with  which  I  communicate.  I  hope  all 
churches  and  all  governments  are  fo  far  of  God,  as  they 
are  rightly  underilood,  and  rightly  adminiflred  :  and 
where  they  are,  or  may  be  wrong,  I  leave  it  to  God 
slone  to  mend  or  reform  them  ;  which  whenever  he 
does,  it  mull  be  by  greater  inftruments  than  I  am.  I 
am  not  a  papift,  for  I  renounce  the  temporal  invafions 
of  the  papal  power,  and  deteft  their  arrogated  authority 
over  Princes  and  States.  I  am  a  Catholic  in  the  ftrifteft 
fenfe  of  the  word.  If  I  was  born  under  an  abfolute 
prince,  1  would  be  a  quiet  fubjeft ;  but  I  thank  God 
I  was  not.  I  have  a  due  fenfe  of  the  excellence  of  die 
Britifla  conftitution.  In  a  word,  the  things  I  have  al- 
ways wifhed  to  fee  are  not  a  Roman  Catholic,  or  a 
French  Catholic,  or  a  Spanifh  Catholic,  but  a  true  Ca- 
tholic :  and  not  a  King  of  Whigs,  or  a  King  of  Tories, 
but  a  King  of  England.  Which  God  of  his  mercy 
grant  his  prefent  Majefty  may  be,  and  all  future  Majef- 
ties :  You  fee,  my  Lord,  I  end  like  a  preacher  :  this  is 
Sermo  ad  Clerum,  not  ad  Pofu/um.  Believe  me,  with  in- 
finite obligation  and  fincere  thanks,  ever 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    V. 

Sept.  23,  1720. 

T  Hope  you  have  fome  time  ago  recdv'd  the  Sulphur, 
and  the  two  volumes  of  Mr.  Gay,  as  inftances  (how 
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*i*ra:ill  ones  foever )  that  I  wilh  you  both  health  and 
diverfion.  What  I  now  fend  for  your  perufal,  I  ihall 
fay  nothing  of;  not  to  foreftall  by  a  {ingle  word  what 
you  promib'd  to  fay  upon  that  fubject.  Your  Lord- 
fhjp  may  criticife  from  Virgil  to  thefe  Tales;  as  Solo- 
mon wrote  of  every  thing  from  the  cedar  to  the  hyiTop. 
I  have  fome  caufe,  fince  I  lafl  waited  on  you  at  Brom- 
ley, to  look  upon  you  as  a  prophet  in  that  retreat,  from 
whom  oracles  are  to  be  had,  were  mankind  wife  enough, 
.to  go  thither  to  confult  you:  The  fate  of  the  South- 
fea  fcheme  has,  much  fooner  than  I  expected,  verify 'd 
what  you  told  me.  Mofl  people  thought  the  time 
would  come,  but  no  man  prepared  for  it ;  no  man 
confidered  it  would  come  like  a  Thief  in  the  Night,  ex- 
aftly  as  it  happens  in  the  cafe  of  our  death.  Methink* 
God  has  punifh'd  the  avaritious,  as  he  often  punimes 
fmners,  in  their  own  way,  in  the  very  fin  itfelf:  the 
thuil  of  gain  was  their  crime,  that  thirit  continued  be- 
came their  punilhment  and  ruin.  As  for  the  few  who 
have  the  good  fortune,  to  remain  with  half  of  what  they 
imagined  they  bad  (among  whom  is  your  humble  fer- 
vanc)  I  would  have  them  fenfible  of  their  felicity,  ani 
convinced  of  the  truth  of  old  Hefiod's  maxim,  who,  after 
.  half  his  eftate  was  fwallowed  by  the  Directors  of  thofs 
days,  refolved,  that  halflQ  be  mere  th^n  the  'whole. 

Does  not  the  fate  of  thefe  people  put  you  in  miad 
of  two  paflages,  one  in  Job,  the  other  from  the  Pfalniilt  ? 
Men  Jb all  groan  out  of  the  CITY,  and  hij's  them  out  of 
-their  PLACE. 

They  have  dreamed  out  their  dre&m,  and  awakening 
have  found  nothing  in  their  hands. 

Indeed  the  univerfal  poverty,  which  is  the  confe- 
quence  of  univerfal  avarice,  and  which  will  fall  hardeit 
upon  the  guiltlefs  and.indudrious  part  of  ma»kind,  is 
.truly  lamentable.  .The  univerfal  deluge  of  the  §.  Sea, 

0.2 
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contrary  to  the  old  deluge,  has  drowned  all  except  a 
few  Unrighteous  men  :  but  it  is  Come  comfort  to  me  that 
I  am  not  one  of  them,  even  tho'  I  were  to  furvive  and 
rule  the  world  by  it.  I  am  much  pleas'd  with  a  thought 
of  Dr.  Arbuthnot's ;  he  fays  the  government  and  South- 
Sea  company  have  only  lock'd  up  the  money  of  the 
people,  upon  conviction  of  their  Lunacy  (as  is  ufual  in 
the  cafe  of  Lunatics)  and  intend  to  reftore  them  as  much 
as  may  be  fit  for  fuch  people,  as  fail  as  they  mall  fee 
them  return  to  their  fenfes. 

The  latter  part  of  your  letter  does  me  fo  much  ho- 
nour, and  (hews  me  fo  much  kindnefs,  that  I  muft  both 
be  proud  and  pleas'd,  in  a  great  degree ;  but  I  affure 
you,  my  Lord,  much  more  the  laft  than  the  firft.  For 
I  certainly  know,  and  feel,  from  my  own  heart,  which 
truly  refpedls  you,  that  there  may  be  a  ground  for  your 
partiality,  one  way ;  but  I  find  not  the  leaft  fymptoms 
in  my  head,  of  any  foundation  for  the  other.  In  a 
word,  the  beft  reafon  I  knosv  for  my  being  pleas'd,  is, 
that  you  continue  your  favour  towards  me ;  the  belt  I 
know  for  being  proud,  would  be  that  you  might  cure 
me  of  it ;  for  I  have  found  you  to  be  fuch  a  phyfician 
as  dees  not  only  repair  but  improve.  I  am,  with  the 
fincereft  elteem,  and  moft  grateful  acknowledgment, 

Your,  etc. 

LETTER    VI. 

From  the  Bifhop  of  ROCHESTER. 

THE   Arabian  Tales,  and  Mr.  Gay's  books,  I  re- 
ceiv'd  not  till  Monday  night,  together  with  your 
letter ;  for  which  I  thank  you.     I  have  had  a  fit  of  the 
gout  upon  me  ever  fince  I  returned  hither  from  Weft- 
miciler  on  Saturday  night  laft  :  it  has  found  its  way  into 
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my  hands  as  well  as  legs,  fo  that  I  have  been  utterly 
incapable  of  writing.  This  is  the  firft  letter  that  I  have 
ventured  upon  ;  which  will  be  written,  I  fear,  ••vacillun- 
tibus  literis,  as,  Tully  fays,  Tyro's  letters  were,  after  his 
Recovery  from  an  illnefs.  What  I  faid  to  you  in  mine 
about  the  Monument,  was  intended  only  to  quicken, 
not  to  alarm  you.  Jt  is  not  worth  your  while  to  know 
what  I  meant  by  it :  but  when  I  fee  you,  you  (hall.  I 
hope  you  may  be  at  the  Deanry,  towards  the  end  of 
October,  by  which  time,  I  think  of  fettling  there  for  the 
winter.  What  do  you  think  of  fome  fuch  ihort  infcrip- 
tion  as  this  in  Latin,  which  may,  in  a  few  words,  fay 
all  that  is  to  be  faid  of  Dryden,  and  yet  nothing  more 
than  he  deferves  ? 

JOHANNI    DRYDEN  O, 

CVIPOESIS     ANGLICANA 

VIM    SVAM    AC    VENERES    DEBET; 

tTSIQJ/AlN    POSTERVM    AVGEBITVR    LAVDEj 

EST  ADHVC  DEBITVRA: 

HONORIS    ERGO   P.    etc. 

To  fliew  you  that  I  am  as  much  in  earnefl  in  the 
affair  as  you  yourfelf,  fomething  I  will  fend  you  too 
of  this  kind  in  Englifh.  If  your  defign  holds  of  fixing 
Dryden's  name  only  below,  and  his  Bufto  above — may 
not  lines  like  thefe  be  grav'd  juft  under  the  name  ? 

Ibis  Sheffield  rais"d,  to  Dryden  s  ajbesjujt, 

Here  fix 'd  his  Name,  and  there  his  laureled  Eufl. 

What  elfe  the  Mufe  in  Marble  night  exprefs, 

Is  knonvn  already  ;  Praift  ivauld  make  him  left. 
Or  thus — 

More  needs  not ;  where  acknowle  Igd  Merits  reign, 

Praife  is  impertinent ;  and  Cenfure  vain. 

This  you'll  take  as  a  proof  of  my  zeal  at  leaft,  tho'  it 
be  none  of  my  talent  in  Poetry.     When  you  have  read 
0.3 
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it  over,  I'll  forgive  you  if  you  fiiould  not  once  in  yoaf 
life-time  again  think  of  it. 

And  now,  Sir,  for  your  Arabian  Taks.  Ill  as  I 
have  beer.,  almoft  ever  fince  they  came  to  hand,  I  have 
»ead  as  much  of  themr  as  eve*  I  fhall  read  while  I  live. 
indeed  they  do  not  pleafe  my  tafte  :  they  are  writ  with 
fo  romantic  an  air,  and,  allowing  for  the  difference  of 
eaftern  manners,  are  yet,  upon  any-  fuppofition  that  can 
be  made,  cf  fo  wild  and  abfurd  a  contrivance  (at  leail 
to  my  northern  underftanding)  that  I  have  not  only  no 
pleafure,  but  no  patience,  in  perufing  them-  They  are 
tome  like  the  odd  paintings  on  Indian  fcreens,  which 
.a;  fai ft  glance  may  furpiize  and  pleafe  a  little  :  but,  when 
you  fix  your  eye  intently  upon  them,  they  appear  fo  ex- 
tiavaganr,  disproportion^,  and  monilrous,  that  they  give 
a  judicious  eye  pain,  and  wake  him  feek  for  relief  from 
feme  other  objeft. 

They  may  furnim  the  mind  with  fbmfl»new  images  : 
but  I  think  the  purchafe  is  made  at  too  great  an  ex- 
pence  :  for  to  read  thofe  two  volumes  through,  liking 
them  as  little  as  I  do,  would  be  a  terrible  penance,  and 
fo  read  them  with  pleafure  would  be  dangerous  on  the 
other  fide,  becaufe  of  the  infection.  I  will  never  be- 
lieve, that  you  have  any  keen  rdifli  of  them,  till  I' find 
,you  write  worfe  than  you  do,  which,  I  dare  fay,  I 
never  fhall.  Who  that  Petit  de  la  Croi/e  is,  the  pretand- 
ed  author  of  them,  1  cannot  tell  :  but  obferving  how 
full  they  are  in  the  defcriptions  of  drefs,  furniture,  etc. 
J  cannot  help  thinking  them  the  product  of  fome  Wo- 
man's imagination:  and,  believe  roe,.  I  would  do  any 
thing  but  break  with  you,  rather  than  be  bound  to  read 
them  over  with  attention. 

I  am  forry  that  I  was  (b  true  a  prophet  in  refpedl  of 
the  S.  Sea ;  forry,  I  mean,  as  far  as  your  lofs  is  con- 
cern'd :  for  in  the  general  I  ever  was  and  ftill  am  ef 
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opinion,  that  had  that  project  taken  root  and  ficurifh'd, 
it  would  by  degrees  have  overturn'd  our  confutation. 
Three  or  four  hundred  millions  was  fiich  a  weight,  that 
which-foever  way  it  had  leaned,  muft  have  borne  down 
all  before  it — But  of  the  dead  we  muft  fpeak  gently; 
and  therefore,  as  Mr.  Dryden  fays  fomevvhere,  Peace  be 
to  its  Manes ! 

Let  me  add  one  reflection,  to  make  you  eafy  in  yoar 
ill  luck.  Had  you  got  all  that  you  have  loll  beyond 
what  you  ventur'd,  confidcr  that  your  fuperfluous  gains 
would  have  fprung  from  the  ruin  of  feveral  families  that 
now  want  neceflaries ;  a  thought,  under  which  a  good 
and  good-natured  man  that  grew  rich  by  fuch  means* 
could  not,  I  perfuade  myfdf,  be  perfectly  eafy.  Adieu> 
and  believe  me,  ever 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    VII. 

•    From  the  Bifhop  of  Roc  H  ESTER. 

March  26,  1721. 

VTOU  are  not  yourfelf  gladder  you  are  well,  than  I 
am;  efpecially  fmce  I  can  pleafe  myfelfwith  the 
thought  that  when  you  had  loft  your  health  elfewhere, 
you  recovered  it  here.  May  thefe  lodgings  never  treat 
you  worfe,  nor  you  at  any  time  have  lefs  reafon  to  be 
fond  of  them  I 

I  thank  you  for  the  fight  of  your  *  Verfes,  and  with 
the'freedom  of  an  honeft,  tho'  perhaps  injudicious  friend, 
muft  tell  you,  that  tho'  I  could  like  fome  of  them,  if 
they  were  any  body's  elfe  but  yours,  yet  as  they  are 
yours,  and  to  be  own'd  as  fuch,  J  can  fcarce  like  any  of 
*  Epitaph  en  Mr.  Harcourt. 
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them.  Not  but  that  the  four  firft  lines  are  good,  efpe- 
cially  the  fecond  couplet ;  and  might,  if  followed  by 
four  others  as  good,  give  reputation  to  a  writer  of  a 
lefs  eftablifhed  fame  :  but  from  you  I  expert  fome- 
thing  of  a  more  perfect  kind,  and  which  the  oftener 
it  is  read,  the  more  it  will  be  admired.  When  you 
barely  exceed  other  writers,  you  fall  much  beneath 
yourfelf:  'tis  your  misfortune  now  to  write  without 
a  rival,  and  to  be  tempted  by  that  means  to  be  more 
carelefs,  than  you  would  otherwife  be  in  your  com- 
pofures. 

Thus  much  I  could  not  forbear  faying,  tho'  I  have 
a  motion  of  confequence  in  the  Houfe  of  Lords  to-day, 
and  muft  prepare  for  it.  I  am  even  with  you  for  your 
ill  paper ;  for  I  write  upon  worfe,  having  no  other  at 
hand.  J  wifh  you  the  continuance  of  your  health  moft 
heartily ;  and  am  ever 

Your,  etc. 

I  have  fent  Dr.  Arbuthnot  the  f  Latin  MS.  which  I 
could  not  fin,d  when  you  left  me  ;  and  I  am  fb  angry  at 
the  writer  for  his  defign,  and  his  manner  of  executing 
it,  that  I  could  hardly  forbear  fending  him  a  line  of 
Virgil  along  with  it.  The  chief  Reafoner  of  that  phi- 
lofophic  farce  is  a  Gallo  Ligur,  as  he  is  call'd — what 
that  means  in  Englifti  or  French,  I  can't  fay — but  all  he 
fays,  is  in  fo  loofe  and  flippery  and  trickifh  a  way  of 
reafoning,  that  I  could  not  forbear  applying  the  paflage 
of  Virgil  to  him, 

•f-  Written  by  Huettus,  bifhop  of  Avranches.  He  was  a  mean 
reafoner;  as  may  be  feen  by  a  vaft  collection  of  fanciful  and  extra- 
vagant conjectures,  which  he  call'd  a  demsnjirat'ion  j  mixed  up  with 
much  reading,  which  his  friends  called  learning,  and  delivered  (by 
the  allowance  of  all)  in  good  Latin.  This  not  being  received  for 
what  he  would  give  it,  he  compofed  a  treatife  of  the  ivfaknefs  of '  tbt 
ttitnan  undetjianditig :  a  poor  fyftem  of  fcepticifm  j  indeed  little 
ether  than  an  abftraft  from  Sextus  Etxiruus, 
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Vane  Ligur,  fruftraque  animis  elate  fuperbis  ! 
Nequicquam  patrias  tentafli  lubricus  artes — 

To  be  ferious,  I  hate  to  fee  a  book  gravely  written,  and 
in  all  the  forms  of  argumentation,  which  proves  no- 
thing, and  which  fays  nothing;  and  endeavours  only  to 
put  us  into  a  way  of  diftrufting  our  own  faculties,  and 
doubting  whether  the  marks  of  truth  and  falmood  can 
in  any  cafe  be  diftinguimed  from  each  other.  Could 
that  blefled  point  be  made  out  (as  it  is  a  contradiction 
in  terms  to  fay  it  can)  we  fhould  then  be  in  the  moft 
uncomfortable  and  wretched  flate  in  the  world  j  and  I 
would  in  that  cafe  be  glad  to  exchange  my  Reafon,  with 
a  dog  for  his  Inftinft,  to-morrow. 


LETTER    VIII. 
L.  Chancellor  HA R COURT  to  Mr.  POPS. 

Decemb.  6,  1722. 

T  Cannot  but  fufpeft  myfelf  of  being  very  unreafonable 
•*•  in  begging  you  once  more  to  review  the  inclos'd. 
Your  friendlhip  draws  this  trouble  on  you.  I  may  free- 
ly own  to  you,  that  my  tendernefs  makes  me  exceeding 
hard  to  be  fatisfied  with  any  thing  which  can  be  faid 
on  fuch  an  unhappy  fubjeft.  I  caus'd  the  Latin  Epi- 
taph to  be  as  often  alter'd  before  I  could  approve  of  it. 

When  once  your  Epitaph  is  fet  up,  there  can  be  no 
alteration  of  it,  it  will  remain  a  perpetual  monument  of 
your  friendship,  and,  I  affure  myfelf,  you  will  fo  fettle 
it,  that  it  mall  be  worthy  of  you.  I  doubt  whether  the 
word,  deny'dt  in  the  third  line,  will  juftly  admit  of  that 
conftru&ion  which  it  ought  to  bear  (viz.)  renounced, 
dcierted,  etc.  denfd  is  capable,  in  my  opinion,  of  ha- 
ving an  ill  fenfe  put  upon  it,  as  too  great  unealinefs,  or 
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more  good-nature,  than  a  wife  man  ought  to  have.    1 

very    well  remember  you  told  mey  you  could    fcarce 

mend  thofe  two  lines,  and  therefore  I  can  fcarce  ex- 

peft  your  forgivenefs  for  my  defining  you  to  reconfider 

them. 

liar  court  jlandi  duml,  and  Pope  is  fore* d  to /peak, 

I  can't  perfectly,  at  leaft  without  further  difcourfing 
you,  reconcile  myfelf  to  the  firft  part  of  that  line  j  and 
the  word/*n:V  (which  was  my  own,  and,.  I  perfuade 
myfelf,  for  that  reafon  only  fubmkted  to  by  youj  feems 
to  carry  too  doubtful  a  conftrudtion  for  an  Epitaph* 
which,  as  I  apprehend,  ought  as  eafijy  to  be  underilood 
as  read.  J  mall  acknowledge  it  as  a  very  particular  fa- 
vour, if  at  your  beft  leifure  you  will  perufe  the  inclofed, 
and  vary  it,  if  you  think  it  capable  of  being  amended, 
and  let  me  fee  you  any  morning  next  week. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    IX. 
The  Bilhop  of  ROCHESTER  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Sept.  27,  1721. 

T  Am  now  confined  to  my  bed-chamber,  and  to  the 
matted  room,  wherein  I  am  writing,  feldom  ven- 
turing to  be  carried  down  even  into  the  parlour  to  din- 
ner, unlefs  when  company  to  whom  I  cannot  excufe 
rayfelf,  comes,  which  I  am  not  ill  pleas'd  to  find  is  now 
very  feldom.  This  is  my  cafe  in  the  funny  part  of  the 
year :  what  muft  I  exped,  when 

in-ver/urn-  contrljlat  Aquarius  annum  ? 
'  If  thefe  things  be  done  in  the  green  tree,  what  (hall 
*  be  done  in  the  dry  ?"  Excufe  me  for  employing  a 
cntence  of  Scripture  on  this  occafion ;  I  apply  it  very 
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ferioufly.  One  thing  relieves  me  a  little,  under  the  iH 
prolpeft  I  have  of  fpending  my  time  at  the  Deanry  this 
winter  ;  that  1  fhall  have  the  opportunity  of  feeing  you 
oftener ;  tho',  I  am  afraid,  you  will  have  little  pleafure 
in  feeing  me  there.  So  much  for  my  ill  ftate  of  health, 
which  1  had  not  touch 'd  on,  had  not  your  friendly  letter 
been  fo  full  of  it.  One  civil  thing,  that  you  fay  in  it» 
made  me  think  you  had  been  reading  Mr.  Waller ;  and 
poffefs'd  of  that  image  at  the  end  of  his  copy,  a  la  mz- 
lade,  had  you  not  beftovv'd  it  on  one  who  has  no  right 
to  the  leaft  part  of  the  character.  Jf  you  have  not  read 
the  verfes  lately,  I  am  fure  you  remember  them  becaufe 
you  forget  nothing. 

Witbfuch  a  grace  you  entertain, 

^ind  look  withfuch  contempt  on  pain,  etc. 

1  mention  them  not  on  the  account  of  that  couplet, 
but  one  that  follows  j  which  ends  with  the  very  fame 
rhymes  and  words  (appear  and  clear)  that  the  couplet 
but  one  after  that  does — and  therefore  in  my  Waller 
there  is  a  various  reading  of  the  firft  of  thefe  couplets  i 
for  there  it  runs  thus, 

So  lightnings  in  ajiormy  air 

Scorch  more,  than  ixben  ihejky  is  fair. 

You  will  fay  that  I  am  not  very  much  in  pain,  nor  very 
bufy,  when  I  can  reli(h  thefe  amulements,  and  you  will 
fay  true  :  for  at  prefent  I  am  in  both  thefe  refpe&s  very 
eafy. 

]  had  not  ftrength  enough  to  attend  Mr.  Prior  to  his 
grave,  elfe  I  would  have  done  it,  to  have  Ihew'd  his 
friends  that  I  had  forgot  and  forgiven  what  he  wrote 
on  me.  He  is  buried,  as  he  defired,  at  the  feet  of 
Spencer,  and  I  will  take  care  to  make  good  in  every  re- 
fpedl  what  I  faid  to  him  when  living  ;  particularly  as  to 
the  Triplet  he  wrote  for  bis  own  Epitaph  j  which  while 
ft* 
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we  were  in  good  terms,  J  promis'd  him  ihould  never  ap_ 

pear  on  his  tomb  while  I  was  Dean  of  Wefhninfler. 

I  am  pleas'd  to  and  you  have  fo  much  pleafure,  and 
(which  is  the  fou"c'ation  of  it)  ib  much  health  at  Lord 
BathuriVs  :  may  ooth  continue  till  I  fee  you !  may  my 
Lord  have  as  much  fatisfaclion  in  building  the  houfe  in 
the  wood,  and  uiing  it  when  built,  as  you  have  in  de- 
ftgning  it !  I  canot  lend  a  wifh  after  him  that  means  him 
more  happinefs,  and  yet,  I  am  fure,  I  wife  him  as  much 
as  he  wilhes  himfelf. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    X. 

From  the  fame. 

Bromley,  Oft.  15,  1721. 

"j^rOtwithflanding  I  write  this  on  Sunday  even,  to  ac- 
knowledge  the  receipt  of  yours  this  morning ;  yet, 
L  forefee,  it  will  not  reach  you  till  Wednefday  morn- 
ing. And  before  fet  of  fun  that  day  I  hope  to  reach 
my  winter  quarters  at  the  Deanry.  I  hope,  did  1  fay  ? 
I  recall  that  word,  for  it  implies  defire :  and,  God 
knows,  that  is  far  from  being  the  cafe.  For  I  never 
part  with  this  place  but  with  regret,  tho'  I  generally 
keep  here  what  Mr.  Cowley  calls  the  worft  of  company 
in '  the  world,  my  own  ;  and  fee  either  none  befidc,  or 
what  is  worfe  than  none,  fome  of  the  Arrii,  or  Belofi  of 
my  neighbourhood  :  Characters,  which  Tully  paints  fo 
well  in  one  of  his  Epiltles,  and  complains  of  the  too 
civil,  but  impertinent  interruption  they  gave  him  in  his 
retirement.  Since  I  have  named  thofe  gentlemen,  and 
the  book  is  not  far  from  me,  I  will  turn  to  the  place, 
and  by  pointing  it  out  to  you,  give  you  the  pleafure  of 
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perufing  the  epiftle,  which  is  a  very  agreeable  one,  if 
my  memory  does  not  fail  me. 

J  am  furpriz'd  to  find  that  my  Lord  Bathurft  and  you 
are  parted  fo  foon  ;  he  has  been  fick,  I  know,  of  fome 
late  tranfadions ;  but  fhould  that  ficknefs  continue  ftill 
in  fome  mcafure,  I  prophefy,  it  will  be  quite  off  by  the 
beginning  of  November  :  a  letter  or  two  from  his  Lon- 
don friends,  and  a  furfeit  of  fblitude,  will  foon  make 
him  change  his  relblution  and  his  quarters.  I  vow  tot 
you,  I  could  live  here  with  pleafure  all  the  winter,  and 
be  contented  with  hearing  no  more  news  than  the  Lon- 
don Journal,  or  fome  fuch  trifling  paper,  affords  me, 
did  not  the  duty  of  my  place  require,  abfolutely  require 
my  attendance  at  Weflminfter;  where,  I  hope,  the 
Prophet  will  now  and  then  remember  he  has  a  bed 
and  a  candleftick.  In  (hort,  I  long  to  fee  you,  and 
hope  you  will  come,  if  not  a  day,  yet  at  leaft  an 
hour  fooner  to  town  than  you  intended,  in  order  to 
afford  me  that  fatisfaftion.  I  am  now,  I  thank  God  I 
as  well  as  ever  I  was  in  my  life,  except  that  I  can 
walk  fcarce  at  all  without  crutches :  And  I  would 
willingly  compound  the  matter  with  the  gout,  to  be 
no  better,  could  I  hope  to  be  no  worfe ;  but  that  is 
a  vain  thought,  I  expeft  a  new  attack  long  before 
Chriilmas.  Let  me  fee  you  therefore  while  I  am  in  a 
condition  to  relifli  you,  before  the  days  (and  the 
nights)  come,  when  I  fhall  (aud  mull)  fay,  I  have  no 
pleafure  in  them. 

I  will  bring  your  fmall  volume  of  Paftorals  along 
with  me,  that  you  may  not  be  difcouraged  from  lending 
me  books,  when  you  find  me  fo  pun&ual  in  returning 
them.  Shakefpear  fhall  bear  it  company,  and  be  pur 
into  your  hands  as  clear  and  as  fair  as  it  came  out  of 
them,  tho'-you,  1  think,  have  been  dabbling  here  ard 
there  with  the  text :  I  have  had  more  reverence  for  th« 
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writer  and  the  printer,  and  left  every  thing  (landing  juf? 
as  I  found  it.  However,  I  thank  you  for  the  pleafure 
you  have  given  me  in  putting  me  upon  reading  him 
once  more  before  I  die. 

I  believe  I  mall  fcarce  repeat  that  pleafure  any  more, 
having  other  work  to  do,  and  other  things  to  think  of, 
but  none  that  will  interfere  with  the  offices  of  friend- 
fhip,  in  the  exchange  of  which  with  you,  Sir,  I  hope  to 
jive  and  die 

Your,  etc. 

P.  S.  Addifon's  works  came  to  my  hands  yefterday. 
I  cannot  but  think  it  a  very  odd  fet  of  incidents,  that 
the  book  mould  be  didicated  by  a  *  dead  man  to  f  a 
dead  man ;  and  even  that  the  new  J  patron  to  whom 
Tickell  chofe  to  infcribe  his  verfes,  mould  be  dead  alfo 
before  they  were  publimed.  Had  I  been  in  the  Editor's 
place  I  mould  have  been  a  little  apprehenfive  for  my- 
felf,  under  a  thought  that  every  one  who  had  any  hand 
in  that  work  was  to  die  before  the  publication  of  it. 
You  fee,  when  I  am  converfing  with  you,  I  knOvv  not 
how  to  give  over,  till  the  very  bottom  of  the  paper  ad- 
monifiies  me  once  more  to  bid  you  adieu  J 


LETTER    XI. 

MY  LORD,  Feb.  8,  1721-2. 

TT  is  fb  long  fince  I  had  the  pleafure  of  an  hour  with 
•*•  your  Lordfhip,  that  I  mould  begin  to  think  myfelf 
no  longer  Arnicas  omnium  korarum,  but  for  finding  my- 
felf fo  in  my  conftant  thoughts  of  you.  In  thofe  I  was 
with  you  many  hours  this  very  day,  and  had  you  (where 
I  wi(h  and  hope  one  day  to  fee  you  really)  in  my 
garden  at  Twitnam.  When  I  went  laft  to  town,  and 

«  Mr,  Addifoa.          f  Mr,  CraggJ,          J  Lord  Warwick, 
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was  on  wing  for  the  Deanry,  I  heard  your  Lordfhip  was 
gone  the  day  before  to  Bromley,  and  there  you  con- 
tinued till  after  my  return  hither.  I  fincerely  wim  yoa 
whatever  you  wilh  yourfelf,  and  all  you  wim  your  friends 
or  family.  All  I  mean  by  this  word  or  two,  is  juft  ta 
tell  you  fo,  till  in  perfon  I  find  you  as  I  defire,  that  is, 
find  you  well :  eafy,  refign'd,  and  happy  you  will  make 
yourfelf,  and  (I  believe)  every  body  that  converfes  with 
you;  if  I  may  judge  of  your  power  over  other  mens 
minds  and  affeftions,  by  that  which  you  will  ever  have 
ever  thofe  of 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    Xlf. 
From  the  Bifhop  ofRocHESTE  R. 

Feb.  26,  1721-2.' 

IpErmit  me,  dear  Sir,  to  break  into  your  retiremenf, 
•^  and  to  defire  of  you  a  complete  copy  of  thofe  verfes 
on  Mr.  Addifon  *  ;  fend  me  alfo  your  lalt  refolutiorr, 
which  (hall  punctually  be  obferved  in  relation  to  my 
gtving  out  any  copy  of  it ;  for  I  am  again  foliated  by 
another  Lord,  to  whom  I  have  given  the  fame  anfwer 
as  formerly.  No  fmall  piece  of  your  writing  has 
been  ever  fought  after  fo  much :  it  has  pleas'd  every 
man  without  exception,  to  whom  it  has  been  read. 
Since  you  now  therefore  know  where  your  real  ftrengdi 
lies,  1  hope  you  will  not  fufFer  that  talent  to  lye  unem- 
ploy'd.  For  my  part,  I  fhould  be  fo  glad  to  fee  yoa 
finim  fomething  of  that  kind,  that  I  could  be  con- 
tent to  be  a  little  fneer'd  at  in  a  line  or  fo,  for  the 

*  An  imperfeft  Copy  was  got  out,  very  much  to  the  Author' • 
»rpme,  who  ncvej  would  give  any, 
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fcke  of  the  pleafure  I  fhould  have  in  reading  the  reft. 
I  have  talk'd  my  fenfe  of  this  matter  to  you  once  or 
twice,  and  now  I  put  it  under  my  hand,  that  you 
may  fee  it  is  my  deliberate  opinion.  What  weight 
that  may  have  with  you  I  cannot  fay  :  but  it  pleafes 
me  to  have  an  opportunity  of  mewing  you  how  well 
I  vvifh  you,  and  how  true  a  friend  I  am  to  your  fame, 
which  I  defire  may  grow  every  day,  and  in  every  kind 
of  writing,  to  which  you  mail  pleafe  to  turn  your  pen. 
Not  but  that  I  have  fome  little  intereft  in  the  propofel, 
as  I  fhall  be  known  to  have  been  acquainted  with  n  man 
that  was  capable  of  excelling  in  fuch  different  manners, 
and  did  fuch  honour  to  his  country  and  language  ;  and 
yet  was  not  difpleas'd  fometimes  to  read  what  was  writ- 
ten by  his  humble  fervant. 


LETTER    XIII. 

March  14,  1721-2. 

T  Was  difappointed  (much  more  than  thofe  who  com- 
•*•  monly  ufe  that  phrafe  on  fuch  occafions)  in  miffing 
you  at  the  Deanry,  where  I  lay  folitary  two  nights.  In- 
deed I  truly  partake  in  any  degree  of  concern  that  af- 
fctis  you,  and  I  wilh  every  thing  may  fucceed  as  you 
defire  in  your  own  family,  and  in  that  which,  I  think, 
you  no  lefs  account  your  own,  and  is  no  lefs  your  fa- 
mily, the  whole  world  :  for  I  take  you  to  be  one  of  the 
trae  friends  of  it,  and  to  your  power  its  proteflor. 
Tho'  the  noife  and  daily  buftle  for  the  public  be  now 
over,  I  dare  fay,  a  good  man  is  ilill  tendring  its  welfare; 
as  the  Sun  in  the  winter,  when  feeming  to  retire  from 
the  world,  is  preparing  benedidions  and  warmth  for  a 
better  feafon.  No  man  wilhes  your  Lord/hip  more 
quiet,  more  tranquillity,  than  I,  who  know  you  ihould 
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underfland  the  value  of  it :  but  I  don't  wifh  you  a  jot 
lefs  concern'd  or  lefs  adive  than  you  are,  in  all  fincere, 
and  therefore  warm,  defires  of  public  good. 

I  beg  the  kindnefs  (and  'tis  for  that  chiefly  I  trouble 
you  wiih  this  letter)  to  favour  me  with  notice  as  foon  as 
you  return  to  London,  that  I  may  come  and  make  you 
a  proper  vifit  of  a  day  or  two  :  for  hitherto  I  have  not 
been  your  Vilitor,  but  your  Lodger,  and  I  accufe  my- 
felf of  it.  I  have  now  no  earthly  thing  to  oblige  my 
being  in  town  (a  point  of  no  fmall  fatisfa&ion  to  me) 
but  the  belt  reafon,  the  feeing  a  friend.  As  long,  my 
Lord,  as  you  will  let  me  call  yon  fo  (and  I  dare  fay  you 
will,  till  I  forfeit  what,  I  think,  I  never  (hall,  my  vera- 
city and  integrity)  I  {hall  eiicem  myfelf  fortunate,  in 
fpite  of  the  Soath-fea,  Poetry,  Popery,  and  Poverty. 

I  can't  tell  you  how  forry  I  am,  you  fhould  be  trou- 
bled a- new  by  any  fort  of  people.  1  heartily  wilh, 
Quod  fifirejl,  ut  tibi  vivas — that  you  may  teach  me 
how  to  cio  the  fame :  who,  without  any  real  impedi- 
ment to  adiing  and  living  rightly,  do  aft  and  live  as 
fooliihly  as  if  I  were  a  Great  man. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XIV. 
From  the  Bifhop  of  ROCHESTER. 

March  16,  1721-2. 

A  S  a  vifitant,  a  lodger,  a  friend  (or  under  what  other 
•^  denomination  foever)  you  are  always  welcome  to 
me  ;  and  will  be  more  fo,  I  hope,  every  day  that  we 
live  :  for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  like  you  as  I  like 
myfelf,  beft  when  we  have  both  of  us  leaft  bufmefs.  It 
has  been  my  fa'e  to  be  engaged  in  it  much  and  often, 
by  the  ftations  in  which  I  was  placed  :  but  God,  that 
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knows  my  heart,  knows,  I  never  lov'd  it :  and  am  ffill 
]e&  in  love  with-  it  than  ever,  as  I  find  lefs  temptation 
to  aft  with  any  hope  of  fuccefc.  Jf  I  am  good  for  any 
thing,  'cis  in  angulo  cum  libello ;  and  yet  a  good  part  of 
my  time  has  been  fpent,  and  perhaps  muft  be  fpent, 
far  otherwife.  For  I  will  never,  while  I  have  health,. 
be  wanting  to  my  duty  in  my  pod,,  or  in  any  refpe£t> 
how  littk  foever  I  may  like  my  employment,  and  how 
hopelefs  foever  I  may  be  in  the  difcharge  of  it. 

In  the  mean  time  the  judicious  wold  is  pleas'd  to 
think  that  I  delight  in  work  which  i  am  obliged  to  un- 
dergo, and  aim  at  things  which  I  from  my  heart  de- 
fpife  ;  let  them  think  as  they  will,  fo  1  might  be  at  li- 
berty to  acl  as  I  will,  and  fpend  my  time  in  fuc'n  a 
manner  as  is  moft  agreeable  to  me.  I  cannot  fay  I  do 
fo  now,  for  [  am  here  without  any  books,  and  if  I  had 
them  could  not  ufe  them  to  my  fatisfaclion,.  while  my 
mind  is  taken  up  in  a  more  melancholy  *  manner ; 
and  how  long,  or  how  little  a  while  it  may  be  fo  taken 
up  God  only  knows,  and  to  his  will  I  implicitly  refign 
myfelf  in  every  thing. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XV. 

MY  LORD,  March  19,  1721-2. 

T  Am  extremely  fenfible  of  the  repeated  favour  cf  your 
•*  kind  letters,  and  your  thoughts  of  me  in  abfence, 
even  among  thoughts  of  much  nearer  concern  to  your- 
felf  on  the  one  hand,  and  of  much  more  importance 
to  the  world  on  the  other,  which  cannot  but  engage 
you  at  this  junfture.  J  am  very  certain  of  your  good- 
will, and  of  the  warmth  which  is  in  you  infeparable 
from  it. 

«  In  bis  Lady's  laft  SUknefs. 
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Your  remembrance  of  Twitenhatn  is  a- frefh  inftance 
of  that  partiality.  1  hope  the  advance  of  tire  fine  fea- 
fon  will  fet  you  upon  your  legs,  enough  to  enable  you 
to  get  into  my  garden,  where  I  will  carry  you  up  a 
Mount,  in  a  point  of  view  to  mew  you  the  glory  of 
my  little  kingdom.  If  you  approve  it,  I  (hall  be  in 
danger  to  boaft,  like  Nebuchadnezzar,  of  the  things  I 
have  made,  and  to  be  turn'd  to  converfe,  not  with  the 
beafls  of  the  field,  but  with  the  birds  of  the  grove, 
which  1  mail  take  to  be  no  great  punifhment.  For 
indeed  I  heartily  defpife  the  ways  of  the  world,  and 
moil  of  the  great  ones  of  it. 

Ob  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great ! 

And  you  may  judge  how  comfortably  I  am  ftrength* 
en'd  in  this  opinion,,  when  fuch  as  your  Lordlhip  bear 
teftimony  to  its  vanity  ami  emptinefs.  Tinnit,  inane  eft* 
\vith  the  picture  of  one  ringing  on  the  globe  with  hi* 
finger,  is  the  belt  thing  I  have  the  luck  to  remember  ia 
that  great  Poet  Quarles  (not  that  I  forget  the  Devil  at 
bowls ;  which  I  know  to  be  your  Lordfhip's  favourite 
cut,  as  well  as  favourite  diverfion.)' 

The  fituation  here  is  pleafant,  and  the  view  rural 
enough,  to  humour  the  moft  retired,  and  agree  with  the 
moft  contemplative.  Good  air,  folitary  groves,  and 
fparing  diet,  fufficient  to  make  you  fancy  yourfelf  (what 
you  are  in  temperance,  tho'  elevated  into  a  greater 
figure  by  your  ftation)  one  of  the  Fathers  of  the  De- 
fart.  Here  you  may  think  (to  ufe  an  author's  words,, 
whom  you  fo  juflly  prefer  to  all  his  followers  that  you'll 
receive  them  kindly,  tho'  taken  from  his  worft  work  *  j) 
That  in  EliaVs  banquet  you  partake, 
Or  fit  a  guejl  with  Daniel,  at  his  PuJje. 

*  The  ParaJife  Regained.  I  fuppofe  this  was  in  compliment  & 
the  Bifhoji,  It  cguid  never  be  his  owa 
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I  am  fincerely  free  with  you,  as  you  defire  I  mould, 
and  approve  of  your  not  having  your  coach  here,  for 
if  you  would  fee  Lord  C*  or  any  body  elfe,  I  have 
another  chariot,  befides  that  little  one  you  laugh'd  at 
when  you  compar'd  me  to  Homer  in  a  nut-fheil.  But 
if  you  would  be  entirely  private,  no  body  fhal!  know 
any  thing  of  the  matter.  Believe  me  (my  Lord)  no 
man  is  with  more  perfect  acquiefcence,  nay  with  more 
willing  acquiefcence  (not  even  any  of  your  own  Sons  of 
the  Church) 

Your  obedient,  etc. 


LETTER    XVI. 
From  the  Bilhop  of  ROCHESTER. 

April  6,  1722. 

T  JNDER  all  the  leifure  in  the  world,  I  have  no 
leifure,  no  ftomach  to  write  to  you :  the  gradual 
approaches  of  death  are  before  my  eyes.  I  am  con- 
vinced that  it  muft  be  fo ;  and  yet  make  a  fhift  to  flat- 
ter myfelf  fometimes  with  the  thought,  that  it  may 
poffibly  be  otherwife.  And  that  very  thought,  tho'  it 
is  directly  contrary  to  my  reafon,  does  for  a  few  mo- 
ments make  me  eafy — however  not  eafy  enough  in 
good  earneft  to  think  of  any  thing  but  the  melancholy 
object  that  employs  them.  Therefore  wonder  not  that 
1  do  not  anfwer  your  kind  letter :  1  mall  anfwer  it  too 
foon,  I  fear,  by  accepting  your  friendly  invitation. 
When  I  do  fo,  no  conveniencies  will  be  wanting :  for 
I'll  fee  no  body  but  you  and  your  mother,  and  the 
fervants.  Vifits  to  ftatefmen  always  were  to  me  (and 
are  now  more  than  ever)  infipid  things  ;  let  the  men 
that  expect,  that  wifh  to  thrive  by  them,  pay  them 
that  homage ;  I  am  free.  When  I  want  them,  they 
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{hall  hear  of  me  at  their  doors :  and  when  they  want 
me,  I  mall  be  fure  to  hear  of  them  at  mine.  But  pro- 
bably they  will  defpife  me  fo  much,  and  I  lhall  court 
them  fo  little,  that  we  mail  both  of  us  keep  our  diftance. 
When  I  come  to  you,  'tis  in  order  to  be  with  you 
only ;  a  prefident  of  the  council,  or  a  ftar  and  garter 
will  make  no  more  impreltion  upon  my  mind,  at  fuch 
a  time,  than  the  hearing  of  a  bag-pipe,  or  the  light 
of  a  puppet-mew.  I  have  faid  to  Greatnefs  fome  time 
ago — Tuas  tibi  res  babeto,  Egomet  curabo  meas.  The 
time  is  not  far  off  when  we  ihall  all  be  upon  the  level : 
and  I  am  refolv'd,  for  my  part,  to  anticipate  that  time, 
and  be  upon  the  level  with  them  now  :  for  he  is  fb, 
that  neither  feeks  nor  wants  them.  Let  them  have 
more  virtue  and  lefs  pride  ;  and  then  I'll  court  them  as 
much  as  any  body  :  but  till  they  refolve  to  diftinguifh 
themfelves  fome  way  elfe  than  by  their  outward  trap- 
pings, I  am  determined  (and,  I  think,  I  have  a  right) 
to  be  as  proud  as  they  are :  tho'  I  truft  in  God,  my 
pride  is  neither  of  fo  odious  a  nature  as  theirs,  nor  of 
fo  mifchievous  a  confequence. 

1  know  not  how  I  have  fallen  into  this  train  of  think- 
ing— when  I  fat  down  to  write  I  intended  only  to  ex- 
cuie  myfelf  for  not  writing,  and  to  tell  you  that  the 
time  drew  nearer  and  nearer,  when  I  muft  diflodge  ;  I 
am  preparing  for  it :  for  I  am  at  this  moment  building 
a  vault  in  the  Abby  for  me  and  mine.  'Twas  to  be  in 
the  Abby,  becaufe  of  my  relation  to  the  place;  but  'tis 
at  the  weft  door  of  it :  as  far  from  Kings  and  Caefars 
as  the  fpace  would  admit  of. 

I  know  not  but  I  may  ftep  to  town  to-morrow,  to 
fee  how  the  work  goes  forward ;  but,  if  I  do,  I  mall 
return  hither  in  the  evening.  I  would  not  have  given 
you  the  trouble  of  this  letter  but  that  they  tell  me  it 
will  coft  you  nothing,  and  that  our  privilege  of  Frank* 
9 


344  LETTERS  TO   AND 

ing  (one  of  the  mofl  valuable  we  have  left)  is  agala 

allow'd  is. 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XVII. 

'From  the  Bifhop  ofRocHESTEiu 

Bromley,  May  25,  1722. 

I -Had  much  ado  to  get  hither  laft  night,  the  water 
being  fo  rough  that  the  ferry-men  were  unwilling 
to  venture.  The  firft  thing  I  faw  this  morning  after  my 
eyes  were  open,  was  your  letter,  for  the  freedom  and 
kindnefs  of  which  I  thank  you.  Let  all  compliments 
be  laid  afide  between  us  for  the  future  ;  and  depend 
upon  me  as  your  faithful  friend  in  all  things  within  my 
power,  as  one  that  truly  values  you,  and  willies  you  all 
manner  of  happinefs.  I  thank  you  and  Mrs.  Pope  for 
my  kind  reception,  which  has  left  a  pleafmg  impreifion 
upon  me  that  will  not  foon  be  effaced. 

Lord  *  has  prefs'd  me  terribly  to  fee  him  at  *  and 
told  me  in  a  manner. betwixt  kindnefs  and  refentment* 
that  it  is  but  a  few  miles  beyond  Twuenham. 

I  have  but  a  little  time  left,  and  a  great  deal  to  do 
in  it ;  and  mult  expect  that  ill  health  will  render  a  good 
{hare  of  it  ufeleis  :  .and  therefore  what  is  likely  to  be  left 
at  the  foot  of  the  account,  ought  by  me  to  be  cheriilvd, 
and  not  thrown  away  J a. compliments.  You  kaow  the 
Motto  of  my  fun  dial,  finite,  ait,  fugio,  I  will,  as 
far  as  I  am  able,  follow  its  advice,  and  cut  off  all  un- 
neceffary  avocations  and  amufements.  There  are  thofe 
that  intend  to  employ  me  this  winter  in  a  way  I  do  not 
Jike  :  If  they  perfiil  in  their  indentions,  I  muft  apply 
inyfelf  to  the  work  they  cut  out  for  me,  as  well  as  it 
«aa.  But  withal,  that  ihall  not  hinder  me  from  em. 
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.ploying  myfelf  alfo  in  a  way  which  they  do  not  like. 
The  givers  of  trouble  one  way  {hall  have  their  mare  of 
it  another  ;  that  at  laft  they  may  be  induced  to  let  me 
be  quiet,  and  live  to  myfelf,  with  the  few  (the  very 
few)  friends  I  like ;  for  that  is  the  point,  the  fingle 
point,  I  now  aim  at ;  tho',  I  know,  the  generality  of 
the  world  who  are  unacquainted  with  my  intentions  and 
views,  think  the  very  reverfe  of  this  character  belongs 
to  me.  I  don't  know  how  I  have  rambled  into  this 
account  of  myfelf  j  when  I  fat  down  to  write,  I  had 
no  thought  of  making  that  any  part  of  my  letter. 

You  might  have  been  fure  twithout  my  telling  you, 
that  my  right  hand  is  at  eafe  ;  elfe  I  ihould  not  have 
overflow'd  at  this  rate.  And  yet  I  have  not  done,  for 
thete  is  a  kind  intimation  in  the  end  of  youre,  which  I 
.underftood,  becaufe  it  feems  to  tend  towards  employing 
me  in  fomething  that  is  agreeable  to  you.  Pray  explain 
yourfelf,  and  believe  that  you  have  not  an  acquaintance 
in  the  world  that  would  be  more  in  earneft  on  fuch  an 
cccafion  than  I,  for- 1  love  you,  as  well  as  efteem  you. 

All  the  while  I  have  been  writing,  Pain,  and  a  fine 
Thru(h  have  been  feverally  endeavouring  to  caill  off  my 
attention;  but  both  in  vain,  nor  fhoald  I  -yet  part  with 
you,  but  that  the  turning  over  a  new  leaf  frights  me  a 
little,  and  makes  me  refolve  to  break  thro'  a  new  temp- 
tation, before  it  has  taken  too  fall  hold  on  me. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XV-III. 
from  the  fame. 

J'une  15,  1722. 

'O  U  have  generally  written  firft,  .after  our  parting  ; 
I  will  now  be  before- hand  with  you  in  my  enqui- 
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ries,  how  you  got  home,  and  how  you  do,  and  whether 
you  met  with  Lord  *,  and  delivered  my  civil  reproach 
to  him,  in  the  manner  I  defir'd  ?  1  fuppofe  you  did 
not,  becaufe  I  have  heard  nothing  either  from  you,  or 
from  him  on  that  head ;  as,  I  fuppofe,  I  might  havs 
done,  if  you  had  found  him. 

I  am  fick  of  thefe  men  of  quality  ;  and  the  more 
fo,  the  oft'ner  I  have  any  bufinefs  to  tranfaft  with  them. 
They  look  upon  it  2s  one  of  their  diftinguiftiing  privi- 
leges, not  to  be  punctual  in  any  bufinefs,  of  how  great 
importance  foever ;  nor  to  lee  other  peopje  at  enfe,  with 
the  lofs  of  the  leaft  part  of  their  own.  This  conduft  of 
his  vexes  me  ;  but  to  what  purpofe  ?  or  how  can  I 
alter  it  ? 

I  long  to  fee  the  original  MS.  of  Milton  :  but  don't 
know  how  to  come  at  it,  without  your  repeated  af- 
Mance. 

I  hope  you  won't  utterly  forget  what  pafs'd  in  the 
coach  about  Samfon  Agoniftes.  I  (hall  not  prefs  yoi* 
as  to  time,  but  fome  time  or  other,  1  wifh  you  would 
review,  and  polifh  that  piece.  If  upon  a  new  perufal 
of  it  (which  I  defire  you  to  make)  you  think  as  I  do, 
that  it  is  written  in  the  very  fpirit  of  the  Ancients ;  it 
deferves  your  care,  and  is  capable  of  being  improved, 
with  little  trouble,  into  a  perfeft  model  and  ftandard  of 
Tragic  poetry — always-allowing  for  its  being  a  ftory 
taken  out  of  the  Bible ;  which  is  an  objection  that  at 
this  time  of  day,  I  know,  is  not  to  be  got  over. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XIX. 

July  27. 

T  Have  been  as  conftantly  at  Twitenham  as  your  Lord- 
•*•    ihip  has  at  Brpmley,  ever  fmce  you  faw  Lord  Ba- 
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thurft.  At  the  time  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough's 
funeral,  I  intend  to  lie  at  the  Deanry,  and  moralize  one 
evening  with  you  on  the  vanity  of  human  glory. 

The  Dutchefs's  *  letter  concerns  me  nearly,  and  you 
know  it,  who  know  all  my  thoughts  without  dif- 
guife  :  I  muft  keep  clear  of  Flattery  ;  I  will :  and  a$ 
this  is  an  honeft  refolution,  I  dare  hope,  your  Lord- 
fhip  will  not  be  fo  unconcern'd  for  my  keeping  it,  as 
not  to  affift  me  in  fo  doing.  I  beg  therefore  you  would 
reprefent  thus  much  at  lead  to  her  Grace,  that  as  to 
the  fear  fhe  feems  touch'd  with,  [That  the  Duke's  me- 
mory mould  have  no  advantage  but  what  he  rault  give 
hiznfelf,  without  being  beholden  to  any  one  friend] 
your  Lordlhip  may  certainly,  and  agreeably  to  your 
character,  both  of  rigid  honour  and  Chriftian  plainnefs, 
tell  her,  that  no  man  can  have  any  other  advantage  : 
and  that  all  offerings  of  friends  in  fuch  a  cafe  pafs  fqr 
nothing.  Be  but  fo  good  as  to  confirm  what  I've  repre. 
fented  to  her,  that  an  infcription  in  the  antient  way, 
plain,  pompous,  yet  modeft,  will  be  the  molt  uncom- 
mon, and  therefore  the  moft  diflinguifhing  manner  of 
doing  it.  And  fo,  I  hops,  fhe  will  be  fatisfied,  the 
Duke's  honour  be  preferv'd,  and  my  integrity  alfo : 
which  is  too  facred  a  thing  to  be  forfeited,  in  confidera- 
tion  of  any  little  (or  what  people  of  quality  may  call 
great)  honour  or  diftin&ion  whatever,  which  thofe  of 
their  rank  can  beftow  on  one  of  mine ;  and  which  in- 
deed they  are  apt  to  over-rate,  but  never  fo  much,  as 
when  they  imagine  us  under  any  obligation  to  fay  one 
untrue  word  in  their  favour. 

J  can  only  thank  you,  my  Lord,  for  the  kind  tranfu 
tion  you  make  from  common  bufinefs,  to  that  which  is 
the  only  real  bufinefs  of  every  reafonable  creature.  In- 
deed I  think  more  of  it  than  you  imagine,  tho'  not  fo 

*  The  Duchefs  of  Buckingham. 
Vol.,  V.  R 
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much  as  I  ought.  I  am  pleas'd  with  thcfc  Latin  verfes 
extremely,  which  are  fo  very  good  that  I  thought  them 
yours,  'till  you  call'd  them  an  Horatian  Cento,  and 
then  I  recollefted  the  d:Jje£ii  membra  poetts.  I  won't 
pretend  I  am  fo  totally  in  thofe  fentunents  which  you 
compliment  me  with,  as  I  yet  hope  to  be  :  You  tell  me 
I  have  them,  as  the  civileft  method  to  put  me  in  mind 
how  much  it  fits  me  to  have  them.  I  ought,  firft,  to 
prepare  my  mind  by  a  better  knowledge  even  of  good 
prophane  writers,  efpecially  the  Moralifts,  etc.  before 
I  can  be  worthy  of  tailing  that  fupreme  of  books, 
and  fublime  of  all  writings.  In  which,  as  in  all  the 
intermediate  ones,  you  may  ( if  your  friendlhip  and 
charity  toward  me  continue  fo  far)  be  the  belt  guide  to 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XX. 

From  the  Biftiop  of  ROCHESTER. 

July  30,  1722. 

*f  Have  written  to  the  Duchefs*juft  as  you  defir'd, 
-*•  and  referred  her  to  our  meeting  in  town  for  a  fur- 
ther account  of  it.  1  have  done  it  the  rather  becaufe 
your  opinion  in  the  cafe  is  fincerely  mine  :  and  if  it 
had  not  been  fo,  you  yourfelf  fhould  not  have  induced 
me  to  give  it.  Whether,  and  how  far  me  will  ac- 
quiefce  in  it,  I  cannot  fay  :  efpecially  in  a  cafe  where 
ihe  thinks  the  Duke's  honour  concern'd  ;  but  fhould  fhe 
feem  to  periift  a  little  at  prefent,  her  good  fenfe  (which 
I  depend  upon)  will  afterwards  fatisfy  her  that  we  are 
in  the  right. 

*  Duchefs  of  Buckingham. 
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I  go  to-morrow  to  the  Deanry,  and,  I  believe,  I  frail 
ftay  there,  till  I  have  faid  Duft  to  duft,  and  ftmt  up 
that  f  laft  fcene  of  pompous  vanity. 

'Tis  a  great  while  for  me  to  ftay  there  at  this  time  of 
the  year  ;  and  I  know  I  fball  often  fay  to  myfelf,  while 
I  am  expe&ing  the  funeral, 

O  Rus,  quando  ego  te  a/piciam  !  quandoque  Habit 
Diicerefollicitcejucunda  oblivia  witts  ! 
In  this  cafj  I  mall  fancy  I  hear  the  ghoft  of  the  dead, 
thus  intreating  me, 

At  tu  facrata  ne  parce  malignus  arena: 

Ojfibus  et  capiti  inhumato 
Particulam  dare  •* 

Quanquamfeflinas,  non  eft  mira  longa  ',  licebit, 

Injeft*)  ter  pufofre,  curras. 

There  is  an  anfwer  for  me  fomewhere  in  Hamlet  to  this 
requeft,  which  you  remember,  tho'  I  don't.  Poor  Gkojl ! 
tkoujhalt  be Jati<fad! — or  fomething  like  it.  However 
that  be,  take  care  you  do  not  fail  in  your  appointment, 
that  the  company  of  the  living  may  make  me  fome 
amends  for  my  attendance  on  the  dead. 

I  know  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  well :  I 
mould  always,  could  I  always  be  here — 

Sed  me 

Imperiofa  trahlt  Proferplna  :  <vive,  valeque. 
You  are  the  firft  man  I  fent  to  this  morning,  and  the 
Jail  man  I  defire  to  converfe  with  this  evening,  tho'  at 
twenty  miles  diftance  from  you. 

Te,  <veniente  die,  Te,  decedents,  require. 

f  This  was  the  Funeral  of  the  Duke  of  Marl  borough,  at  whicfc 
the  Biihop  officiated  as  Dean  of  Weftminiter,  in  Aug.  1722. 
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LETTER    XXI. 
From  the  Bilhop  of  ROCHESTER. 

DEAR  SIR,  The  Tower,  April  IP,   1723. 

¥  Thank  you  for  all  the  inftances  of  your  friendship, 
both  before,  and  fince  my  misfortunes.  A  little 
lime  will  complete  them,  and  feparate  you  and  me  for 
ever.  But  in  what  .part  of  the  world  foever  I  am,  I 
will  live  mindful  of  your  fmcere  kindnefs  to  me ;  and 
will  pleafe  myfelf  whh  the  thought,  that  I  ftill  live  irji 
your  efteem  and  affeftion,  as  much  as  ever  I  did  ;  and 
ihat  no  accidents  of  life,  no  diftance  of  time,  or  place, 
will  alter  you  ia  that  refpeft.  It  never  can  me ;  who 
have  lov'd  and  valued  you,,  ever  fince  I  knew  you,  and 
fha]l  not  fail  to  do  it  when  I  am  not.allowed  to  tell  yo& 
fo ;  as  the  cafe  will  fqon  be.  Give  my  faithful  fervices 
to  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  and  thanks  for  what  he  fent  me, 
which  was  much  to  the  purpofe,  if  any  thing  can  be 
iaid  to  be  to  the  purpofe,  in  a  cafe  that  is  already  de- 
termined. Let  him  know  my  Defence  will  be  fuch, 
that  neither  my  friends  need  blufh  for  me,  nor  will  my 
enemies  have  great  occafion  of  Triumph,  tho'  fure  of. 
the  vi&ory.  I  fliall  want  his  advice  before  I  go  abroad, 
in  many  things.  But  I  queftion  whether  I  mall  be  per- 
mitted to  fee  him,  or  any  body,  but  fuch  as  are  abfo- 
lutely  neceffary  towards  the  difpatch  of  my  private  af- 
fairs. If  fo,  God  blefs  you  both ;  and  may  no  part  of 
the  ill  fortune  that  attends  me,  ever  purfue  either  of 
you!  I  know  not  but  1  may  call  upon  you  at  my  hear- 
ing, to  fay  fomewhat  about  my  way  of  fpending  my 
time  at  the  Deanry,  which  did  not  feem  calculated  to- 
wards managing  plots  and  confpiracies.  But  of  that  I 
lhall  confider — You  and  I  have  fpent  many  hours  tor 
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gether  upon  much  pleafanter  fubje&s ;   and,  that  I  may 
preferve  the  old  cuilom,  1  lhall  not  part  with  you  now 
till  I  have  clos'd  this  letter,  with  three  lines  of  Milton, 
which  you  will,  1  know,  readily  and  not  without  fome 
degree  of  concern  apply  to  your  ever  affectionate,  etc^ 
Some  nat'ral  Tears  be  dropt,  but  witfd  tbemfoon  : 
The  World  was  all  before  ki»i,  'where  to  chafe 
His  place  of  reft,  and  Providence  his  Guide. 


LETTER    XXII. 
The  Anfwer. 

April  20,   1723; 

TT  is  not  poffible  to  exprefs  what  I  think,  and  what 
•*•  I  feel  ;  only  this,  that  I  have  thought  and  felt  for 
nothing  but  you,  -for  fome  time  paft  :  and  mall  think  of 
nothing  fo  long  for  the  time  to  come.  The  greateft 
comfort  I  had  was  an  intention  (which  I  would  have 
made  practicable)  to  have  attended  you  in  your  journey, 
to  which  I  had  brought  that  perfon  to  confent,  who 
only  could  have  hindered  me,  by  a  tye  which,  tho'  it 
may  be  more  tender,  I  do  not  think  more  ftrong,  than 
that  of  friendfhip.  But  I  fear  there  will  be  no  way  left 
me  to  tell  you  this  great  truth,  that  I  remember  you, 
that  I  love  you,  that  I  am  grateful  to  you,  that  I  en- 
tirely efteem  and  value  you  :  no  way  but  that  one,  which 
needs  no  open  warrant  to  authorize  it,  or  fecret  con- 
veyance to  fecure  it  j  which  no  bills  can  preclude,  and 
no  Kings  prevent;  a  way  that  can  reach  to  any  part  ©f 
the  world  where  you  may  be,  where  the  very  whifper 
or  even  the  wiih  of  a  friend  muft  not  be  heard,  or  even 
fufpeded  :  by  this  way,  I  dare  tell  my  efteem  and  af- 
feftion  of  you,  to  yourenemies  in  the  gatee,  and  you,, 
and  they,  and  their  fons,  may  hear  of  rr. 
R  3 


5^2  LETTERS   TO    AND 

You  prove  yourfelf,  my  Lord,  to  know  me  for  the 
fiknd  I  am  ;  in  judging  that  the  manner  of  your  De- 
fence, and  your  Reputation  by  it,  is  a  point  of  the 
highefl  concern  to  me :  and  afluring  me,  it  fhaJl  be 
futh,  that  none  of  your  friends  fhall  blitfh  for  you.  Let 
me  further  prompt  you  to  do  yourfelf  the  beft  and  mod 
lafting  juftice  :  the  instruments  of  your  Fame  to  poiterity 
will  be  in  your  own  hands.  May  it  net  be,  that  pro- 
vidence has  appointed  you  to  forae  great  and  ufeful 
work,  and  calls  you  to  it  this  fevere  way  ?  You  may 
iv.cre  eminently  and  more  effectually  ierve  the  Public 
even  now,  than  ir»  the  itations  you  have  fo  honourably 
fili'd.  Think  of  Tully,  Bacon,  and  Clarendon  *  :  is 
it  not  .the  latter,  the  diigraced  part  of  their  lives,  which 
you  moft  envy,  and  which  you  would  choofe  to  have 
liv'd  ? 

I  am  tenderly  fenfible  of  the  wifh  you  exprefs,  that 
no  part  of  your  misfortune  may  purfue  me.  But,  God 
knows,  I  am  every  day  lefs  and  lefs  fond  of  my  native 
country  (fo  torn  as  it  is  by  Party-rage)  and  begin  to 
confider  a  friend  in  exile  as  a  friend  in  death  ;  one  gone 
before,  where  I  am  not  unwilling  nor  unprepared  to 
follow  after  ;  and  where  (however  various  or  uncertain 
the  roads  and  voyages  of  another  world  may  be)  I  carr 
aot  but  entertain  a  pleafmg  hope  that  we  may  mee* 
again. 

I  faithfully  aflure  you,  that  in  the  mean  time  there  is 
no  one,  living  or  dead,  of  whom  I  mall  think  oftener 
or  better  than  of  you.  I  (hall  look  upon  you  as  in  a 
gate  between  both,  in  which  you  will  have  from  me  all 
the  pafllons  and  warm  wifhes  that  can  attend  the  living, 
and  all  the  refpeft  and  tender  fenfe  of  lofs,  that  we  feel 

*  Clarendon  indeed  wrote  his  beft  works  in  his  banifliment  5 
but  the  btft  of  Bacon's  were  written  before  his  difgrace,  and  the 
beft  of  Tully's  after  his  return  from  exile. 
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for  the  dead.  And  I  (hall  ever  depend  upon  your  con- 
ftant  friendfhip,  kind  memory,  and  good  offices,  tho* 
I  were  never  to  fee  or  hear  the  effefts  of  them  :  like  the 
truft  we  have  in  benevolent  fpirits,  who,  tho'  \ve  never 
fee  or  hear  them,  we  think,  are  conftantly  ferving  us, 
and  praying  for  us. 

Whenever  I  am  wifhing  to  write  to  you,  I  (hall  con- 
clude you  a'-c  intentionally  doing  fo  to  me.  And  every 
time  that  I  think  of  you,  I  will  believe  you  are  thinking 
of  me.  I  never  {hall  fufFer  to  be  forgotten  (nay  to  be 
but  faintly  remember'd)  the  honour,  the  pleafure,  the' 
ptide  1  muft  ever  have,  in  reflecting  how  frequently* 
you  have  delighted  me,  how  kindly  you  have  diftin- 
guifh'd  me,  how  cordially  you  have  advis'd  me  !  In 
canverfation,  ;n  itudy,  1  fbalt  always  want  you,  and 
wifh  for  you  :  In  my  moft  lively,  and  in  my  mod  thought- 
ful hours,  I  mall  equally  bear  about  me,  the  impreffions 
of  you  :  And  perhaps  it  will  not  be  in  This  life  only* 
that  I  fhall  have  caufe  to  remember  and  acknowledge 
the  friendfhip  of  the  Bifhop  of  Rochefter. 

I  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XXIII. 
To  the  fame. 

May,  1723. 

Y^\N  C  E  more  I  write  to  you,  as  I  promis'd,  and  tin's 
^-^  once,  I  fear,  will  be  the  lafl!  the  Curtain  will 
foon  be  drawn  between  my  friend  and  me,  and  nothing 
left  but  to  wifh  you  a  long  good-nfght.  May  you  en- 
joy a  itate  of  repofe  in  this  life,  not  unlike  that  fleep 
of  the  foul  which  fome  have  believ'd  is  to  fucceed  it, 
.where  we  lye  utterly  forgetful  of  that  world  from  which 
R4 
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we  are  gone,  and  ripening  for  that  to  which  we  are 
to  go.  If  you  retain  any  memory  of  the  paft,.  let  it 
only  image  to  you  what  has  pleas'd  you  beft ;  Ibme- 
times  prefent  a  dream  of  an  abfent  friend,  or  bring 
you  back  an  agreeable  converfation.  But  upon  the 
whole,  I  hope  you  will  think  lefs  of  the  time  pail  than 
of  the  future ;  as  the  former  has  been  lefs  kind  to  you 
than  the  latter  infallibly  will  be.  Do  not  envy  the 
world  your  Studies ;  they  will  tend  to  the  benefit  of 
men  againft  whom  you  can  have  no  complaint,  I  mean 
of  all  Fofterity  ;  and  perhaps,  at  your  time  of  life,  no- 
thing elfe  is  worth  your  care.  What  is  every  year  of  a 
wife  man's  life  but  a  cenfure  or  critic  on  the  part  ?. 
Thofe  whole  date  is  the  fhorteft,  live  long  enough  to 
laugh  at  one  half  of  it :  the  boy  defpifes  the  infant,  the 
man  the  boy,  the  philofopher  both,  and  the  Chrifiian 
all.  You  may  now  begin  to  think  your  manhood  was 
too  much  a  puerility  ;  and  you'll  never  fufrer  your  age 
to  be  but  a  fecond  infancy.  The  toys  and  baubles  of 
your  childhood  are  hardly  now  more  below  you,  than, 
thofe  toys  of  our  riper  and  of  our  declining  years,  the 
drums  and  rattles  of  ambition,  and  the  dirt  and  bub- 
bles of  avarice.  At  this  time,  when  you  are  cut  off 
from  a  little  fociety,  and  made  a  citizen  of  the  world  at 
large,  you  fhculd  bend  your  talents  not  to  ferve  a 
Party,  or  a  few,  but  ail  mankind.  Your  Genius  mould 
mount  above  that  miit  in  which  its  participation  and 
neighbourhood  with  earth  long  invclv'd  it ;  to  Ihine 
abroad  and  to  heaven,  ought  to  be  the  bulinefs  and  the 
glory  of  your  prefent  fituation.  Remember  it  was  at 
fuch  a  time,  that  the  greateft  lights  of  antiquity  dazled 
and  blazed  the  moft,  in  their  retreat,  in  their  exile,  or 
in  their  death  :  but  why  do  I  talk  of  dazling  or  blazing  ? 
it  was  then  that  they  did  good,  that  they  gave  light,  and 
that  they  became  Guides  to  mankind. 
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Thofe  aims  alone  are  worthy  of  fpirits  truly  great, 
and  fuch  I  therefore  hope  will  be  yours.  Refentinent 
indeed  may  remain,  perhaps  cannot  be  quite  extin- 
guiflied,  in  the  nobleft  minds;  but  Revenge  never  will 
harbour  there  :  higher  principles  than  thofe  of  the  firft, 
and  better  principles  than  thofe  of  the  latter,  will  infal- 
libly influence  men,  whofe  thoughts  and  whofe  hearts 
are  enlarged,  and  caufe  them  to  prefer  the  Whole  to 
any  part  of  mankind,  efpecially  to  fo  fmall  a  part  as 
one's  fingle  felf. 

Believe  me,  my  Lord,  I  look  upon  you  as  a.fpirit 
entered  into  another  life  *,  as  one  juft  upon  the  edge 
of  Immortality  ;,  where  the  paffions  and  affedions  mail 
be  much  more  exalted,  and  where  you  ought  to  defpife 
all  little  views,  and. all  mean  retrofpedls.  Nothing  is 
worth  your  locking  back  ;  and  therefore  look  forward, 
and  make  (as  you  can)  the  world  look  after  you.  But 
take  care  that  it  be  not  with  pity,  but  with  eileem  and 
admiration. 

I  am  with  the  greateft  Sincerity,  and  paffion  for  your 
fame  as  well  as  hagpinefs, 

Your,  etc. 


LETTER    XXIV. 
Erom  the  Biihop  of  ROCHESTER. 

Paris,  Nov.  23,   1731., 

\7O  U  will  wonder  to  lee  me  in  print ;  but  how  could 

•*•     I  avoid  it  ?    The  dead  and  the  living,   my  friends 

and  my  foes,  at  home  and  abroad,  call'd  upon  me  to 

fay  fomething  ;    and   the   reputation  of  an  f  Hillary 

*  The  Bifhop  of  Rochefter  went  into  exile  the  month  follow, 
ing,  and  continued  in  it   till  his   death,  which  happen'd  at  Paris- 
on  the  fifteenth  day  of  February,  in  the  year  1732. 

•  Earl  of  Clarendon.'?, 
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which  I  and  all  the  world  value,  mull  have  fuffered, 
had  I  continued  filent.  I  have  printed  it  here,  in  hopes 
that  fomebody  may  venture  to  reprint  it  in  England, 
notwithstanding  thofe  two  frightening  words  at  the 
clofe  of  it*.  Whether  that  happens  or  not,  it  is  fie 
you  fhould  have  a  fight  of  it,  who,  I  know,  will  read 
it  with  fbffie  degree  of  fatisfaftion,  as  it  is  mine,  tho" 
it  fhould  have  (as  it  really  has)  nothing  elfe  to  recom- 
mend it.  Such  ao  it  is,  Extremum  hcc  tnunus  morientis 
babels  ;  for  that  may  well  be  the  cafe,  confidering 
that  within  a  few  months  I  am  entering  into  my  feven- 
tieth  year:  after  which,  even  the  healthy  and  the  happy 
cannot  much  depend  upon  life,  and  will  not,  if  they 
are  wife,  much  defire  it.  Whenever  I  go,  you  will 
k»fe  a  friend  who  loves  and  values  you  extremely,  if 
in  my  circumftances  I  can  be  faid  to  be  loft  to  any 
one,  when  dead,  more  than  I  am  already  whilft  living. 
I  expected  to  have  heard  from  you  by  Mr.  Morice, 
and  wonder 'd  a  little  that  I  did  not;  but  he  owns 
himfelf  in  a  fault,  for  not  giving  you  due  notice  of  his 
motions.  It  was  not  amifs  that  you  forbore  writing, 
on  a  head  wherein  I  promifed  more  than  I  was 
able  to  perform.  Difgraced  men  fancy  fcunetimcs, 
that  they  preferve  an  influence,  where  when  they  en- 
deavour to  exert  it,  they  foon  fee  their  miltake.  I 
did  fo,  my  good  friend,  and  acknowledge  it  under  my 
hand.  You  founded  the  coaft,  and  found  out  my 
error,  it  feems,  before  I  was  aware  of  it;  but  enough 
on  this  fubjed. 

What  are  they  doing  in  England  to  the  honour  of 
Letters  ;  and  particularly  what  are  you  doing?  Ipfe  quid 
audes  ?  S>u<£  circum-volitas  agilis  Thyme,  ?  Do  you  pur- 

«  The  Bifliop's  Name,  fet  to  his  Vindication  of  Bifhop  Smalridge, 
Dr.  Aldrich,  and  himfelf,  from  the  fcandalous  Refle&ions  of  Old- 
jnixon,  relating  to  the  Publication  of  Lord  Clarendon's  Hiftory. 
Paris,  1731,  4to.  fince  reprinted  ia  England, 
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fue  the  Moral  plan  you  marked  out,  and  feemed  fixteen 
months  ago  fo  intent  upon  ?  Am  I  to  fee  it  perfected 
ere  I  die,  and  are  you  to  enjoy  the  reputation  of  it 
while  you  live  ?  or  do  you  rather  chufe  to  leave  the 
marks  of  your  friendfhip,  like  the  legacies  of  a  will, 
to  be  read  and  enjqyed  only  by  thofe  who  furvive  you  ? 
Were  I  as  near  you  as  I  have  been,  I  fhould  hope  to 
peep  into  the  manufcript  before  it  was  finifhed.  Bat 
alas !  there  is,  and  will  ever  probably  be  a  great  deal 
of  land  and  fea  between  us.  How  many  books  have 
come  out  of  late  in  your  parts,  which  you  think  I  fhould 
be  glad  to  perufe  ?  Name  them  :  The  catalogue,  I  be- 
lieve, will  not  coft  you  much  trouble.  They  muft  be 
good  ones  indeed  to  challenge  any  part  of  my  time, 
now  I  have  fo  little  of  it  left.  I,  who  fquandered 
whole  days  heretofore,  now  hufband  hours  when  the 
glafs  begins  to  run  low,  and  care  not  to  mifpend  them 
on  trifles.  At  the  end  of  the  Lottery  of  Life,  our  lafl 
minutes,  like  tickets  left  in  the  wheel,  rile  in  their 
valuation  :  They  are  not  of  fo  much  worth  perhaps  in 
themfelves  as  thofe  which  preceded,  but  we  are  apt  td 
prize  them  more,  and  with  reafon.  I  do  fo,  my  dear 
friend,  and  yet  think  the  moft  precious  minutes  of  my 
life  are  well  employed,  in  reading  what  you  write. 
But  this  is  a  fatisfadlion  I  cannot  much  hope  for,  and 
therefore  muft  betake  myfelf  to  othets  lefs  entertain, 
ing.  Adieu  !  dear  Sir,  and  forgive  me  engaging  with 
one,  whom  you,  I  think,  have  reckoned  among  the 
heroes  of  the  Dunciad.  it  was  necefTary  for  me  ei- 
ther to  accept  of  his  dirty  Challenge,  or  to  have  fuffered 
in  the  efteem  of  the  world  by  declining  it. 

My  refpecls  to  your  Mother ;  I  fend  one  of  thefe 
papers  for  Dean  Swift,  if  you  have  an  opportunity,  and 
uhink  it  worth  while  to  convey  it.  My  Country  at 
this  diftance  feeras  to  me  a  ftrange  fight ;  I  know  not 


35*  LETTERS    TO    AND 

how  it  appears  to  you,  who  are  in  the  midft  of  trie 
fcene,  and  yourfelf  a  part  of  it ;  I  wilh  you  would  tell 
me.  You  may  write  fafely  to  Mr.  Morice,  by  the  ho- 
neft  hand  that  conveys  this,  and  will  return  into  thefe 
parts  before  Chriftmas  ;  fketch  out  a-  rough  draught  of 
it,  that  I  may  be  able  to  judge  whether  a  return  to 
it  be  really  eligible,  or  whether  I  fhould  not,  like  the 
Chemift  in  the  bottle,  upon  hearing  Don  Quevedo's  ac- 
count of  Spain,  defire  to  be  corked  up  again. 

After  all,  I  do  and  muil  love  my  Country,  with  all 
its  faults  and  blemiihes ;  even  that  part  of  the  conftitu- 
tion  which  wounded  me  unjuftly,  and  itfelf  through  my 
fide,  fhall  ever  be  dear  to  me.  My  laft  wife  fhall  be 
like  that  of  father  Paul,  Eft^  perpetual  and  when  I 
die  at  a  diilance  from  it,  it  will  be  in  the  fame  manner 
as  Virgil-defcribes  the  expiring  Peloponnefian, 
'  Sternitur, 

et  dulces  morlens  reminlfcitur  Argot. 

Do  I  ftill  live  in  the  memory  of  my  friends,  as  they 
certainly  do  in  mine  ?  I  have  read  a  good  many  of  your 
paper- fquabbles  about  me,  and  am  glad  to  fee  fuch  free 
conceffions  on  that  head,  tho'  made  with  no  view  of 
doing  me  a  pleafure,  but  merely  of  loading  another. 

1  am,  etc. 


LETTER    XXV. 

From  the  Bifhop  of  ROCHESTER. 

On  the  Death  of  his  Daughter. 

Montpelier,  Nov.  20,  1729, 

JAm  not  yet  Matter  enough  of  myfdf,  after  the  late 
wound  I  have  received,  to  open  my  very  heart  to 
yon,  and  am  no;  content  with  leis  than  that,  whenever 
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I  converfe  with  you.    My  thoughts  are  at  prefent  vain- 
ly, but  pleafingly  employed,  on  what  I  have  loft,  and 
can  never  jrecover.     I. know  w"ell  I  ought,  for  that  rea- 
ibn,  to  call  them  off  to  other  fubjefts,  but  hitherto  I 
have  not  been  able  to  do  it.     By  giving  them  the  rei» 
a  little,  and  differing  them  to  fpend  their  force,  I  hope 
in  feme  time  to  check  and  fubdue  them.     Mult  is  for- 
tun<e  <vulneribus  perculfus,  huic  ani  me  imparem  fenfe,  et 
pene  fuccubui.     This  is  weaknefs,  not  wifdom,  I  own  ; 
and  on  that  account  fitter  to  be  trufted  to  the  bofom 
of  a  friend,    where  I  may  fafely  lodge  all  my  infir- 
mities.    As  foon  as  my  mind  is  in  fome  meafure  cor- 
redled  and  calm'd,  I  will  endeavour  to  follow  your  ad- 
vice, and  turn  it  to  fomething  of  ufe  and  moment ;  if  I 
have  ftiil  life  enough  left  to  do  any  thing  that  is  worth 
reading  and  preferving.     In  the  mean  time  I  mall  be 
pleas'd  to  hear  that  you  proceed  in  what  you  intend, 
without  any  fuch  melancholy  interruption  as  I  have  met 
with.     Your  mind  is  as  yet  unbroken  by  age  and  ill  ac- 
cidents, your  knowledge  and  judgment  are  at  the  height  ; 
ufe  them  in  writing  fomewhat  that  may  teach  the  pre- 
lent  and  future  times,  and  if  not  gain  equally  the  ap- 
plaufe  of  both,  may  yet  raife  the  envy  of  the  one,  and 
fecure  the  admiration  of  the  other.     Employ  not  your 
precious  moments,  and  great  talents,  on  little  men  and 
little  things ;  but  chufe  a  fubjeft  every  way  worthy  of 
you,  and  handle  it  as  you  can,  in  a  manner  which  no- 
body elfe  .can  equal  or  imitate.     As  fifr  me,  my  abili- 
ties, if  I  ever  had  any,  are  not  what  they  were :  and 
yet  I  will  endeavour  to  recollecT:  and  employ  them. 

gelidus  tardante  feneSla 
Sanguis  hebet,  frigentque  effceto  in  corf  ore  wires. 

However,  I  mould  be  ingrateful  to  this  place,  if  I  did 
•ot  own  that  1  have  gained  upon  the  gout  in  the  foutb 
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ef  France,  much  more  than  I  did  at  Paris ;  tho'  even 
there  I  fenfibly  improved.  I  believe  my  cure  had  been 
perfected,  but  the  earnefVtlefire  of  meeting  One  I  dearly 
loved,  called  me  abruptly  to  Montpelier ;  where  after 
continuing  two  months,  under  the  cruel  torture  of  a 
fad  and  fiuitlefe  expectation,  I  was  forced  at  laft  to  take 
a  long  journey  to  Touloule ;  and  even  there  I  had  mifs'd 
the  perfon  I  fought,  had  me  not,  with  great  fpirit  and 
courage,  ventured  all  night  up  the  Garonne  to  fee  me, 
which  {he  above  all  things  defired  to  do  before  me  died- 
By  that  means  me  was  brought  where  I  was,  between 
feven  and  eight  in  the  morning,  and  liv'd  twenty  hours 
afterwards,  which  time  was  not  loft  on  either  fide,  but 
pafs'd  in  fuch  a  manner  as  gave  great  fatisfaclion  to 
both,  and  fuch  as,  on  her  part,  every  way  became  her 
circumftances  and  character.  For  me  had  her  fenfes  to 
the  very  laft  gafp,  and  exerted  them  to  give  me,  in  thofe 
few  hours,  greater  marks  of  Duty  and  Love  than  (he 
had  done  in  all  her  life-time,  tho'  ihe  had  never  been 
wanting  in  either.  The  laft  words  me  faid  to  me  were 
the  kindeft  of  all ;  a  reflection  on  the  goodnefs  of  God, 
which  had  allow'd  us  in  this  manner  to  meet  once  more, 
before  we  parted  for  ever.  Not  many  minutes  af- 
ter that,  me  laid  herfelf  on  her  pillow,  in  a  fleeping 
pofture, 

placidaque  ill  demum  morte  quie<vit. 

Judge  you,  Sir,  what  I  felt,  and  ftill  feel  on  this  oc- 
cafion,  and  fpare  me  the  trouble  of  defcribing  it.  At 
my  Age,  under  my  Infirmities,  among  utter  Strangers, 
how  {hall  I  find  out  proper  reliefs  and  fupports  ?  I  can 
have  none,  but  thofe  with  which  Reafon  and  Religion 
furnifh  me,  and  thofe  I  lay  hold  on,  and  grafp  as  faft  as  I 
can.  I  hope  that  He,  who  laid  the  burthen  upon  me  (for 
wife  and  good  purpofes  no  doubt)  will  enable  me  to  bear 
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it,  in  like  manner  as  I  have  borne  others,  with  Come 
degree  of  fortitude  and  firmnefs. 

You  fee  how  ready  I  am  to  relapfe  into  an  argument 
which  I  had  quitted  once  before  in  this  letter.  I  mall 
probably  again  commit  the  fame  fault,  if  I  continue 
to  write ;  and  therefore  I  flop  fhort  here,  and  with 
all  fincerity,  affection,  and  efteem,  bid  you  adieu  ! 
till  we  meet  either  in  this  world,  if  God  pleafes,  or 
elfe  in  another. 

I  am,  etc. 


END  of  the  FIFTH  VOLUME, 
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